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TWELFTH-NIGHT; 


on, 


WHAT YOU WILL. 


ACT I. 

Scene I. An apartment in the Dwko^palace, 

Muter Duke, Ccmio, Lords ; Musicians attending \ 

Dalce. If music be the food of love, play on ; 

Give mo excess of it, that, surfeiting, 

The appetite may sicken, and so die, — 

That strain again ! — it had a dying fall : 

O, it came o’er my ear like the sweet south, ( 1 ) 

That breathes upon a bank of violets, 

Stealing and giving odour ! — Enough ; no more : 

’Tis not so sweet now as it was before. 

O spirit of love, how quick and frosli art thou l 
That, notwithstanding thy capacity 
.Receive tli as the sea, naught enters there, 

Of what validity and pitch so e’er, 

But falls into abatement and low price, 

Even in a minute l so full of shapes is fancy, 

That it alone is high-fantastical. 

Cur* Will you go hunt, my lord ? 

Duke. What, Curio ? 

Cw. The hart. 

Duke . Why, so I do, the noblest that I have : 
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Lact I. 


0, when mine eyes did see Olivia first, 
Methought she purg’d the air of pestilence ! 
That instant was I turn’d into a hart ; 

And my desires, like fell and cruel hounds, 
E’er since pursue me. 


E'jiter Valentine. 

How now ! what news from her ? 
Val. So please my lord, I might not he admitted ; 

But from her handmaid do return this answer : 

The element itself, till seven years 1 heat, 

Shall not behold her face at ample view ; 

But, like a cloistress, she will veiled walk, 

And water once a day her chamber round 
With eye -offending brine : all this to season 
A brother’s dead love, which she would keep fresh 
And lasting in her sad remembrance. 

Luke. 0, she that hath a heart of that fine frame 
To pay this debt of love hut to a brother, 

How will she love, when the rich golden shaft 
Hath kill’d the flock of all affections else 
That live in her,— when liver, brain, and heart, 

These sovereign thrones, are all supplied and fill’d 
(Her sweet perfections) with one self king ! — 

Away before me to sweet beds of flowers : 

Love-thoughts lie rich when canopied with bowers. [Exeunt. 


Scene II. The sea-coast. 

Enter Viola, Captain, and Sailors. 

Fio. What country, friends, is this ? 

This is Illyria, lady. 
No. And what should I do in Illyria? 

My brother he is in Elysium. 

Perchance he is not drown’d what think you, sailors ? 

Clap. It is perchance that you yourself were sav’d. * 

Vw. 0 my poor brother ! and so perchance may ho be. 



SCENE II.] 


WHAT YOU WILL. 


Cap . True,, madam : and, to comfort you with chance, 
Assure yourself, after our ship did split, 

When you, and those poor number sav’d with you, 

TIung on our driving boat, I saw your brother, 

Most provident in peril, bind himself 

(Courage and hope both teaching him the practice) 

To a strong mast that liv’d upon the sea; 

Where, like Arion on the dolphin’s back, 

1 saw him hold acquaintance with the waves 
So long as I could see. 

Via . For saying so, there’s gold : 

Mine own escape unfoldeth to my hope, 

Whereto iliy speech serves for authority, 

The like of him. lvnow’s t thou this country ? 

Cap. Ay, madam, well ; for I was bred and bom 
Not three hours’ travel from this very place, 

Vio. Who governs here ? 

Cap . A noble duke, in nature as in name. 

Vio. What is his name ? 

Cap. Orsino. 

Vio . Orsino I 1 have hoard my father name him : 

He was a bachelor then. 

Cap . And so is now, or was so very late ; 

For but a month ago I went from lienee, 

And then ’twas fresh in murmur (as, you know, 

| What great ones do, the less will prattle of), 

That he did sock the love of fair Olivia. 

Vio. What’s she ? 

Cap. A virtuous maid, the daughter of a count 
That died some twelvemonth since ; then leaving her 
!n the protection of his son, her brother, 

Who shortly also died: for whose dear love, 

They say, she hath abjur’d the company 
Ami sight of mon.0 

Vio. O that I serv’d that lady, 

And might not be deliver’d to the world. 

Till I had made mine own occasion mellow, 

What: my estate is ! 

Cap. 


That were hard to compass ; 
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Because she will admit no kind of suit, 

No, not tlie duke’s. 

Via, There is a fair behaviour in thee, captain ; 

And though that nature with a beauteous wall 
Doth oft close in pollution, yet of thee 
I will believe thou hast a mind that suits 
With this thy fair and outward character. 

I prithee (and I’ll pay thee bounteously), 

Conceal me what I am ; and be my aid 
For such disguise as Imply shall become 
The form of my intent. I'll serve this duke : 

Thou shalt present me as ail eunuch to him : 

It may he worth thy pains *, fox I can sing, 

And speak to him in many sorts of music, 

That will allow me very worth his service. 

What .else may hap, to time I will commit; 

Only shape thou thy silence to my wit. 

Cap . Be you his eunuch, and your mute I'll be : 

When my tongue blahs, then let mine eyes not see. 

Vio, I thank thee: lead me on. * [Jixvmit. 


Scene III. A room in Olivia's house . 

Ent®' Sir Toby Belch mid Mama. 

Sir To. What a plague means my niece, to take the death 
of her brother thus ? I am sure care’s an enemy to life. 

Mar . By my troth, Sir Toby, you must come in earlier 
o’ nights : your cousin, my lady, takes great exceptions to 
your ill hours. 

Sir To. Why, let her except before excepted. 

Mar . Ay, but you must confine yourself within the modest 
limits of order. 

Sir To . Confine! I’ll confine myself no liner than 1 am : 
these clothes are good enough to drink in ; and so be these 
hoots too, — an they be not, let them hang themselves in their 
own straps. 
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Mar. That quaffing and drinking will undo you: I heard 
my lady talk of it yesterday ; and of a foolish knight that 
you brought in one night here to be her wooer. 

Sir To . Who, Sir Andrew Aguecheek ? 

Mar. Ay, he. 

Sir To. He’s as tall a man as any's in Illyria. 

Mar. What’s that to the purpose ? 

Sir To. Why, he has three thousand ducats a year. 

Mar. Ay, but he’ll have but a year in all these ducats : 
he’s a very fool and a prodigal. 

Sir To. Fic, that you’ll say so l he plays o’ the viol-de- 
gamboys, and speaks three or four languages word for word 
without book, and hath all the good gifts of nature. 

Mar. He hath, indeed, — almost natural : for, besides that 
lie’s a fool, he’s a great quarreller ; and, but that lie hath the 
gift of a coward to allay the gust he hath in quarrelling, ’tis 
thought among the prudent lie would quickly have the gift 
of a grave. 

Sir To. By this hand, they arc scoundrels and substractors 
that say so of him. Who are they ? 

Mar . They that add, moreover, lie’s drunk nightly in your 
company. 

Sir To , With drinking healths to my niece : I'll drink to 
her as long as there is a passage in my throat and drink in 
Illyria : lie’s a coward and a coistrel that will not drink to 
my niece till his brains turn o’ the toe like a parish-top. 
What, wench! Casiiliano vulgo / ( 3 ) for here comes Sir An- 
drew Agucface. 


Enter Sir An due w Agueoiieek. 

Sir And. Sir Toby Belch, — how now, Sir Toby Belch ! 
Sir To. Sweet Sir Andrew! 

Sir And. Bless you, fair shrew. 

Mar. And you too, sir. 

Sir To. Accost, Sir Andrew, accost. 

Sir And. Wlmt’s that ? 

Sir To. My niece’s chambermaid. 

Sir And , Good Mistress Accost, I desire better acquaint- 


ance. 
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[act i . 


Mar , My name is Mary, sir. 

Sir /Inch Good Mistress Mary Accost, — 

Sir To. You mistake, knight : accost is front her, board 
her, woo her, assail her. 

Sir And . By my troth, I would not undertake her in this 
company. Is that the meaning* of accost ? 

Mar. Bare you well, gentlemen. 

Sir To . An thou let part so, Sir Andrew, would thou 
mightst never draw sword again. 

Sir And . An you part so, mistress, I would I might never 
draw sword again. Pair lady, do you think you have fools in 
hand ? 


Mar . Sir, I have not you by the hand. 

Sir And. Marry, hut you shall have ; and here’s my hand. 
Mar. Now, sir, thought is free : I pray you, bring your 
hand to the buttery -bar, and let it drink. 

Sir And . Wherefore, sweet-heart? what’s your metaphor ? 
Mar. It’s dry, sir. 

Sir And . Why, I think so : I am not such an ass but 1 
can keep my hand dry. But what’s your jest ? 

Mar. A dry jest, sir. 

Sir And . Are you full of them ? 


Mar. Ay, sir, I have them at my lingers’ ends: marry, 
now I let go your hand, I am barren. [Exit. 

Sir To. 0 knight, thou lackest a cup of canary : when did 
I see thee so put down ? 




oir And , Never in your life, I think \ unless you — 
caiuiry put me down. Me thinks sometimes I have no more 
wit than a Christian or an ordinary man 1ms : but I am a great 
eater of beef, and I believe that does harm to my wit. 

Sir To. No question, 

Sir And. An I thought that, I’cl forswear it. I’ll vide 
home to-morrow. Sir Toby. 

Sir To. Poitrquoi, my dear knight ? 

Sir And. What is pourquoi? do or not do '! 1 would 1 

, bestow f that time in the tongues that I have iu fencing, 

dancing, and bear-haitmg : 0, had I but followed the arts ! 

, ' „® n lladst tllou lliul an excellent head of hair. 

Sir And. Why, would that have mended my hair { 
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Sir To . Past question ; for thou seest it will not curl by 
nature. ( 4 ) 

Sir And . But it becomes me well enough, does ’t not ? 

Sir To . Excellent; it hangs like flax on a distaff; and I 
hope to see a housewife take thee between her legs and spin 
it off. 

Sir And. Faith, I’ll home to-morrow, Sir Toby: your 
niece will not be seen; or if she be, it’s four to one she’ll 
none of me : the count himself hero hard by woos her. 

Sir To . She’ll none o’ the count : she’ll not match above 
her degree, neither in estate, years, nor wit ; I have heard her 
swear ’t, Tut, there’s life in ’t, man . 

Sir And. I’ll stay a month longer. I am a fellow o’ the 
strangest mind i’ the world; 1 delight in masques and revels 
sometimes altogether. 

Sir To . Art thou good at these kickshaws, knight ? 

Sir And . As any man in Illyria, whatsoever he be, under 
the degree of my belters ; and yet I will not compare with 
an old man. 

Sir To. What is thy excellence in a galliard, knight ? 

Sir And. Faith, I can cut a caper. 

Sir To. And I can cut the mutton to ’t. 

Sir And . And I think I have tlio back-trick simply as 
strong as any man in Illyria. 

Sir To. Wherefore are these things hid ? wherefore have 
these gifts a curtain before ’em ? are they like to take dust, 
like Mistress Mall’s picture ? why dost thou not go to church 
in a galliard, and come home in a coranto ? My very walk 
should be a jig; 1 would not so much as make water but in 
a sink-a-paee. Wluit dost thou mean ? is it a world to hide 
virtues in ? I did think, by the excellent constitution of tliy 
leg, it was formed under the star of a galliard. 

Sir And . Ay, ’tia strong, and it does indifferent well in a 
ikunc-colo lived stock. ( r> ) Shall wo sot about some revels ? 

Sir To* What shall we do else? wore we not born under 
Taurus ? 

Sir And . Taurus l that’s sides and heart. 

Sir To, No, sir ; it is logs and thighs. Let me see thee 
caper : ha ! higher : ha, ha ! — excellent ! [Exeunt. 



10 


TWELFTH-NIGHT ; OR, 


[act I, 


Scene IV. An apartment in the Duke’s palace. 

Enter Valentine, and Viola in man's attire, 

Val. If the duke continue these favours towards you, Ce- 
sario, yon are like to be much advanced : he hath known you 
but three days, and already you are no stranger. 

Vio. You either fear his humour or my negligence, that 
you call in question the continuance of his love : is he incon- 
stant, sir, in his favours ? 

Val, No, believe me. 

Vic. I thank you. Here comes the count. 

Enter Duke, Curio, and Attendants. 

Luke, Who saw Cesario, ho ? 

T io. On your attendance, my lord ; here. 

Duke, Stand you awhile aloof. — Cesario, 

Thou know’st no less hut all ; I have unclasp’d 
To thee the hook even of my secret soul : 

Therefore, good youth, address thy gait unto her ; 

Be not denied access, stand at her doors, 

And tell them, there thy fixed foot shall grow 
Till thou have audience. 

Sure, my noble lord, 

If she be so abandon’d to her sorrow 
As it is spoke, she never will admit me. 

Duke, Be clamorous, and leap all civil hounds, 

Rather than make unprofited return. 

Vio, Say I do speak with her, my lord, what then ? 

Duke, 0 , then unfold the passion of my love. 

Surprise her with discourse of my dear faith ! 

It shall become thee well to act my woes ; 

She will atteud it better in thy youth 
Than in a nuncio of more grave aspect. 

T 10, I think not so, my lord. 

Duke, * Dear lad, believe it; 

lor they shall yet belie thy happy years, 

That say thou art a man ; Diana’s lip 
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Is not more smooth and rubious ; tliy small pipe 
Is as the maiden’s organ, shrill and sound ; 

And all is semblative a woman’s part. 

I know thy constellation is right apt 

For this affiiir: — some four or five attend him; 

All, if you will ; for I myself am best 
When least in company : — prosper well in this, 

And thou shall live as freely as thy lord, 

To call his fortunes thine, 

Vio, I’ll do my best 

To woo your lady:— yet [aside], a barful strife! 

Whoe’er I woo, myself would be his wife. [Exeunt. 


Scene V. A room in Olivia’s house, 

Enter Maiua. and Clown. 

Mar . Nay, either tell mo where thou hast been, or I will 
not open my lips so wide as a bristle may enter in way of 
thy excuse : my lady will hang thee for thy absence. 

, Clo . Let her hang me : he that is well hanged in this 

world needs to fear no colours. 

Mar . Make that good. 

Clo . He shall see none to fear. 

Mar . A good lenten answer: I can tell thee where that 
saying was born, of, I fear no colours. 

Clo . Where, good Mistress Mary ? 

Mar . In the wars ; and that may you be bold to say in 
your foolery. 

Clo. Well, God give them wisdom that have it ; and those 
that are fools, let them use their talents. 

Mar, Yet you will be hanged for being so long absent ; 
or, to he turned away, — is not that as good as a hanging to 
you ? 

Clo . Many a good hanging prevents a bad marriage; and, 
for turning away, lot summer bear it out. 

Mar. You are resolute, then ? 

Clo . Not so, neither; hut I am resolved on two points. 
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Mar. That if one break, the other will hold ; or, if both 
break, your gasldns fall. 

Clo. Apt, in good faith; very apt. Well, go thy way; 
if Sir Toby would leave drinking, thou wort as witty a piece 
of Eve’s flesh as any in Illyria. 

Mar . Peace, you rogue, no more o’ that. Here comes 
my lady : make your excuse wisely, you were best. [Exit. 

Clo. Wit, arft be thy will, put me into good fooling ! 
Those wits, that think they have thee, do very oft prove 
fools 5 and I, that am sure I lack thee, may pass for a wise 
man : for what says (Juinapalus ? Better a witty fool than a 
foolish wit. 


Enter Olivia and Malvolio. 

God bless thee, lady ! 

OIL Take the fool away. 

Clo. Do you not hear, fellows? Take away the lady. 

OIL Go to, you’re a dry fool ; I’ll no more of you : be- 
sides, you grow dishonest. 

Clo . Two faults, madonna, that drink and good counsel 
will amend ; for give the dry fool drink, then is the fool not 
dry : bid the dishonest man mend himself; if he mend, he is 
no longer dishonest ; if he cannot, let the botcher mend him : 
anything that’s mended is hut patched: virtue that trans- 
gresses is but patched with sin ; and sin that amends is but 
patched with virtue : if that this simple syllogism will Nerve, 
so ; if it will not, what remedy ? As there is no true cuckold 
hut calamity, so beauty’s a flower. — The lady bade Lake away 
the fool ; therefore, I say again, take her away. 

OIL Sir, I hade them take away you. 

Clo. Misprision in the highest degree I— Lady, vuculhts 
?io?i facit 7 uon acl iuif7i ,* that s as much to say as, I wear not 
motley in my hrain. Good madonna, give me leave to prow 
you a fool. 

Oli . Can you do it ? 

Clo . Dexteriously, good madonna. 

OIL Make your proof. 

Clo. I must catechize you for iL, madomuv: good my 
mouse of virtue, answer me. 
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OIL Well, sir, for want of other idleness, I'll hide your 
proof. 

Clo. Good madonna, why mournest thou ? 

OIL Good fool, for my hr other’s death. 

Clo. I think his soul is in hell, madonna. 

OIL I know his soul is in heaven, fool. 

Clo. The more fool, madonna, to mourn for your bro- 
ther’s soul being in heaven. — Take away the fool, gentle- 
men. 

Oli . What think you of this fool, Malvolio ? doth he not 
mend ? 

Mai. Yes, and shall do till the pangs of death shake 
him: infirmity, that decays the wise, doth ever make the 
better fool. 

Clo . God send you, sir, a speedy infirmity, for the better 
increasing your folly ! Sir Toby will be sworn that I am no 
fox ; but ho will not pass his word for twopence that you are 
no fool. 

OIL How say you to that, Malvolio ? 

Mai . I marvel your ladyship takes delight in such a bar- 
ren rascal: I saw him put down the other day with an ordi- 
nary fool, that has no more brain than a stone. Look you 
now, he’s out of his guard already ; unless you laugh and 
minister occasion to him, he is gagged. I protest, I take 
these wise men, that crow so at these set kind of fools, no 
better than the fools’ zanies. 

OIL O, you are sick of self-love, Malvolio, and taste with 
a distempered appetite. To be generous, guiltless, and of 
free disposition, is to take those things for bird-holts that you 
deem cannon-bullets: there is no slander in an allowed fool, 
though he do nothing but rail ; nor no railing in a known 
discreet man, though ho do nothing hut reprove. 

Clo, Now Mercury endue thee with leasing, for thou 
sp cakes t well of fools ! 


Rc-euler Maiua. 

Mar. Madam, there is at the gate a young gentleman 
much desires to speak with you. 

OIL From the Count Orsino, is it? 
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Mar. I know not, madam: ’tis a fail* young man, and 
well attended. 

OIL Who of my people hold him in delay ? 

Mar. Sir Toby, madam, your kinsman* 

Oli. Fetch him off, I pray you ; he speaks nothing but 
madman : he on him ! [Exit Maria .] Go you, Malvolio : 
if it be a suit from tlie count, I am sick, or not at home ; 
what you will, to dismiss it. [Exit Malvolio ,] Now you 
see, sir, how your fooling grows old, and people dislike it, 

Clo. Thou hast spoke for us, madonna, as if thy eldest son 
should be a fool, — whose skull Jovo cram with brains! for 
here he comes, one of thy kin, has a most weak pia mater. 

Enter Sir Toby Belch. 

OIL By mine honour, half drunk. — What is ho at the 
gate, cousin? 

Sir To. A gentleman. 

OIL A gentleman ! what gentleman ? 

Sir To. ’Tis a gentleman here— a plague o’ these pickle- 
herring ! — -How now, sot ! 

Clo . Good Sir Toby ! — 

OIL Cousin, cousin, how have you come so early by this 
lethargy ? 

Sir Ti % Lechery ! I defy lechery. There’s one tit the gate. 

OIL Ay, marry, what is he ? 

Sir To. Let him he the devil, an lie will, I care not: give 
me faith, say I. Well, it’s all one. [Exit. 

■ OIL What’s a drunken man like, fool ? 

| Clo . Like a drowned man, a fool, and a madman : one 
! above heat makes him a fool ; the second mads him ; 

j and a third drowns him. 

OIL Go thou and seek the evowner, and let him sit o’ my 
coz; for he’s in the third degree of chink,— he’s dvmvned: 
go, look alter him. 

C/o. He is but mad yet, madonna; and the fool shall look 
to the madman. 
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Re-entci ■ M alv olio . 

MaL Madam, yoad young* follow swears he will speak 
with you, I told him you were sick ; he takes on him to 
understand so much, and therefore comes to speak with you : 
I told him you were asleep 5 lie seems to have a foreknow- 
ledge of that too, and therefore comes to speak with you* 
What is to he said to him, lady ? lie’s fortified against any 
denial. 

OIL Toll him he shall not speak with me. 

MaL Has been told so; and he says, lie’ll stand at your 
door like a slicrifF’s post, and be the supporter to a bench, 
but lie’ll speak with you. 

OIL What kind 0* man is he? 

MaL Wli} r , of man kind, 

OIL What manner of man ? 

MaL Of very ill manner ; lie’ll speak with you, will you 
or no, 

OIL Of what personage and years is he ? 

MaL Not yet old enough for a man, nor young enough 
for a hoy ; as a squash is before ’tis a peascod, or a codling 
when ’tis almost an apple : ’tis with him in standing water, 
between boy and man. He is very well-favoured, and he 
speaks very shrewishly ; one would think liis mother’s milk 
were scarce out of liim, 

OIL Let him approach : call in my gentlewoman. 

MaL Gentlewoman, my lady calls. [Exit, 

Re-n\Uv Mxhia. 

OIL Give 111c my veil : come, throw it o’er my face. 

We’ll once more hear Orsino’s embassy. 

Enter Viola. 

Vio, The honourable lady of the house, which is she? 

OIL Speak to me ; I shall answer for her. Your will ? 

Ho. Most radiant, exquisite, and unmatchable beauty, — 
I pray you, tell me if this he the lady of the house, for I 
never saw her : 1 would be loth to cast away my speech ; 
for, besides that it is excellently well penned, I have taken 
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[ACT l. 


great pains to con it. Good beauties, let me sustain no scorn 5 
I am very comptible, even to the least sinister usage* 

OIL Whence came you, sir ? 

Vio . I can say little more than I have studied, and that 
question’s out of mj r part. Good gentle one, give me modest 
assurance if you be the lady of the house, that I may proceed 
in m} r speech. 

OIL Are you a comedian? 

Vio. No, my profound heart; and yet, by the very fangs 
of malice I swear I am not that I play. Are you the lady 
of the house ? 

OIL If I do not usurp myself, I am. 

Vio. Most certain, if you are she, you do usurp yourself; 
for, what is yours to bestow is not } r ours to reserve. But this 
is from my commission: I will 011 with my speech in your 
praise, and then show you the heart of my message. 

OIL Come to wliat is important in*t : I forgive you the 
praise. 

Vio, Alas, 1 took great pains to study it; and ’tis poetical . 

OH, It is the more like to he feigned ; I pray you, keep 
it in. I heard you were saucy at my gates; and allowed 
your approach rather to wonder at you than to hear you. If 
you be not( r ) mad, be gone; if you have reason, he brief; 
’tis not that time of moon with me to make one in so skip- 
ping a dialogue. 

Mar . Will you hoist sail, sir ? here lies your way. 

Via, No, good swabber; I am to hull here a little longer, — 
Some mollification for your giant, sweet lady. 

OZi. Tell me your mind. 

Vio . I am a messenger. ( 8 ) 

Oli, Sure, you have some hideous matter to deliver, when 
the courtesy of it is so fearful. Speak your office. 

Fio, It alone concerns your ear. I bring no overture of 
wai, no taxation of homage : I hold the olive in my hand ; 
my words are as full of ])eace as matter. 

O/L Yet you began rudely. What are you ? what would 
you ? 

I io. lhe rudeness that hath appeared in mo have I learned 
from my entertainment. What I am, and what I would, are 
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as secret as maidenhead : to your ears, divinity ; to any other’s, 
profanation. 

Oli. Give us the place alone : we will hear this divinity. 
[Exit Maria.~\ Now, sir, what is your text? 

Vio. Most sweet lady, — 

OH . A comfortable doctrine, and much may be said of it. 
Where lies your text ? 

Vi o. In Orsino’s bosom. 

OH. In his bosom ! In what chapter of his bosom ? 

Vio. To answer by the method, in the first of his heart. 

OIL 0, I have read it: it is heresy. Have you no more 
to say ? 

Vio , Good madam, let mo see your face. 

OH. Have you any commission from your lord to negotiate 
with my face? you are now out of your text: hut we will 
draw the curtain, and show you the picture. Look you, sir, 
such a one I was this present : is ’t not well done ? 

[Un veiling. 

Vio . Excellently done, if God did all. 

OIL ’Tis in grain, sir; ’twill endure wind and weather. 

Vio. ’Tis beauty truly blent, whose reel and white 
Nature’s own sweet and cunning hand laid on : 

Lady, you are the midi’s t she alive, 

If you will lead these graces to the grave, 

And leave the world no copy. 

OH. O, sir, I will not be so hard-hearted; I will give out 
divers schedules of my beauty : it shall he inventoried, and 
every particle and utensil labelled to my will : — as, item, two 
lips, indifferent red; item, two grey eyes, with lids to them ; 
item, one neck, one chin, and so forth. Were you sent 
lather to praise me ? 

/ Vo. 1 see you what you are, — you arc too proud ; 
ilut, if you were the devil, you are fair. 

My lord and master loves you : O, such love 
Could be but recompens’d, though you were crown’d 
The nonpareil of beauty ! 

OH * How does be love me? 

Ho. With adorations, with ( 9 ) fertile tears, 

With groans that thunder love, with sighs of fire. 

VOL. III. 0 
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OH. Your lord does know my mind ; I cannot love him : 
Yet I suppose him virtuous, know him noble, 

Of great estate, of fresh and stainless youth ; 

In voices well divulg’d, free, learn’d, and valiant; 

And, in dimension and the shape of nature, 

A gracious person : hut yet I cannot love him ; 

He might have took his answer long ago. 

Vio. If I did love you in my master’s ilamO, 

With such a suffering, such a deadly life, 

In your denial I would find no sense; 

I would not understand it. 

OIL Why, what would you ? 

Vio. Make me a willow cabin at your gate, 

And call upon my soul within the house; 

Write loyal cantons of contemned love, 

And sing them loud even in the dead of night ; 

Holla your name to the reverberate hills, 

And make the babbling gossip of the air 
Cry out, Olivia 1 O, you should not rest 
Between the elements of air and earth. 

But you should pity me ! 

OIL You might do much. What is your parentage ? 

Vio, Above my fortunes, yet my state is well : 

I am a gentleman. 

OH. Get you to your lord ; 

I cannot love him : let him send no more ; 

Unless, perchance, you come to me again, 

To tell me how he takes it. Bare you well : 

I thank you for your pains : spend this for me. 

Vio. I am no fee’d post, lady ; keep your purse : 

My master, not myself, lacks recompense. 

Love make his heart of flint, that you shall love ; 

And let your fervour, like my master’s, be 
Plac’d in contempt 1 Farewell, fair cruelty. [JCxiL 

OIL “ What is your parentage ?” 

" Above my fortunes, yet my state is well : 

I am a gentleman.” I’ll he sworn thou art; 

Thy tongue, thy face, thy limbs, actions, and spirit, 

Do give thee five-fold blazon not too fast soft, soft ! 
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Unless the master were the man. — How now ! 
Even so quickly may one catch the plague ? 
Methinks I feel this youth’s perfections 
With an invisible and subtle stealth 
To creep in at mine eyes. Well, let it be. — 
What ho, Malvolio ! 


jRe-entcr Malvolio. 

MaL Here, madam, at your service. 

OIL llun after that same peevish messenger, 

The county’s man : he left this ring behind him, 

W oiild I or not : tell him I’ll none of it. 

Desire him not to flatter with his lord, 

Nor hold him up with hopes ; I am not for him : 

If that the youth will come this way to-morrow, 

I’ll give him reasons for ’1. Hie tliec, Malvolio. 

MaL Madam, I will. [Exit. 

OIL I do I know not what ; and fear to find 
Mine eye too great a flatterer for my mind. 

Fate, show thy force: ourselves we do not owe 5 

What is decreed must be, — and be this so ! [Exit. 


ACT II. 

Scene I. The sea-coast. 

Enter Antonio mid Sebastian. 

Ant. Will you stay 110 longer? nor will you not that I 
go with you ? 

Sob . 13 y your patience, no. My stars shine darkly over 
me : the malignancy of my late might perhaps distemper 
yours ; therefore 1 shall crave of you your leave that I may 
bear my evils alone : it were a bad recompense for your love, 
to lay any of them on you. 

Ant . Let me yet know of you whither you are bound. 
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Seb. No, sooth, sir: my determinate voyage is mere ex- 
travagancy. But I perceive in you so excellent a touch of 
modesty, that you will not extort from mo what I am willing 
to keep in ; therefore it charges me in manner’s the rather to 
express myself* You must know of me then, Antonio, my 
name is Sebastian, which I called Roderigo. My father was 
that Sebastian of Messaline, whom I know you have heard 
of. He left behind him myself and a sister, Loth horn in an 
hour; if the heavens had been pleased, would we had so 
ended! but you, sir, altered dial; for some hour before you 
took me from the breach of the sea was my sister drowned. 

Ant . Alas the day ! 

Seb . A lady, sir, though it was said she much resembled 
me, was yet of many accounted beautiful : hut, though 1 
could not with such estimable wonder ovcrfar( 10 ) believe that, 
yet thus far I will hoklly publish her, — she bore a mind that 
envy could not hut call fair. She is drowned already, sir, 
with salt water, though I seem to drown lior remembrance 
again witli more. 

Ant, Pardon me, sir, your bad entertainment. 

Seb . 0 good Antonio, forgive me your trouble ! 

Ant , If you will not murder me for my love, lot me be 
your servant. 

Seb, If you will not undo what you have done, that is, 
kill him whom you have recovered, desire it not. Pare ye 
well at once : my bosom is full of kindness ; and I am yol so 
near the manners of my mother, that, upon the least occasion 
more, mine eyes will tell tales of me. 1 am hound to the 
Count Orsino’s court : farewell, [AkrvV. 

Ant. The gentleness of all the gods go with thee ! 

I have many enemies in Orsino’s court, 

Else would I very shortly see thee there : 

But, come what may, I do adore thee so, 

Thai danger shall seem sport, and I will go. \Mxit, 
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Scene II. A street . 

/inter Viola, Maly olio following. 

MaL Were not you even now with tlie Countess Olivia? 
/Vo. Kven now, sir; on a moderate pace I have since ar- 
rived but hither. 

MaL She returns this ring to you, sir : you might have 
saved me my pains, to have taken it away yourself. She 
adds, moreover, that you should put your lord into a despe- 
rate assurance she will none of him : and one thing more, that 
you he never so hardy to conic again in his affairs, unless it 
bo to report your lord’s taking of this, Receive it so. 

Via, She took the ring of me ; — I’ll none of it. ( 1[ ) 

MaL Come, sir, you peevishly threw it to her; and her 
will is, it should bo so returned : if it be worth stooping' for, 
there it lies in your eye; if not, be it his that finds it. [Exit. 

Via. 1 left no ring with her : what means this lady ? 
Fortune forbid, my outside have not charm’d her! 

She made good view of me; indeed, so much, 

Tliat( u ) methought her eyes had lost her tongue, 

For she did speak in starts distractedly. 

She loves me, sure; the cunning of her passion 
Invites mo in this churlish messenger. 

None of my lord’s ring ! why, lie sent lior none. 

I am the man : — if it be so, — as his, — 

Poor lady, she were better love a dream. 

/ Disguise, T see, thou art a wickedness, 

Wherein the pregnant enemy does much. 

How easy is it for the proper-false 
In women’s waxen hearts to set their forms! 
i Alas, our frailly is the cause, not we ! 

For such as we are made of, ( Ul ) such we be. 

How will this fudge? my master loves her dearly; 

And 1, poor monster, fond as much on him ; 

Aiul( H ) she, mistaken, seems to dote on me. 

What will become of this ? As I am man, 

My state is despcraLo for my master’s love ; 

As I am woman, — now alas the day !— 
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"What thriftless sighs shall poor Olivia "breathe ! 

O Time, thou must untangle this, not I ; 

It is too hard a knot for me to untie ! \Exit. 


Scene III* A room in Olivia's house . 

Enter Sir Tonr Beloit and Sir Andkew Agueciieeic. 

Sir To. Approach, Sir Andrew : not to be a-bcd after 
midnight is to ho up betimes ; and diluculo snrgere , thou 
knowest,- — 

Sir And . Nay, by my troth, I know not: but I know, to 
be up late is to be up late* 

Sir To. A false conclusion: I hate it as an unfilled can* 
To be up after midnight, and to go to bed then, is early ; so 
that, to go to bed after midnight, is to go to bed betimes. 
Do not our lives consist of the four elements ? 

Sir And . Faith, so they say ; but, I think, it rather con- 
sists of eating and drinking. 

Sir To . Thou Tt a scholar ; let us therefore eat and drink* 
— Marian, I say ! a stoop of wine ! 

Sir And . Here comes the fool, i’ faith. 

Enter Clown. 

Clo. How now, my hearts ! did you never see the picture 
of we three ? 

Sir To. Welcome, ass. Now let’s have a catch. 

Sir And . By my troth, the fool has an excellent breast. 
I had rather than forty shillings I had such a leg, and so 
sweet a breath to sing, as the fool has. In sooth, thou wast 
in very gracious fooling last night, when thou spokesl of Pi- 
grogromitus, of the Yapians passing the equinoctial of Queu- 
bus : Twas very good, i’ faith. I sent thee sixpence for thy 
leman : hadst it ? 

Clo. I did impeticos thy gratillity ; for Malvolio’s nose is 
no whipstock: my lady has a white hand, and the Myrmidons 
are no bottle -ale houses, 

Sir And. Excellent! why, this is the best fooling, when 
all is done. Now, a song. 
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Sir To . Come on ; there is sixpence for you : let’s have a 
song*. 

Sir And. There’s a testril of me too: if one lmiglit give 
a - (i5 ) 

Clo , Would you have a love-song, or a song of good life ? 
Sir To . A love-song, a love-song. 

Sir And , Ay, ay : I care not for good life. 

Sono. 

Clo . 0 mistress mine, where arc you roaming 1 
0, stay and hear ; your true-love’s coming, 

That can sing both high and low ; 

Trip no further, pretty sweeting ; 

• Journeys end in lovers’ meeting, 

Every wise man’s son doth know. 

Sir And . Excellent good, i’ faith. 

Sir To . Good, good, 

Clo . What is love? ’tis not hereafter; 

Present mirth hath present laughter ; 

, What’s to come is still unsure : 

In delay there lies no plenty ; 

; Then come kies me, sweet-aud-twenty, 

Youth’s a stuff will not endure. 

Sir And , A mellifluous voice, as I am true knight. 

Sir To. A contagious breath. 

Sir And . Very sweet and contagious, i’ faith. 

Sir To, To hear by the nose, it is dulcet in. contagion. 
But shall we make the welkin dance indeed? shall we rouse 
the night-owl in a catch that will draw three souls out of 
one weaver ? shall we do that ? 

Sir And . An you love me, let’s do ’t: I am dog at a catch. 
Clo . By’r lady, sir, and some dogs will catch well. 

Sir And . Most certain. Let our catch be, “ Thou knave.” 
Clo, “Hold thy peace, thou knave,” knight ? I shall be 
constrained in’t to call thee knave, knight. 

Sir And . ’Tis not the first time I have constrained one to 
call me knave. Bogin, fool : it begins, “ Hold thy peace.” 
Clo . 1 shall never begin, if 1 hold my peace. 

Sir And, Good, i’ faith. Come, begin. 

[They sing a catch , 
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Enter Maria. 

Mar . What a caterwauling do you keep here ! If my lady 
have not called up her steward, Malvolio, and bicl him turn 
you out of doors, never trust me. 

Sir To. My lady’s a Catalan, we are politicians; Malvolio’a 
a Peg-a-Ramsey, and se Three merry men be we.” Am not I 
consanguineous? am I not of her blood? Tilly-vally, lady ! 
There dwelt a man in Babylon, lady, lady ! [Si ay in y, 

Clo . Beslirew me, the knight's in admirable fooling. 

Sir And . Ay, he does well enough if he be disposed, and 
so do I too : he does it with a better grace, but I do it more 
natural. 

Sir To . 0, the twelfth day of December, — [Sinyiinj. 

Mar. For the love o’ God, peace l 

Enter Malvolio, 

Mai My masters, are you mad? or what are you? Have 
you no wit, manners, nor honesty, hut to gabble like tinkers 
at this time of night? Do ye make an alehouse of my lady’s 
house, that ye squeak out your cosiers’ catches without any 
mitigation or remorse of voice? Is there no respect of place, 
persons, nor time, in you ? 

Sir To, We did keep time, sir, in our catches. Snick-up ! 

Mai . Sir Toby, I must be round with you. My lady 
bade me tell you, that, though she harbours you as her kins- 
man, she’s nothing allied to your disorders. If you can se- 
parate yourself and your misdemeanours, you are welcome to 
the house; if not, an it would please you to take leave of 
her, she is very willing to hid you farewell. 

Sir To, Farewell, dear heart, since I must needs be gone. 


Mar. Nay, good Six Toby. 

[Sintjing .{ 1B ) 

Clo . His eyes clo show his days are almost clone, 
Mai Is ’t even so ? 

[Sutghuj, 

Sir To, But I will never die. 

Clo, Sir Toby, there you lie. 

Mai This is much credit to you. 

[Sunjhuj. 

Sir To, Shall I bid him go 1 

\S‘ni<jiit<j, 

Clo, What an if you do r l 

[Sinyiny. 
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Sir To. Shall I bid him go, and spare not ? [Singing, 

Clo . 0 no, no, no, no, you dare not. [Singing. 

Sir To, Out o* tiinc,( 17 ) sir ? ye lie. — Art any more than a 
steward? Dost thou think, because thou art virtuous, there 
shall be no more cakes and ale ? 

Clo . Yes, by Saint Anne ; and ginger shall he hot i’ the 
mouth too. 

Sir To, Tliou’rt i’ the right. — Go, sir, rub your chain 
with crums. — A stoop of wine, Maria ! 
i iMal. Mistress Mary, if you prized my lady’s favour at 
i any thing more than contempt, you would not give means 
' for this uncivil rule ; she shall know of it. by this hand. 

[Exit, 

il lav. Go shake your ears. 

Sir And. ’Twere as good a deed as to drink when a man’s 
a-hungry, to challenge him the field, and then to break pro- 
mise with him, and make a fool of him. 

Sir To. Do ’t, knight: I’ll write thee a challenge ; or I’ll 
deliver thy indignation to him by word of mouth. 

il far. Sweet Sir Toby, he patient for to-night : since the 
youth of the count’s was to-day with my lady, she is much 
out of quiet. Dor Monsieur Malvolio, let me alone with 
him: if I do not gull him into a nay word, and make him a 
common recreation, do not think I have wit enough to lie 
straight in my bed : 1 know I can do it. 

Sir To. Possess us, possess us; tell us something of him. 

Mar. Marry, sir, sometimes he is a kind of puritan. 

Sir And, 0, if \ thought that, I’d beat him like a dog ! 

Sir To. What, for being a puritan ? thy exquisite reason, 
dear knight ? 

Sir And. I have no exquisite reason for ’t, hut I have 
reason good enough. 

.Mar, The devil a puritan that he is, or any thing con- 
stantly, hut i\ time-pleaser ; ail affectioned ass, that cons state 
without hook, and utters it by great swarlhs: the best per- 
suaded of himself, so crammed, as lie thinks, with excellen- 
cies, that it is his grounds of faith, that all that look on him 
love him ; and oil that vice in him will my revenge find not- 
able cause to work. 
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Sir To . What wilt thou do ? 

Mar. I will drojo in his way some obscure epistles of 
love ; wherein, by the colour of his beard, the shape of his 
leg, the manner of his gait, the expressure of his eye, fore- 
head, and complexion, he shall find himself most feelingly 
personated : I can write very like my lady, your niece ; on 
a forgotten matter we can hardly make distinction of our 
hands. 

Sir To. Excellent ! I smell a device. 

Sir And . I have ’t in my nose too. 

Sir To. He shall think, by tlie letters that thou wilt 
drop, that they come from my niece, and that she ’a in love 
with him. 

Mar. My purpose is, indeed, a horse of that colour. 

Sir And . And your horse now would make him an ass. 

Mar . Ass, I doubt not. 

Sir And . O, ’twill be admirable ! 

Mar. Sport royal, I warrant you: I know my physic will 
work with him. I will plant you two, and let the fool make 
a third, where he shall find the letter : observe his construc- 
tion of it. For this night, to bed, and dream on the event. 
Farewell. 

Sir To. Good night, Penthesilea. [Exit Maria . 

Sir And . Before me, she } s a good wench. 

Sir To. She ’s a beagle, true-bred, and one that adores 
me : what o’ that ? 

Sir And. I was adored once too. 

Sir To, Let s to bed, knight, — Thou liadst need send for 
more money. 

Sir And. If I cannot recover your niece, I am a foul way 
out. 

Sir To. Send for money, knight: if thou hast her not 
i’ the end, call me cut. 

Sir And. If I do not, never trust me, take il liow you 
Will, J 

Sir To. Come, come; I’ll g 0 hum some sack; ’tis loo laic 
to go to bed now: come, knight; come, knight. 

[Exeunt. 
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ScifiNti IV, An apartment in the Duke’s palace. 

Enter Duke, Viola, Oukio, and others. 

Dulce. Give me some music : — now, good morrow, friends : — 
Now, good Cesario, but that piece of song, 

That old and antique song we heard last night : 

Methouglit it did relieve my passion much, 

More than light airs and recollected terms 
Of these most brisk and giddy-paced times : — 

Come, but one verse. 

Car. lie is not here, so please your lordship, that should 
sing it. 

Duke. Who was it ? 

Cur. Neste, the jester, my lord ; a fool that the Lady Oli- 
via’s father took much delight in : lie is about the house. 

Duke . Seek him out: — and play the tune the while. 

[Exit Curio . Music. 
Come hither, boy : if ever thou shall love, 

In the sweet pangs of it remember me ; 

Nor such as I am all true lovers are, — 

Unstaid and skittish in all motions else, 

Savo in the constant image of the creature 
1 That is belov’d. — -How dost thou like this tune ? 

Via . It gives a very echo to the seat 
Where Love is thron’d. 

Duke. Thou dost speak masterly :* 

My life upou’t, young though thou art, thine eye 
Hath stay’d upon some favour that it loves; — 

Hath it not, boy ? 

Fia. A little, by your favour. 

Duke . What kind of woman is T ? 

Fit). Of your complexion. 

Duke. She is not worth thee, then. What years, i’ faith ? 

Flo. About your years, my lord. 

Duke. Too old, by heaven : let still the woman take 
(An elder than herself; so wears she to him, 

I So sways she level in her husband’s heart: 

Nor, boy, however we do praise ourselves. 
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Our fancies are more giddy and uiifirm. 

More longing, wavering, sooner lost and worn, 

Than women’s are, 

Fio. I think it well, my lord. 

Duke . Then let tliy love be younger than thyself. 

Or thy affection cannot hold the bent; 

1 For women are as roses, whose fair flower 
Being once display’d, doth fall that very hour. 

Fio . And so they are : alas, that they are so, — 

To die, even when they to perfection grow! 

Re-enter Curio with Clown. 

Duke, 0, follow, come, the song we had last night. — 
Mark it, Cesario ; it is old and plain : 

The spinsters and the knitters in the sun, 

And tlie free maids that weave their thread with bones, 

Do use to chant it : it is silly sooth, 

And dallies with the innocence of love, 

Like the old age. 

Clo . Are you ready, sir ? 

Duke. Ay; prithee, sing. [Munir* 


Song. 

Clo. Come away, come away, death. 

And in sad cypress let me be laid ; 

Fly away, fly away, breath j 
I am slain by a fair cruel maid. 

My shroud of white, stuck all with yew, 

0, prepare it ! 

My part of death, no one so true 
Did share it. 

Not a flower, not a flower sweet, 

On my black coffin let there be sfcrown ; 

Not a friend, not a friend greet 

My poor corpse, where my bones shall be thrown : 
A thousand thousand sighs to save, 

Lay me, O, where 
Sad true lover never find my grave, 

To weep there ! 
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Duke. There’s for thy pains. 

Clo. No pains, sir; 1 Lake pleasure in singing, sir. 

Duke. I’ll pay thy pleasure then. 

Clo. Truly, sir, and pleasure will he paid, one time or 
another. 

Duke. Give me now leave to leave thee. ( 18 ) 

Clo. Now, the melancholy god protect thee; and the 
tailor make lliy doublet of changeable taffeta, for thy mind 
is a very opal ! — I would have men of such constancy put to 
sea, that their business might be every thing, and their intent 
every where; for that’s it that always makes a good voyage 
of no tiling. — Farewell. [Exit. 

Duke. Let all the rest give place. 

[Exeunt Curio and Attendants. 
Once more, Cesario, 

Clet thee to yond same sovereigu cruelty : 

Tell her, my love, more noble than the world, 

Prizes not quantity of dirty lands ; 

The parts that fortune hath bestow’d upon her, 

Tell her, I hold as giddily as fortune; 

But ’tis that miracle and queen of gems, 

That nature pranks her in, attracts my soul. 

Fio. But if she cannot love you, sir? 

Duke. I cannot be so answer’d. ( 1{) ) 

Vio. _ Sooth, hut you must. 

Say that some lady, as, perhaps, there is. 

Hath for your love as great a pang of heart 
As you have for Olivia : you cannot love her ; 

You tell her so *, must she not, then, be answer’d? 

Duke. There is no woman’s sides 
Can bide the heating of so strong a passion 
As love doth give my lieai t; no woman’s heart 
jSo big, to bold so much : they lack retention. 

Alas, their love may ho call’d appetite, — 

! No motion of iho liver, but the palate,— 

That suller surfeit, cloymcnt, and revolt; 

But mine is all as hungry as the sea, 

And can digest as much: make no compare 
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Between that lore a woman can bear me 
And that I owe Olivia. 

Vio . A y, but I know, — * 

Duke. What dost thou know ? 

Vio . Too well what love women to men may owe : 

In faith, they are as true of heart as we. 

My father had a daughter lov’d a man, 

As it might be, perhaps, were I a woman, 

I should your lordship. 

Duhe m And what’s her history ? 

Vio . A blank, my lord. She never told her love, 

But let concealment, like a worm i’ the bud, 

Peed on her damask cheek ; she pin’d in thought; 

And, with a green and yellow melancholy, 

She sat like patience on a monument. 

Smiling at grief. Was not this love indeed ? 

We men may say more, swear more : but, indeed, 

Our shows are more than will ; for still we prove 
Much in our vows, but little in our love. 

Duke . But died thy sister of her love, my boy ? 

Vio. I am all the daughters of my father’s house, 

And all the brothers too ; — and yet I know not. — 

Sir, shall I to this lady ? 

Duke • Ay, that’s the theme. 

To her in haste ,* give her this jewel ; say, 

My love can give no place, bide no denay. [Exeunt, 


Scene Y. Olivia's garden* 

Enter Sir Toby Belch, Sir Andrew Aguecheek, and Fabian. 

Sir To. Come thy ways, Signior Fabian. 

Fab. Nay, I’ll come : if I lose a scruple of this sport, let 
me be boiled to death with melancholy. 

Sir To. Wouklst thou not be glad to have the niggardly 
rascally sheep-biter come by some notable shame ? 

Fab. I would exult, man: you know, he brought me out 
o’ favour with my lady about a bear-baiting here. 
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Sir To. To anger him, we’ll have the bear again; and we 
will fool him black and blue : — shall we not, Sir Andrew ? 

Sir And. An we do not, it is pity of our lives* 

Sir To. Here comes the little villain. 

Enter Maiua. 

How now, my metal ( s0 ) of India ! 

Mar. Get ye all three into the box-tree: Malvolio’s com- 
ing down this walk : he has been yonder i’ the sun, practising 
behaviour to his own shadow this half hour: observe him, 
for the love of mockery ; for I know this letter will make a 
contemplative idiot of him. Close, in the name of jesting! 
[The men hide themselves.] Lie thou there [thrown down a 
letter] ; for here comes the trout that must be caught with 
tickling. [Exit. 

Enter Malvolio. 

Mai. >Tis but fortune ; all is fortune. Maria once told 
me she did affect me ; and I have heard herself come thus 
near, that, should she fancy, it should be one of my com- 
plexion. Besides, she uses me with a more exalted respect 
than any one else that follows her. What should I think 
on’t ? 

Sir To. Here’s an overweening rogue ! 

Fab . 0, peace! Contemplation makes a rare turkey-cock 
of him : how he jets under Iris advanced plumes ! 

Sir And , ’Slight, I could so beat the rogue ! 

Sir To. Peace, I say. 

Mai. To he Count Malvolio, — 

Sir To. Ah, rogue ! 

Sir And. Pistol him, pistol him. 

Sir To. Peace, peace ! 

Mai. There is example for T ; the lady of the Strachy 
married the yeoman of the wardrobe. 

Sir And. Pie on him, Jezebel ! 

Fab. O, peace ! now he’s deeply in: look how imagination 
blows him. 

Mai. Having been three months married to her, sitting in 
my state,— 
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Sir To. O, for a stone -bow, to hit him in the eye ! 

Mai. Calling my officers about me, in my branched velvet 
gown; having come from a day- heel, where I have left Olivia 
sleeping, — 

Sir To. Fire and brimstone ! 

Fab . O, peace, peace ! 

Mai. And then to have the humour of state; and after a 
demure travel of regard, — telling them I know my place, as I 
would they should do theirs, — to ask for my kinsman Toby 5 — 

Sir To. Bolts and shackles ! 

Fab. O, peace, peace, peace ! now, now. 

Mai . Seven of my people, with an obedient start, make 
out for him : I frown the while; and perchance wind up my 
watch, or play with my some rich jewel. ( 21 ) Toby approaches ; 
courtesies there to me, — 

Sir To. Shall this fellow live? 

Fab. Though our silence be drawn from us with ears, ( 2S ) 
yet peace, 

Mai. I extend my hand to him thus, quenching my fa- 
miliar smile with an austere regard of control, — 

Sir To. And does not Toby take you a blow o’ the lips 
then ? 

Mai. Saying, “ Cousin Toby, my fortunes having cast me 
on your niece, give me this prerogative of speech,” — 

Sir To. What, vliat? 

Mai. cc You must amend your drunkenness.” 

Sir To. Out, scab ! 

Fab. Nay, patience, or we break the sinews of our plot. 

Mai. tc Besides, you waste the treasure of your time with 
a foolish knight,” — 

Sir And . That’s me, I warrant you. 

Mai. cc One Sir Andrew,” — 

Sir And. I knew ’twas I ; for many do call me fool. 

Mai. What employment have we here ? 

{Taking up ihv Idler. 

Fab. Now is the woodcock near the gin. 

Sir To. 0, peace! and the spirit of humours intimate read- 
ing aloud to him ! 

Mai By my life, this is my lady’s hand: those ho her 



SCENE V,] 


WHAT YOTJ WILL, 


33 


very C’s, her 11% and her T’s; and thus makes she her great 
P’s. It is, in contempt of question, her hand. 

Sir And . Her C’s, her U’s, and her T’s: why that? 

Mai. [reads] “To the unknown beloved, this, and my good 
wishes her very phrases! — By your leave, wax. — Soft! — and 
the impressure her Lucrece, with which she uses to seal : ’tis 
my lady. To whom should this be ? 

Fab, This wins him, liver and all. 

Mai. [i reads ] “ Jove knows, I love : 

But who ? 

Lips do not move ; 
hfo man must know.” 

“No man must know.” — What follows ? the numbers altered ! 
— “ ISfo man must know — iT this should he thee, Malvolio ? 

Sir To. Marry, hang thee, brock ! 

Mai. [reads] “ I may command where I adore ; 

[ But silence, like a Lucrece’ knife, 

With bloodless stroke my heart doth gore : 

M, 0, A, I, doth sway my life.” 

Fab. A fustian riddle ! 

Sir To. Excellent wench, say I. 

Mai , ft M, 0, A, I, doth sway my life.” — Nay, hut first, 
let me see, — let me see, — let me see. 

Fab. What dish o’ poison has she dressed him ! 

Sir To. And with what wing the staniel( 23 ) checks at it! 

Mai. “ I may command where I adore.” Why, she may 
command me: I serve her; she is my lady. Why, this is 
evident to any formal capacity ; there is no obstruction in 
this : — and the end, — -what should that alphabetical position 
portend ? if I could make that resemble something in me, 
Softly !— M, O, A, I,— 

Sir To. 0, ay, make up that:— he is now at a cold scent. 

Fab . Sow ter will cry upon’t, for all this, though it be as 
rank as a fox, 

. Mai M,— Malvolio ; — M, — why, that begins my name. 

Fab. Did not I say he would work it out ? the cur is ex- 
cellent at faults. 

Mai. M, — but then there is no consonancy in the sequel ; 
that suffers under probation : A should follow, but 0 does, 

VOL. III. D 
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Fab. And 0 shall end, I hope, 

Sir To. Ay, or I’ll cudgel him, and make him cry 0 ! 
Mai. And then I comes behind. 

Fab. Ay, an you had any eye behind you, you might sec 
more detraction at your heels than fortunes before you, 

Mai. M, 0, A, I; — this simulation is not as the former: — 
and yet, to crush this a little, it would bow to me, for every 
one of these letters are in my name. Soft! here follows prose. 
— [Reads. "\ lt If this fall into thy hand, revolve. In my stars I am 
above thee ; hut be not afraid of greatness : some are born ( 24 ) great, 
some achieve greatness, and some have greatness thrust upon ‘cm. 
Thy Fates open their hands j let thy blood and spirit embrace them. 
And, to inure thyself to what tliou art like to he, cast tliy humble 
slough, and appear fresh. Bo opposite with a kinsman, surly with 
servants ; let thy tongue tang arguments of state j put thyself into 
the trick of singularity : she thus advises thee that sighs for tliee. 
Remember who commended thy yellow stockings, and wished to 
see thee ever cross-gartered ; I say, remember. Go to, thou art 
made, if thou bedrest to be so ; if not, let mo see thee a steward 
still, the fellow of servants, and not worthy to touch Fortune’s fin- 
gers. Farewell. She that would alter services with thee, 

Tjib Forttoate-ITmajty. 1 ’ 

Daylight and cliainpain (25) discovers not more : this is open. 
I will be proud, t will read politic authors, I will baffle Sir 
Toby, I will wash off gross acquaintance, I will be point-de- 
vise, the very man. I do not now fool myself, to let imagin- 
ation jade me ; for every reason excites to this, that my lady 
loves me. She did commend my yellow stockings of late, 
she did praise my leg being cross-gartered ; and in this she 
manifests herself to my love, and, with a kind of injunction, 
drives me to these habits of her liking. I thank my stars, I 
am happy. I will be strange, stout, in yellow stockings, and 
cross-gartered, even with the swiftness of putting on. Jove 
and my stars be praised! — Here is yet a postscript. [ Reads.] 

( Thou canst not choose but know who I am. If thou cnlert ablest, 
iny love, let it appear iu thy smiling : thy smiles become thee well ; 
t icrefore m my presence still smile, clear my sweet, I prithee ” 

Jove, I thank thee.-I will smile ; I will do every thin- |]'mt 

th oil wilt have me. r/ , ■ 

[JuociL 
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Fab. I will not give my part of this sport for a pension of 
thousands to be paid from the Sophy. 

Sir To . I could marry this wench for this device, — 

Sir And . So could I too. 

Sir To. And ask no other dowry with her but such ano- 
ther jest. 

Sir And . Nov I neither. 

Fab . Here comes my noble gull-catchcr. 

Re-enter Maui a. 

Sir To. Wilt thou set thy foot o’ my neck ? 

Sir And. Or o’ mine either ? 

Sir To. Shall I play my freedom at tray-trip, and become 
thy bond-slave ? 

Sir And. I 5 faith, or I either? 

Sir To. Why, thou hast pul him in such a dream, that, 
when the image of it leaves him, he must run mad. 

Mar. Nay, but say true; does it work upon him? 

Sir To. Like aqua-vitae with a midwife. 

Mar. If you will, then, see the fruits of the sport, mark 
his first approach before my lady: lie will come to her in 
yellow stockings, and ’tis a colour she abhors, and cross- 
gartered, a fashion she detests $ and he will smile upon her, 
which will now be so unsuitable to her disposition, being 
addicted to a melancholy as she is, that it cannot hut turn 
him into a notable contempt. If you will see it, follow me. 

Sir To. To the gates of Tartar, ( afl ) thou most excellent 
devil of wit ! 

Sir And . I’ll make one too, [ Exeunt , 


ACT LIT, 

Scene L Olivia’s garden. 

Enter Viola, and Clown with a tabor. 

Vio. Save thee, friend, and thy music : dost thou live by 
thy labor ? 
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do. No, sir, 1 live by the church. 

Vio . Art thou a churchman ? 

Clo. No such matter, sir: I do live by the church; for I 
do live at my house, and my house doth stand by the church. 

Vio . So thou mays! say, the king lies by a beggar, if a 
beggar dwell near him ; or, the church stands by thy tabor, 
if thy tabor stand by the church. 

Clo. You have said, sir. — To see this age! — A sentence 
is but a cheveril glove to a good wit: how quickly the wrong 
side may be turned outward ! 

Vio. Nay, that’s certain ; they that dally nicely with 
words may quickly make them wanton. 

do. I would, therefore, my sister had had no name, sir. 

Vio. Why, man? 

Clo. Why, sir, her name’s a word; and to dally with 
that word might make my sister wanton. But, indeed, words 
are very rascals, since bonds disgraced them. 

Vio . Thy reason, man ? 

Clo . Troth, sir, I can yield you none without words ; 
and words are grown so false, I am loth to prove reason with 
them. 

Vio . I warrant thou art a merry fellow, and cares! for 
nothing. 

Clo. Not so, sir, I do care for something ; but in my 
conscience, sir, I do not care for you : if that be to care for 
nothing, sir, I would it would make you invisible, 

Vio. Art not thou the Lady Olivia’s fool ? 

Clo . No, indeed, sir; the Lady Olivia has no folly : she 
will keep no fool, sir, till she be married ; and fools arc as 
like husbands as pilchers are to herrings, — the husband’s 
the bigger : I am, indeed, not her fool, but her corrupter of 
words. 

Vio. I saw thee late at the Count Orsino’s. 

Clo. Foolery, sir, does walk about the orb; like the sun, 
it shines every where. I would be sorry, sir, but the fool 
should be as oft with your master as with my mistress : 1 
think I saw your wisdom there. 

Vi°. Nay, an thou pass upon me, I’ll no more with thee. 
Hold, there’s expenses for thee. 
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Clo . Now Jove, in his next commodity of hair, send thee 
a beard ! 

Vio. By my troth, I’ll tell thee, — I am almost sick for 
one ; though I would not have it grow on my chin. Is thy 
lady within ? 

Clo . Would not a pair of these have bred, sir ? 

Vio . Yes, being kept together and put to use. 

Clo . I would play Lord Pandarus of Phrygia, sir, to 
bring a Cressida to this Troilus. 

Vio. I understand you, sir ; ’tis well begged. 

Clo . The matter, I hope, is not great, sir, begging but a 
beggar : Cressida was a beggar. My lady is within, sir. I 
will construe ( 2,? ) to them whence you come; who you are, 
and what you would, are out of my welkin, — I might say 
element, but the word is over-worn. [Exit. 

Vio . This fellow is wise enough to play the fool ; 

And to do that well craves a kind of wit : 

Ide must observe their mood on whom he jests, 

The quality of persons, and the time ; 

Not,( 2s ) like the haggard, check at every feather 
That comes before his eye. This is a practice 
As full of labour as a wise mail’s art : 

For folly, that he wisely shows, is fit; 

But wise men, folly-fallen, quite taint their wit,( 29 ) 

Enter Sir Toby Beloit and Sir Andrew Achjecheek. 

Sir To . Save you, gentleman. 

Vio. And you, sir. 

Sir And . Dieu vans garde , monsieur . 

Vio. Et vous aussi ; vobre servileur. 

Sir And. I hope, sir, you are ; and I am yours. 

Sir To. Will you encounter the house ? my niece is de- 
sirous you should enter, if your trade he to her. 

Vio. I am bound to your niece, sir ; I mean, she is the 
list of my voyage. 

Sir To. Taste your legs, sir ; put them to motion. 

Vio. My legs do better understand me, sir, than I under- 
stand what you mean by bidding me taste my legs. 

Sir To. I mean, to go, sir, to enter. 
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Vio. I will answer you with gait and entrance : but we 
are prevented. 


Enter Olivia and Maria. 

Most excellent accomplished lady, the heavens rain odours 
on you ! 

Sir And . That youth ’s a rare courtier : “ Rain odours 
well. 

Vio. My matter hath no voice, lady, but to your own 
most pregnant and vouchsafed ear. 

Sir And. “ Odours,” u pregnant/* and “vouchsafed:" — 
I’ll get ’em all three all ready. 

OIL Let the garden-door he shut, and leave me to my 
hearing. [Exeunt Sir Tobij 3 Sir Andrew, cmd Maria,] Give 
me your hand, sir. 

Vio. My duty, madam, and most humble service. 

OIL What is your name ? 

Vio. Cesario is your servant’s name, fair princess. 

OIL My servant, sir l ’Twas never merry world 
Since lowly feigning was call’d compliment : 

You ’re servant to the Count Orsino, youth. 

Vio. And he is yours, and his must needs he yours : 

Your servant’s servant is your servant, madam. 

OIL Tor him, I think not on him : for his thoughts, 
Would they were blanks, rather than fill’d with me ! 

Vio. Madam, 1 come to whet your gentle thoughts 
On his behalf: — 

OIL O, by your leave, I pray you, — 

I bade you never speak again of him : 

But, would you undertake another suit, 

I had rather hear you to solicit that 
Than music from the spheres. 

Vio . Dear lady, — 

OH. Give me leave, beseech you, I did send, 

After the last enchantment you did here, 

A ring in chase of you : so did I abuse 
Myself, my servant, and, I fear me, you ; 

Under your hard construction must 1 sit, 

To force that on you, in a shameful cunning, 



60ENU I.J 


WIIAT YOU WILL. 


39 


Which you knew none of yours : what might you think? 
Have you not sol mine honour at the stake. 

And baited it with all the unmuzzled thoughts 

lhat tyrannous heart can think ? To one of your receiving 

Enough is shown : a Cyprus, not a bosom. 

Hides my heart. So, let me hear you speak, 

Vio. I pity you, 

OIL That’s a degree to love. 

Vio. No, not a grise ; for ’tis a vulgar proof, 

That very oft we pity enemies. 

OIL Why, then, methinks Tis time to smile again. 

0 world, how apt the poor are to be proud ! 

If ono should be a prey, how much the better 
To fall before the lion than the wolf! 

[ Clock strikes* 

The clock upbraids mo with the waste of time. — 

He not afraid, good youth, I will not have you : 

And yet, when wit and youth is come to harvest, 

Your wife is like to reap a proper man : 

There lies your way, clue west. 

Vio* Then westward-lio ! — 

Grace and good disposition attend your ladyship ! 

You’ll nothing, madam, to my lord by me ? 

OIL Stay: 

1 prithee, tell me what thou think'st of mo. 

Vio. That you do think you arc not what you are. 

OIL If I think so, I think the same of you, 

Vio. Then think you right : I am not what I am. 

OIL I would you were as I would have you be ! 

Vio. Would it be better, madam, than I am, 

1 wish it might ; for now I am your fool. 

OIL 0, what a deal of scorn looks beautiful 
In the contempt and anger of his lip ! 

1 A murderous guilt shows not itself more soon 1 
Than love that would seem hid : love’s night is noon,' 

Cesario, by the roses of the spring, 1 

By maidhood, honour, truth, and every tiling, 

I love thee so, that, maugre all thy( 3u ) pride, 

Nor wit nor reason can my passion hide. 



‘to 


TWELFTH-NIGHT ; OH, 


[act nr, 


Do not extort thy reasons from this clause, 

For that I woo, thou therefore hast no cause ; 

But, rather, reason thus with reason fetter,— 

Love sought is good, but given unsought is better. 

Vio. By innocence I swear, and by my youth, 

I have one heart, one bosom, and one truth, — 

And that no woman has ; nor never none 
Shall mistress he of it, save I alone. 

And so adieu, good madam : never more 
Will I my master’s tears to you deplore, 

OIL Yet come again; for thou perhaps mayst move 
That heart, which now abhors, to like his love. [ Exeunt . 


Scene II. A room in Olivia’s house . 

Enter Sir Toby Belch, Sir Anbuew Aguecheek, and Fabian. 

Sir And. No, faith. I’ll not stay a jot longer. 

Sir To. Thy reason, dear venom, give thy reason. 

Fab. Y"ou must needs yield your reason, Sir Andrew. 

Sir And. Marry, I saw your niece do more favours to the 
count’s serving-man than ever she bestowed upon me ; I saw 
*t i* the orchard. 

Sir To. Did she sec thee the while, old hoy? tell me that. 

Sir And . As ■ ain as 1 see you now. 

Fab. This was a great argument of love in her toward 
you. 

Sir And . ’Slight, will you make ail ass o’ me? 

Fab. I will prove it legitimate, sir, upon the oaths of 
judgment and reason. 

Sir To . And they have been grand-jurymen since before 
Noah was a sailor. 

Fab. She did show favour to the youth in your sight 
only to exasperate you, to awake your dormouse valour, to 
put fire in your heart, and brimstone in your liver. You 
should then have accosted her ; and with some excellent 
jests, fire-new from the mint, you should have hanged the 
youth into dumbness. This was looked for at your hand, 
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and this was balked : the double gilt of this opportunity you 
let time wash off, and you are now sailed into the north of 
my lady’s opinion ; where you will hang like an icicle on a 
Dutchman’s beard* unless you do redeem it by some laud- 
able attempt either of valour or policy. 

Sir And. An ’t be any way* it must be with valour ; for 
policy I hate ; I had as lief be a Brownist as a politician. 

Sir To. Why, then, build me tliy fortunes upon the basis 
of valour. Challenge me the count’s youth to fight with him ; 
hurt him in eleven places : my niece shall take note of it ; and 
| assure thyself, there is no love-broker in the world can more 
/ prevail in man’s commendation with woman than report of 
' valour. 

Fab . There is no way hut this, Sir Andrew. 

Sir And . Will either of you bear me a challenge to him ? 

Sir To. Go, write it in a martial lmncl ; be curst and 
brief; it is no matter how witty, so it be eloquent and full 
of invention : taunt him with the license of ink : if thou 
c< tliou’st” him some thrice, it shall not be amiss ; and as many 
lies as will lie in thy sheet of paper, although the sheet were 
big enough for the bed of Ware in England, set ’em down: 
go, about it. Let there be gall enough in thy ink ; though 
thou write with a goose-pen, no matter : about it. 

Sir And . Where shall I find you ? 

Sir To . We’ll call thee at the cabiculo : go. 

r Exit Sir Andrew . 

Fab . This is a dear manakin to you, Sir Toby. 

Sir To. I have been dear to him, lacl, — some two thou- 
sand strong, or so. 

Fab. Wc shall have a rare letter from him : but you’ll not 
deliver ’t ? 

Sir To. Never trust me, then; and by all means stir on 
the youth to an answer. I think oxen and wainropes cannot 
hale them together. For Andrew, if lie were opened, and 
you find so much blood in his liver as will clog the foot of 
ilea, I’ll eat the rest of the anatomy. 

Fab. And his opposite, the youth, hears in his visage no 
great presage of cruelty. 

Sir To. Look, where the youngest wren of nine( 31 ) comes. 
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j Enter Maria. 

Mar. If you desire the spleen, and will laugh yourselves 
into stitches, follow me. Yond gull Malvolio is turned hea- 
then, a very renegado ; for there is no Christian, that means 
to be saved by believing rightly, can ever believe such impos- 
sible passages of grossness. He’s in yellow stockings. 

Sir To. And cross-gartered ? 

Mar. Most villanously ; like a pedant that keeps a school 
i* the church. — I have dogged him, like his murderer. He 
does obey every point of the letter that I dropped to betray 
him : he does smile his face into more lines than are in the 
new map, with the augmentation of the Indies: you have not 
seen such a thing as *tis ; 1 can hardly forbear hurling things 
at him. I know my lady will strike him : if she do, he’ll 
smile, and take 5 t for a great favour. 

Sir To. Come, bring us, bring us where he is. [ Exeunt . 


Scene III. A street. 

Enter Sebastian mid Antonio. 

Seb. I would not, by my will, have troubled you ; 
But, since you make your pleasure of your pains, 

I will no further chide you. 

Ant . I could not stay behind you : my desire, 
More sharp than filed steel, did spur me forth ; 

And not all love to see you (though so much 
As might have drawn one to a longer voyage), 

But jealousy what might befall your travel, 

Being skilless in these parts ; which to a stranger, 
Unguided and unfriended, often prove 
Rough and unhospitable : my willing love, 

The rather by these arguments of fear. 

Set forth in your pursuit. 

Seb. My kind Antonio, 

I can no other answer make, hut thanks. 



SCENE III.] 


WHAT YOU WILL. 


43 


f And thanks, and ever thanks ; and oft good turns (®) 
Are shuffled off with such uncurrent pay : 

I But, were my worth, as is my conscience, firm. 

You should find better dealing. What’s to do ? 

Shall we go sec the relics of this town? 

Ant. To-morrow, sir : best first go see your lodging* 
Sob. I am not weary, and ’tis long to night : 

I pray you, let us satisfy our eyes * 

With the memorials and the things of fame 
That do renown this city. 

Ant. Would you’d pardon me ; 

I do not without danger walk these streets : 

Once, in a sea-fight, ’gainst the count his galleys 
1 did some service ; of such note, indeed, 

That, were 1 ta’en here, it would scarce he answer’d. 

Seh . Belike you slew great number of his people ? 
Ant. The offence is not of such a bloody nature ; 
Albeit the quality of the time and quarrel 
Might well have given us bloody argument. 

It might have since been answer’d in repaying 
What we took from them ; which, for traffic’s sake, 
Most of our city did : only myself stood out ; 

Tor which, if I bo lapsed in this place, 

1 shall pay dear. 

Sob. Do not, then, walk too open. 

Ant . It doth not fit me. Hold, sir, here’s my purse. 
In the south suburbs, at the Elephant, 

Is bcsl to lodge : I will bespeak our diet, 

Whiles you beguile the time and feed your knowledge 
With viewing of the town : there shall you have me. 

Sob. Why I your purse ? 

Ant . Haply your eye shall light upon some toy 
You have desire to purchase ; and your store, 

I think, is not for idle markets, sir. 

Sob . I’ll he your purse-bearer, and leave you for 
An hour. 

Ant. To the Elephant. 

Sob. 


I do remember. [Exeunt. 
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Scene IV. Olivia’s garden . 

Enter Olivia and Maria. 

Oli - I have sent after him : he says he’ll come ; — 

How shall I feast him ? what bestow of him ? 

For youth is bought more oft than begg’d or borrow’d. 

I speak too loud. — 

Where is Malvolio ? — he is sad and civil, 

And suits well for a servant with my fortunes : — 

Where is Malvolio ? 

Mar , He’s coming, madam ; but in very strange manner. 
He is, sure, possessed, madam. 

Oli . Why, what’s the matter ? does he rave ? 

Mar . No, madam, he does nothing hut smile : your lady- 
ship were best to have some guard about you, if he come ; 
for, sure, the man is tainted in’s wits. 

OIL Go call him hither. [ Exit Maria*'] I am as mad as he, 
If sad and merry madness equal be. 

Re-enter Maria, with Malvolio. 

How now, Malvolio ! 

Mai. Sweet lady, ho, ho. [Smiles fantastically. 

OIL SmiTst thou ? 

I sent for thee upon a sad occasion. 

Mai. Sad, lady ! I could be sad : this does make some 
obstruction in the blood, this cross-gartering ; but what of 
that? if it please the eye of one, it is with me as the very 
true sonnet is, Please one, and please all.” 

OIL Why, how dost thou, man ? what is the matter with 
thee ? 

Mai. Not black in my mind, though yellow in my legs. 
It did come to his hands, and commands shall be executed: I 
think we do know the sweet Roman hand. 

OIL Wilt thou go to bed, Malvolio ? 

Mai . To bed! ay, sweet-heart; and I’ll come to thee. 

OIL God comfort thee! Why dost thou smile so, and 
kiss thy hand so oft ? 

Mar . How do you, Malvolio ? 
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Mai. At your request ! yes ; nightingales answer daws. 

Mar. Why appear you with this ridiculous boldness be- 
fore my lady ? 

Mah “ Be not afraid of greatness — ’twas well writ. 

OIL What meanest thou by that, Malvolio ? 

Mai. “ Some are born great,” — 

OIL Ha! 

Mai. ff Some achieve greatness,” — 

OIL What sayest thou ? 

Mol. “ And some have greatness thrust upon them.” 

OIL Heaven restore thcc ! 

Mai. “ Remember who commended thy yellow stock- 
ings,”— 

OIL Thy ( 33 ) yellow stockings ! 

Mai. <c And wished to see thee cross-gartered.” 

OU. Cross-gartered ! 

Mai. “ Go to, thou art made, if thou desirest to be so — 

Oil. Am I made ? 

MaL “ If not, let me see thee a servant still.” 

Oli. Why, this is very midsummer madness. 

Enter Servant. 

Ser. Madam, the young gentleman of the Count Orsino’s 
is returned: I could hardly entreat him back: he attends 
your ladyship’s pleasure. 

Oli. I’ll come to him. [Exit Serva?it.~\ Good Maria, let 
this fellow be looked to. Where’s my cousin Toby? Let 
some of my people have a special care of him : I would not 
have him miscarry for the half of my dowry. 

[ Exeunt Olivia and Maria. 

Mai. Oh, lio ! do you come near me now ? no worse man 
than Sir Toby to look to me ? This concurs directly with 
the letter: she sends him on purpose, that I may appear 
stubborn to him; for she incites me to that in the letter. 
(t Cast tliy liumhlo slough,” says she; “be opposite with a 
kinsman, surly with servants ; let thy tongue tang with argu- 
ments of state ; put thyself into the trick of singularity 
and, consequently, sets down the manner how ; as, a sad Lice, 
a reverend carriage, a slow tongue, in the habit of some sir of 
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note, and so forth. I have limed her ; hut it is Jove's doing, 
and Jove make me thankful ! And, when she went away 
now, “Let this fellow he looked to fellow! not Malvo- 
lio, nor after my degree, hut fellow. Why, every thing ad- 
heres together, that no dram of a scruple, no scruple of a 
scruple, no obstacle, no incredulous or unsafe circumstance 
— What can he said? Nothing, that can be, can come be- 
tween me and the full prospect of my hopes. Well, Jove, 
not I, is the doer of this, and he is to he thanked. 

Re-enter Maria 'with Sir Toby Belch mid Fabian-. 

Sir To. Which way is he, in the name of sanctity? If 
all the devils of lxell he drawn in little, and Legion himself 
possessed him, yet I’ll speak to him. 

Fab . Here lie is, here he is. — How is ’t with you, sir ? 
how is ’t with you, man ? 

Mai. Go off ; I discard you : let me enjoy my private : go off. 

Mar. Lo, liow hollow the fiend speaks within him ! did 
not I tell you ? — Sir Toby, nry lady prays you to have a care 
of him. 

Mai. Ah, ha ! does she so ? 

Sir To. Go to, go to; p>eaee, peace; we must deal gently 
with him: let me alone. — How do you, Malvolio ? how is ’1 
with you? What, man! defy the devil: consider, lie’s ail 
enemy to mankind. 

Mai. Do you know what you say ? 

Mar. La you, an you speak ill of the devil, how ho takes 
it at heart ! Pray God, he be not bewitched ! 

Fab . Carry his water to the wise woman. 

Mar. Marry, and it shall he done to-morrow morning, if 
I live. My lady would not lose him for more than HI say, 

Mai. How now, mistress ! 

Mar . 0 Lord ! 

Sh To, Prithee, hold thy peace ; this is not the way ; clo 
you not see you move him ? let me alone with lum. 

Fab. No way but gentleness; gently, gently: the fiend 
is rough, and will not be roughly used. 

Sir To. Why, how now, my bawcock ! how dost thou, 
chuck ? 
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Mai. Sir! 

Sir To , A y, Biddy, come with. me. What, man! ’tis not 
for gravity to play at cherry-pit with Satan: hang him, foul 
collier ! 

Mar. Get him to say his prayers ; good Sir Toby, get 
him to pray. 

Mai . My prayers, minx ! 

Mar . No, I warrant yon, he will not hear of godliness. 

MaL Go, hang yourselves all ! you are idle shallow 
things : I am not of your element : you shall know more 
hereafter. [Exit. 

Sir To. Is ’t possible ? 

Fab. If this were played upon a stage now, 1 could con- 
demn it as an improbable fiction. 

Sir To. His very genius hath taken the infection of the 
device, man. 

Mar. Nay, pursue him now, levSt the device take air, 
and taint. 

Fab. Why, wc shall make him mad indeed. 

Mar. The house will he the quieter. 

Sir To. Come, we’ll have him in a dark room and bound. 
My niece is already in the belief that he ’s mad : we may 
carry it thus, for our pleasure and his penance, till our very 
pastime, tired out of breath, prompt us to have mercy on 
him : at which time we will bring the device to the bar, and 
crown thee for a finder of madmen.— But see, but see. 

Fab. More matter for a May morning. 

Enter Sir Andivew Aguecheek. 

Sir And , Here’s the challenge, read it : I warraut there’s 
vinegar and pepper in ’t. 

Fab. Is T so saucy ? 

Sir And. Ay, is’t, I warrant him : do but read. 

Sir To. Give me. [Reads.'] “Youth, whatsoever thou art, 
thou art but a scurvy fellow.” 

Fab. Good, and valiant. 

Sir To . [reads.] “Wonder not, nor admire not in thy mind, 
why I do call tliec so, for I will show thco no reason for *t 
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Fab . A good note : that keeps you from the blow of the 
law. 

Sir To. [ reacts .] "Thou comest to the Lady Olivia, and in 
my sight she uses thee kindly: hut thou liest in tliy throat ; that 
is not the matter I challenge thee for. 15 

Fab, Very brief, and to exceeding good sense — less. 

Sir To . [wsrefo.] " I will waylay thee going home ; where if 
it be thy chance to kill me/’ — 

Fab. Good. 

Sir To. [reads J\ "Thou killcsfc me like a rogue and a villain.” 

Fab. Still you keep o’ the windy side of the law : good. 

Sir To . [reads.'] "Pare thee well \ and God have mercy upon 
one of our souls ! He may have mercy upon mine ; but my hope 
is better, and so look to thyself. Thy friend, as thou usest him, 
and thy sworn enemy, Andrew Aguecheeic” 

If this letter move him not, his legs cannot: I’ll give 5 t 
him. 

Mar. You may have very fit occasion for ’t : he is now in 
some commerce with my lady, and will by and by depart. 

Sir To. Go, Sir Andrew ; scout me lor him at the corner 
of the orchard, like a bum-bailie ; so soon as ever thou scest 
him, draw; and, as thou drawest, swear horrible; for it 
comes to pass oft, that a terrible oath, with a swaggering 
accent sharply twanged off, gives manhood more approbation 
than ever proof itself would have earned him. Away ! 

Sir And. Nay, let me alone for swearing. [ Exit. 

Sir To. Now will not I deliver his letter : for the be- 
haviour of the young gentleman gives him out to be of good 
capacity and breeding ; his employment between his lord and 
my niece confirms no less: therefore this letter, being so 
excellently ignorant, will breed no terror in the youth,— he 
will find it comes from a clodpole. But, sir, I will deliver his 
challenge by word of mouth; set upon Aguccheek a notable 
report of valour ; and drive the gentleman ( as I know his 
youth will aptly receive it) into a most hideous opinion of 
his rage, skill, fury, and impetuosity. This will so fright 
them both, that they will kill one another by the look, like 
cockatrices. 
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Fab . Here lie comes with your niece : give them way till 
he take leave, and presently after him. 

Sir To. I will meditate the while upon some horrid mes- 
sage for a challenge. [Exeunt Sir Toby , Fabian , and Maria . 

Re-enter Olivia, with Viola, 

OIL I have said too much unto a heart of stone, 

And laid mine honour too un chary out *. ( 34 ) 

There’s something in me that reproves my fault ; 

But such a headstrong potent fault it is, 

That it hut mocks reproof. 

Vio. With the same ’haviour that your passion hears, 

Go on my master’s griefs. 

OIL Here, wear this jewel for me, — ’tis my picture ; 
Refuse it not ; it hath no tongue to vex you : 

And, 1 beseech you, come again to-morrow. 

What shall you ask of me that I’ll deny, 

That honour, sav’d, may upon asking give ? 

Vio . Nothing hut this, — your true love for my master, 

OIL Iiow with mine honour may I give him that 
Which I have given to you ? 

Vio. I will acquit you. 

OIL Well, come again to-morrow: fare thee well: 

A fiend like thee might bear my soul to hell, [EociL 

Re-enter Sir Toby Beloii and Fabiax. 

Sir To. Gentleman, God save thee. 

Vio . And you, sir. 

Sir To. That defence thou hast, betake thee to *t : of 
what nature the wrongs are thou hast done him, I know not ; 
hut thy intercept er, full of despite, bloody as the hunter, 
attends tliec at the orchard-end : dismount thy tuck, be yare 
in thy preparation; for thy assailant is quick, skilful, and 
deadly. 

Vio. You mistake, sir, T am sure ; no man hath any quar- 
rel to me : my remembrance is very free and clear from any 
image of offence clone to any man. 

Sir To. You’ll find it otherwise, I assure you : therefore, 
VOL, III. E 
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if you hold your life at any price, betake you to your guard ; 
for your opposite hath in him what youth^ strength, skill, and 
wrath can furnish man withal. 

Vio. I pray you, sir, what is he ? 

Sir To. He is knight, dubbed with unhatched rapier and 
on carpet consideration ; but he is a devil in private brawl : 
souls and bodies hath he divorced three; and his incensem ent 
at this moment is so implacable, that satisfaction can be none 
but by pangs of death and sepulchre : hob, nob, is his word ; 
give ’t or take 5 t. 

Vio. I will return again into the house, and desire some 
conduct of the lady. I am no fighter. I have heard of some 
kind of men that put quarrels purposely on others, to taste 
their valour : belike this is a man of that quirk. 

Sir To. Sir, no; his indignation derives itself out of a 
very competent injury: therefore, get you on, and give him 
liis clesire. Back you shall not to the house, unless you un- 
dertake that with ine which with as much safety you might 
answer him : therefore, on, or strip your sword stark naked ; 
for meddle you must, that ’s certain, or forswear to wear iron 
about you. 

Vio, This is as uncivil as strange. I beseech you, do 
me this courteous office, as to know of the knight what my 
offence to him is : it is something of my negligence, nothing 
of my p urpose. 

Sir To . I will do so. — Signior Fabian, stay you by this 
gentleman till my return. [Exit. 

Vio . Pray you, sir, do yon know of this matter ? 

Fab, I know the knight is incensed against you, even to 
a mortal arbitrement ; but nothing of the circumstance more. 

Vio. I beseech you, what manner of man is ho ? 

Fab . Nothing of that wonderful promise, to read him by 
his form, as you are like to find him in the proof of his valour. 
He is, indeed, sir, the most skilful, bloody, and fatal opposite 
that you could possibly have found in any part of Illyria. 
Will you walk towards him? I will make your peace with 
him, if I can. 

Vio. I shall be much bound to you for ’t ; I am one that 
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had rather go with sir priest than sir knight : I care not who 
knows so much of my mettle. [ Fcceunt. 


Scene V. The street adjoining Olivia’s garden . 

- Enter Sir Toby Belch and Sir Andrew Aguecheek.^) 

Sir To. Why, man, he’s a very devil ; I have not seen such 
a firago. I had a pass with him, rapier, scabbard, and all, 
and he gives me the stuck in with such a mortal motion, that 
it is inevitable ; and on the answer, he pays you as surely 
as your feet hit the ground they step on : they say he has 
been fencer to the Sophy. 

Sir And. Pox on % I’ll not meddle with him. 

Sir To. Ay, but he will not now ho pacified: Fabian can 
scarce hold him yonder. 

Sir And . Plague on ’t, an I thought he had been valiant 
and so cunning in fence, I’d have seen him damned ere I’d 
have challenged him. Let him let the matter slip, and I’ll 
give him my horse, grey Capulct. 

Sir To. I’ll make the motion : stand here, make a good 
show on ’t : this shall end without the perdition of souls. 
— [Aside.] Marry, I’ll ride your horse as well as I ride you. 

JUnUr Fabian and Viola. 

I have his horse [to Fab.] to take up the quarrel: I have 
persuaded him the youth’s a devil. 

Fab. He is as horribly conceited of him ; and pants and 
looks pale, as if a hear were at his heels. 

Sir To. [to Vio ,] There’s no remedy, sir; he will fight 
with you for ’s oatli-sake : marry, he hath better bethought 
him of his quarrel, and he finds that now scarce to be worth 
talking of : therefore draw, for the supportance of his vow ; 
he protests he will not hurt you. 

Vio. Pray God defend me! A little thing would make 
me tell them how much I lack of a man. [Aside. 

Fab. Give ground, if you see him furious. 

Sir To. Come, Sir Andrew, there’s no remedy; the gentle- 
man will, for his honour’s sake, have one bout with you ; he 
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cannot by the duello avoid it : but he has promised me, as he 
is a gentleman and a soldier, he will not hurt you. Come 
on ; to’t. 

Sir And . Pray God, he keep his oath ! [Draws* 

Via. I do assure you, ’tis against my will. [Draws* 

Enter Antonio. 

Ant . Put up your sword. If this young gentleman 
Have done offence, I take the fault on me : 

If you offend him, I for him defy you. [ Drawing * 

Sir To* You, sir ! why, what are you ? 

Ant, One, sir, that for his love dares yet do more 
Than you have heard him brag to you he will. 

Sir To* Nay, if you be an undertaker, I am for you, 

[Draws* 

Fab. O good Sir Toby, hold 1 here come the officers. 

Sir To* I’ll he with you anon. [To Antonio* 

Vio* Pray, sir, put your sword up, if you please. 

[To Sir Andrew . 

Sir And. Marry, will I, sir; — -and, for that I promised 
you, I’ll be as good as my word: he will bear you easily, and 
reins well. 

Enter Officers. 

First Off. This is the man; do thy office. 

Sec. Off ; Antonio, I arrest thee at the suit 
Of Count Orsino. 

Ant. You do mistake me, sir. 

First Off No, sir, no jot \ I know your favour well, 
Though now you have no sea-cap on your head. — 

Take him away : he knows I know him well. 

Ant. I must obey,— This comes [to Vio.] with seeking you : 
But there’s no remedy; I shall answer it. 

What will you do, now my necessity 

Makes me to ask yon for my purse ? It grieves me 

Much more for what I cannot do for you 

Ihan what befals myself. You stand amaz’d ; 

But he of comfort. 

Sec. Off. Come, sir, away. 
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Ant , I must entreat of you some of that money. 

Vio, What money, sir ? 

For the fair kindness you have show’d me here, 

And, part, being prompted by your present trouble, 

Out of my lean and low ability 

I’ll lend you something : my having is not much ; 

I’ll make division of my present with you : 

Iiold, there *s half my coffer. 

Ant . Will you deny me now ? 

Is ’t possible that my deserts to you 

Can lack persuasion ? Do not tempt my misery, 

Lest that it make me so unsound a man 
As to upbraid you with those kindnesses 
That I have done for you. 

Vio, I know of none ; 

Nor know I you by voice or any feature : 

I bate ingratitude more in a man 

Than lying, vainness, babbling, drunkenness, 

Or any taint of vice whose strong corruption 
Inhabits our frail blood. 

Ant , O heavens themselves ! 

Sec, Off. Come, sir, I pray you, go. 

Ant, Let me speak a little. This youth that you see here 
I snatch’d one half out of the jaws of death ; 

Reliev’d him with such sanctity of love, — 

And to his image, which methought did promise 
Most venerable ( 36 ) worth, did I devotion. 

First Off, What’s that to us ? The time goes by : away! 
Ant . But O how vile an idol proves this god ! — 

Thou hast, Sebastian, done good feature shame. — 

In nature there’s no blemish but the mind ; 

None can be call’d deform’d but the unkind: 

Virtue is beauty ; but the beauteous-evil 
Are empty trunks, o’erllourish’d by the devil. 

First Off, The man grows mad : away with him ! — Come, 
come, sir. 

Ant, Lead me on. [Exeunt Officers ivith Antonio . 

Vio, Mcthiuks his words do from such passion fly, 

That he believes himself; so do not I. 
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Prove true, imagination, O, prove true, 

That I, dear brother, be now ta’en for you ! 

Sir To , Come hither, knight; come hither, Fabian : we’ll 
whisper o’er a couplet or two of most sage saws. 

Via. He nam’d Sebastian : I my brother know 
Yet living in my glass ; even such, and so, 

In favour was my brother ; and he went 
Still in this fashion, colour, ornament, — 

For him I imitate : 0, if it prove, 

Tempests are hind, ancl salt waves fresh in love ! [Exit* 

Sir To. A very dishonest paltry hoy, and more a coward 
than a hare: his dishonesty appears in leaving his friend here 
in necessity, and denying him -, and for his cowardship, ask 
Fabian. 

Tab. A coward, a most devout coward, religions in it. 

Sir And . ’Slid, I’ll after him again, and beat him. 

Sir To . Do ; cuff him soundly, but never draw thy sword. 

Sir And . An I do not, — [Exit. 

Fab . Come, let’s see the event. 

Sir To. I dare lay any money ’twill he nothing yet. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT IV. 

Scene I* The street adjoining Olivia’s garden. 

Enter Sebastiah and Clown. 

Clo . Will you make me believe that I am not sent for you ? 
Seb. Go to, go to, thou art a foolish fellow: 

Let me be clear of thee. 

Clo . Well held out, i’ faith ! No, I do not know you ; 
nor I am not sent to you by my lady, to bid you come speak 
with her ; nor your name is not Master Cesario ; nor this is 
not my nose neither. Nothing that is so is so. 

Seb. I prithee, vent thy folly somewhere else : 

Thou know’st not me. 

Clo. Vent my folly! he has heard that word of some 
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great man, and now applies it to a fool : vent my folly 1 I 
am afraid tlxis great lubber, the world, will prove a cockney, 
— I prithee, now, -ungird thy strangeness, and tell me what I 
shall vent to my lady : shall I vent to her that thou art coming ? 

Seb. I prithee, foolish Greek, depart from me : 

There’s money for thee : if you tarry longer, 

I shall give worse payment, 

Ch>. By my troth, thou hast an open hand. — These wise 
men, that give fools money, get themselves a good report after 
fourteen years’ purchase. 

Enter Sir Andrew Aguegheek, 

Sir And. Now, sir, have I met you again? there’s for you. 

[ Striking Sebastia?i . 

Seb. Why, there’s for thee, and there, and there.— 

Are all the people mad ? [Beating Sir Andrew. 

Enter Sir Tody Belch and Fabian. 

Sir To . Hold, sir, or 111 throw your dagger o’er the house, 

Clo. This will I tell my lady straight : I would not be in 
some of your coats for twopence. [Exit. 

Sir To . Come on, sir j hold. [Holding Sebastian . 

Sir And , Nay, let him alone: 111 go another way to work 
with him ; I’ll have an action of battery against him, if there 
he any law in Illyria : though I struck him first, yet it’s no 
matter for that. 

Seb. Let go thy hand. 

Sir To. Come, sir, I will not let you go. Come, my young 
soldier, put up your iron : you are well fieshed ; come on. 

Seb. I will he free from thee. [Disengages himself.'] What 
wouldst thou now ? 

If thou dar’st tempt me further, draw thy sword. 

Sir To. What, what? Nay, then I must have an ounce or 
two of this malapert blood from you. [Draws. 

Enter Olivia. 

OIL Hold, Toby ; on thy life, I charge thee, hold ! 

Sir To. Madam — 

OIL Will it be ever thus ? Ungracious wretch, 
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Fit for the mountains and the barbarous caves, 

Where manners ne’er were preach’d ! out of my sight ! 

Be not offended, dear Cesario. — • 

Rudesby, be gone ! — I prithee, gentle friend, 

[Exeunt Sir Toby , Sir Andrew , and Fabian . 
Let thy fair wisdom, not thy passion, sway 
In this uncivil and unjust extent 
Against thy peace. Go with me to my house ; 

And hear thou there how many fruitless pranks 
This ruffian hath botch’d up, that thou thereby 
Mayst smile at this : thou slialt not choose but go : 

Do not deny. Beshrew his soul for me, 

He started one poor heart of mine in thee. 

Seb. What relish is in this ? how runs the stream ? 

Or I am mad, or else this is a dream : 

Let fancy still my sense in Lethe steep ; 

If it be thus to dream, still let me sleep ! 

OIL Nay, come, I prithee: would thou’dst be rul’d by me ! 
Seb, Madam, I will. 

Oli . O, say so, and so be! [Exeunt, 


Scene II. A room in Olivia’s house . 

Enter Mama and Clown. 

Mar . Nay, I prithee, put on this gown and this beard ; 
make him believe thou art Sir Topas the curate ; do it 
quickly ; I’ll call Sir Toby the whilst. [Exit, 

Clo, Well, I’ll put it on, and I will dissemble myself in *t ; 
and I would I were the first that ever dissembled in such a 
gown. I am not tall( 3,7 ) enough to become the function well ; 
nor lean enough to be thought a good student : but to bo 
said an honest man and a good housekeeper, goes as fairly as 
to say a careful man and a great scholar. The competitors 
enter. 

Enter Sir Toby Belch and Mama. 

Sir To, dove bless thee, master parson. 

Clo. Bonos dies, Sir Toby: for, as the old hermit of 
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Prague, that never saw pen and ink, very wittily said to a 
niece of King Gorboduc, i( That that is is so I, being mas- 
ter parson, am master parson ; for, what is that but that, and 
is but is ? 

Sir To. To him, Sir Top as. 

Clo . What, ho, I say, — peace in this prison ! 

Sir To. The knave counterfeits well ; a good knave. 

MaL [within.] Who calls there ? 

Clo. Sir Topas the curate, who comes to visit Malvolio 
the lunatic. 

Mai. [within.] Sir Topas, Sir Topas, good Sir Topas, go 
to my lady. 

Clo . Out, hyperbolical fiend ! how vexest thou this man ! 
tallies t thou nothing hut of ladies ? 

Sir To. Well said, master parson. 

Mai. [within.] Sir Topas, never was man thus wronged : 
good Sir Topas, do not think I am mad: they have laid me 
here in hideous darkness. 

Clo. Pie, thou dishonest Satan ! I call thee by the most 
modest terms ; for I am one of those gentle ones that will use 
the devil himself with courtesy : sayest thou that house is 
dark ? 

MaL [ within .] As hell, Sir Topas. 

Clo. Why, it hath bay-windows transparent as barrica- 
docs, and the clear-stories ( 38 ) toward the south-north are as 
lustrous as ebony ; and yet complainest thou of obstruction ? 

Mai. [within.] I am not mad, Sir Topas: I say to you, 
this house is dark. 

Clo. , Madman, thou errest: I say, there is no darkness 
but ignorance ; in which thou art more puzzled than the 
Egyptians in tlioir fog. 

Mai. [within.] I say, this house is as dark as ignorance, 
though ignorance were as dark as hell ; and I say, there was 
never man thus abused. I am no more mad than you are : 
make the trial of it in any constant question. 

Clo. What is the opinion of Pythagoras concerning wild- 
fowl ? 

MaL [within.] That the soul of our grandam might liaply 
inhabit a bird. 
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Clo . What thinkest thou of his opinion ? 

Mai, [within.] I think nobly of the soul, and no way ap- 
prove his opinion. 

Clo . Fare thee well. Remain thou still in darkness : 
thou shalt hold the opinion of Pythagoras ere I will allow of 
thy wits; and fear to kill a woodcock, lest thou dispossess 
the soul of thy gran dam. Fare thee well. 

Mai* [within.] Sir Topas, Sir Topas, — 

Sir To. My most exquisite Sir Topas ! 

Clo , Nay, I am for all waters. 

Mar. Thou mightst have done this without thy heard 
and gown : he sees thee not. 

Sir To. To him in thine own voice, and bring me word 
how thou findcst him : I would we were well rid of this 
knavery. If he may he conveniently delivered, I would he 
were ; for I am now so far in offence with my niece, that I 
cannot pursue with any safety this sport to the upshot. Come 
hy and by to my chamber. [Exeunt Sir Toby and Maria* 

Clo . [singing.] Hey, Itobin, jolly Robin, 

Tell me how thy lady docs. 

Mai. [within.] Fool, — 

Clo . [singing.] My lady is unkind, perdy. 

Mai. [within.'] Fool, — 

Clo. [singing.] Alas, why is she so ? 

Mai. [within.] Fool, I say, — * 

Clo . [singing.] She loves another — Who calls, ha? 

Mai. [within.] Good fool, as ever thou wilt deserve well 
at my hand, help me to a candle, and pen, ink, and paper: 
as I am a gentleman, I will live to he thankful to thee for 't. 

Clo. Master Malvolio ! 

Mai. |j within .] Ay, good fool. 

Clo. Alas, sir, how fell you besides your five wits ? 

Mai. [within .] Fool, there was never man so notoriously 
abused : I am as well in my wits, fool, as thou art. 

Clo. But as well? then you are mad indeed, if you ho no 
better in your wits than a fool, 

Mai. [loithzn.] They have here propertied me ; keep me 
in darkness, send ministers to me, assos, and do all they can 
to face me out of my wits. 
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Clo . Advise you wliat you say ; tlie minister is here. — 
Malvolio, Malvolio, thy wits the heavens restore \ endeavour 
thyself to sleep, and leave thy vain bibble-babble. 

Mai . [within*] Sir Top as, — 

Clo . Maintain no words with him, good fellow. — Who, I, 
sir ? not I, sir. God b’ wi* you, good Sir Topas. — Marry, 
amen. — I will, sir, I will. 

Mai . [within.] Tool, fool, fool, I say, — 

Clo . Alas, sir, he patient. What say you, sir ? I am 
shent for speaking to you. 

Malt [ 'within,'] Good fool, help me to some light and some 
paper : I tell thee, I am as well in my wits as any man in 
Illyria. 

Clo . Well-a-day, that you were, sir ! 

Mah [toithin.] By this hand, I am. Good fool, some ink, 
paper, and light ; and convey what I will set down to my 
lady: it shall advantage thee more than ever the bearing of 
letter did. 

Clo . I will help you to’t. But tell me true, are you not 
mad indeed ? or do you but counterfeit ? 

Malt [withinJ] Believe me, I am not ; I tell thee true. 

Clot Nay, I’ll ne’er believe a madman till I see his brains. 
I will fetch you light, and paper, and ink. 

Malt \witlbinJ\ Fool, I’ll requite it in the highest degree : 
I prithee, be gone. 

Clo, [singing,] I am gone, sir, 

And anon, sir, 

I’ll be with you again, 

In a trice, 

Like to the old vice, 

Your need to sustain; 

Who, with dagger of lath, 

In his rage and his wrath, 

Cries, ah, ha 1 to the devil : 

Like a mad lad, 

Parc thy nails, dad ; 

Adieu, goodman drivel. ( 3P ) [Exit, 
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[act iv. 


Scene IIL Olivia’s garden . 

Enter Sebastian - . 

Seb . This is the air ; that is the glorious sun; 

This pearl she gave me, I do feel ’t and see ’t : 

And though *tis wonder that enwraps me thus, 

Yet ’tis not madness* Where’s Antonio, then ? 

I could not find him at the Elephant: 

Yet there he was ; and there I found this credit. 

That he did range the town to seek me out. 

His counsel now might do me golden service j 
Eor though niy soul disputes well with my sense, 

That this may be some error, hut no madness, 

Yet doth this accident and flood of fortune 
So far exceed all instance, all discourse, 

That I am ready to distrust mine eyes, 

And wrangle with my reason, that persuades me 
To any other trust hut that I am mad,— 

Or else the lady’s mad ; yet, if ’twete so, 

She could not sway her house, command her followers, 
Take and give hack affairs, and their dispatch, 

With such a smooth, discreet, and stable bearing, 

As I perceive she does : there’s something in ’t 
That is cleceivable. But here the lady comes. 

Enter Olivia and a Priest. 

OIL Blame not this haste of mine. If you mean well, 
Now go with me and with this holy man 
Into the chantry by ; there, before him, 

And underneath that consecrated roof, 

Plight me the full assurance of your faith $ 

That my most jealous and too doubtful soul 
May live at peace ; he shall conceal it, 

Whiles you arc willing it shall come to note, 

What time we will our celebration keep. 

According to my birth.— What do you say? 

Seb. I’ll follow this good man, and go with you ; 

And, having sworn truth, ever will be true. 
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Oli. Then lead the way, good father; — and heavens so 
shine* 

That they may fairly note this act of mine ! [ Exeunt . 


ACT V. 

Scene I. The street before Olivia’s house . 

Enter Clown and Fabian. 

Fab . Now* as thou lovest me, let me see his letter. 

Clo . Good Master Fabian, grant me another request. 

Fab. Any thing. 

Clo. Do not desire to see this letter. 

Fab. This is* to give a dog* and, in recompense* desire my 
dog again. 

Enter Duke, Viola, Ouaio, and Attendants. 

Dulce. Belong you to the Lady Olivia* friends ? 

Clo . Ay* sir; we are some of her trappings. 

Duke. I know thee well : how dost thou* my good fellow ? 

Clo. Truly* sir* the better for my foes* and the worse for 
my friends. 

Duke. Just the contrary ; the better for thy friends. 

Clo. No, sir, the worse. 

Duke . How can that be ? 

Clo . Marry, sir* they praise me* and make an ass of me; 
now my foes tell me plainly I am an ass : so that by my foes* 
i sir, I profit in the knowledge of myself ; and by my friends I 
1 am abused: so that, conclusions to be as kisses* if your four 
negatives make your two affirmatives, why, then, the worse 
for my friends, and the better for my foes. 

Duke. Why* this is excellent. 

Clo. By my troth* sir, no ; though it please you to he one 
of my friends. 

Duke. Thou shall not he the worse for me : there’s gold. 

Clo. But that it would be double-dealing* sir* I would 
you could make it another. 
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Duke . 0 , you give me ill counsel. 

Clo. Put your grace in your pocket, sir, for tills once, and 
let your fiesli and blood obey it. 

Duke. Well, I will be so much a sinner to be a double- 
dealer : there's another. 

Clo. Primo , secuudoy tertio } is a good play; and the old 
saying is, the third pays for all : the triplex , six’, is a good 
tripping measure; or the bells of Saint Bennet, sir, may put 
you in mind, — one, two, three. 

Duke . You can fool no more money out of me at this 
throw; if you will let your lady know I am here to speak 
with lier, and bring her along with you, it may awake my 
bounty further. 

Ch. Marry, sir, lullaby to your bounty till I come again. 

I go, sir ; but I would not have you to think that my desire 
of having is the sin of covetousness : but, as you say, sir, let 
your bounty take a nap, I will awake it anon. [ Exit. 

Vio. Here comes the man, sir, that did rescue me. 

Enter Officers, with Antonio. 

Duke, That face of his I do remember well ; 

Yet, when I saw it last, it was besmear’d 
As black as Vulcan in the smoke of war : 

A bawbling vessel was he captain of, 

Por shallow draught and bulk unprizable ; 

Witla which such scathful grapple did he make 
With the most noble bottom of our fleet, 

That very envy and the tongue of loss 

Cried fame and honour on him.— What’s the matter ? 

First Off. Grsino, this is that Antonio 
That took the Phoenix and her fraught from Candy ; 

And this is he that did the Tiger hoard, 

When your young nephew Titus lost his leg : 

Here in the streets, desperate of shame and state, 

In private brabble did we apprehend him. 

V%o. I-Ie did me kindness, sir ; drew on my side ; 

But, in conclusion, put strange speech upon me 

I know not what ’twas, but distraction. 

Duke. Notable pirate! thou salt-water thief ! 
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What foolish boldness brought thee to their mercies, 

Whom thou, in terms so bloody and so dear, 

Ilast made thine enemies ? 

Ant . Orsino, noble sir, 

Be pleas’d that I shake off these names you give me : 

Antonio never yet was thief or pirate, 

Though, I confess, on base and ground enough, 

Orsino’s enemy. A witchcraft drew me hither : 

That most ingrateful hoy there by your side, 

From tlie rude sea’s enrag’d and foamy mouth 
Did I redeem ; a wreck past hope he was : 

His life I gave him, and did thereto add 
My love, without retention or restraint, 

All his in dedication ; for his sake 
Did I expose myself, pure for his love, 

Into the danger of this adverse town ; 

Drew to defend him when he was beset : 

Where being apprehended, his false cunning 
(Not meaning to partake with me in danger) 

Taught him to face me out of his acquaintance, 

And grew a iwenty-years-removed thing 

While one would wink ; denied me mine own purse, 

Which 1 had recommended to his use 
Not half an hour before. 

Vio . How can this be ? 

Dulce . When came he to this town ? 

Ant . To-day, my lord ; and for three months before 
(No interim, not a minute’s vacancy) 

Both day and night did we keep company. 

Duke. Here comes the countess : now heaven walks on 
earth, — 

But for thee, fellow, — fellow, tliy words are madness : 

Three months this youth hath tended upon me ; 

But more of that anon. — Take khn aside. 

Enter Olivia and Attendants. 

OIL What would my lord, but that he may not have, 
Wherein Olivia may seem serviceable ? — 

Cesario, you do not keep promise with me. 
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[ACT V. 


Vio. Madam ! 

Duke. Gracious Olivia,— 

OU. What do you say, Cesario ? — Good my lord, — 

Vio. My lord would speak ; my duty hushes me. 

Oli. If it be aught to the old tune, my lord, 

It is as fat and fulsome to mine ear 
As howling after music. 

Duke. Still so cruel ? 

OIL Still so constant, lord. 

Duke. What, to perverseness ? you uncivil lady, 

To whose ingrate and unauspicious altars 
My soul the faithfulkst offerings hath breath’d out 
That e’er devotion tender’d l What shall I do ? 

Oli. Even what it please my lord, that shall become him. 
Duke. Why should I not, had I the heart to do it, 

Like to 'the Egyptian thief at point of death. 

Kill what I love ? a savage jealousy 

That sometime savours nobly.- — But hear me this : 

Since you to non-regardance cast my faith, 

And that I partly know the instrument 

That screws me from my true place in your favour, 

Live you, the marble-breasted tyrant, still ; 

But this your minion, whom I know you love, 

And whom, by heaven I swear, I tender dearly, 

Him will I tear out of that cruel eye, 

Where he sits crowned in his master’s spite. — 

Come, boy, with me ; my thoughts are ripe in mischief : 

I’ll sacrifice the lamb that I do love, 

To spite a raven’s heart within a dove. [Gome/, 

Vio. And I, most jocund, apt, and willingly, 

To do you rest, a thousand deaths would die. [ Followm/, 

OU. Where goes Cesario ? 

Vio, After him I love 

More than I love these eyes, more than my life, 

More, by all mores, than e’er I shall love wife. 

If I do feign, you witnesses above 
Punish my life for tainting of my love ! 

Oli. Aye me, detested ! how am I beguil’d ! 

T'io. Who does beguile you ? who does do you wrong ? 
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OIL Hast thou forgot thyself ? is it so long ? — 

Call forth the holy father. [Exit an Attendant , 

Duke, Come, away ! [To Viola, 

OIL Whither, my lord ? — Cesario, husband, stay. 

Duke, Husband ! 

Oli . Ay, husband : can he that deny ? 

Duke, Her husband, sirrah ! 

Vio, No, my lord, not I, 

OIL Alas, it is the baseness of thy fear 
That makes thee strangle thy propriety : 

Fear not, Cesario ; take thy fortunes up ; 

Be that thou k now’s! thou art, and then thou art 
As great as that thou fear’st. 

j Re-enter Attendant, with Priest. 

O, welcome, father ! 

Father, I charge thee, by thy reverence, 

Here to unfold (though lately we intended 

To keep in darkness what occasion now 

Reveals before ’tis ripe) what thou dost know • * 

Hath newly pass’d between this youth and me. 

Priest, A contract of eternal bond of love, 

Confirm’d by mutual joinder of your hands, 

Attested by the holy close of lips, 

Strengthen’d by interchangement of your rings ; 

And all the ceremony of this compact 
Seal’d in my function, by my testimony : 

Since when, my watch hath told me, toward my grave 
I have travell’d but two hours. 

Duke . 0 thou dissembling cub l what wilt thou be 
When time hath sowkl a grizzle on thy case ? 

Or will not else thy craft so quickly grow, 

That thine own trip shall be thine overthrow ? 

Farewell, and take her ; but direct tliy feet 
Where thou and I henceforth may never meet. 

Vio . My lord, I do protest, — 

OIL 0, do not swear ! 

Hold little faith, though thou hast too much fear. 
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[act v. 


Enter Sir Andrew Agtjecjheek, with his head broken . 

Sir And . For the love of God, a surgeon ! send one pre- 
sently to Sir Toby. 

OH . What’s the matter ? 

Sir And . Has broke my bead across, and has given Sir 
Toby a bloody coxcomb too : for the love of God, your help ! 
I had rather than forty pound I were at home. 

Oli . Who has done this, Sir Andrew ? 

Sir And . The count’s gentleman, one Cesario : we took 
him for a coward, but he’s the very devil incar dinate, 

Duke. My gentleman, Cesario ? 

Sir And, ’Od’s lifelings, here he is! — You broke my head for 
nothing ; and that that I did, I was set on to do *t by Sir Toby. 

Vio, Why clo you speak to me ? I never hurt you : 

You drew your sword upon me without cause ; 

But I bespake you fair, and hurt you not. 

Sir And, If a bloody coxcomb be a hurt, you have hurt 
me : I think you set nothing by a bloody coxcomb.- — Here 
comes Sir Toby halting, — you shall hear more: but if he 
had not been in drink, he would have tickled you othergates 
than he did. 


Enter Sir Toby Belch, led by the Clown. 

Duke. IIow now, gentleman ! how is ’t with you ? 

Sir To. That’s all one : has hurt me, and there ’s the end 
on ’t. — Sot, didst see Dick surgeon, 'sot ? 

Clo . O, he *s drunk, Sir Toby, an hour agone ; his eyes 
were set at eight i’ the morning. 

Sir To. Then he ’s a rogue and a passy -measures pavin : 
I hate a drunken rogue. 

OIL Away with him! Who hath made this havoc with 
them ? 

Sir And. I’ll lielp you, Sir Toby, because weil be dressed 
together. 

Sir To, Will you help, — an ass-head and a coxcomb and 
a knave, — a thin-faced knave, a gull ? 

OIL Get him to bed, and let his hurt be look’d to. 

[Exeunt Clown, Fabian, Sir Toby, and Sir Andrew. 



SCENE I.] 


WHAT YOU WILL, 


C7 


Enter Sebastian. 

Seb, I am sorry, madam, I have hurt your kinsman ; 

But, had it been the brother of my blood, 

I must have done no less with wit and safety. 

You throw a strangle regard upon me, and by that 
I do perceive it hath offended you : 

Pardon me, sweet one, even for the vows 
We made each oilier but. so late ago. 

Duke* One face, one voice, one habit, and two persons,— 
A natural perspective, that is and is not 1 
Seb. Antonio, O my dear Antonio ! 

How have the hours rack’d and tortur’d me, 

Since I have lost thee ! 

Ant . Sebastian are you ? 

Sob. Fear’st tliou that, Antonio ? 

Ant * How have you made division of yourself? — 

An apple, cleft in two, is not more twin 
Than these two creatures. Which is Sebastian ? 

OIL Most wonderful ! 

Seb. Do I stand there ? I never had a brother ; 

Nor can there he that deity in my nature, 

Of here and every where. I had a sister, 

Whom the blind waves and surges have devour’d. — 

Of charity, what kin are you to me ? [To Viola . 

What countryman ? what name ? what parentage ? 

Vio. Of Messaline ; Sebastian was my father ; 

Such a Sebastian was my brother too, 

So went he suited to liis watery tomb : 

If spirits can assume both form and suit 
You come to fright us. 

Seb . A spirit I am indeed ; 

But am in that dimension grossly clad, 

Which from the womb 1 did participate. 

Were you a woman, as the rest goes even, 

I should ray tears let fall upon your cheek, 

And say, Tlirice-welcome, drowned Viola ! 

Vio . My father had a mole upon liis brow, — 

Seb, And so had mine. 
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Vio. And died that day when Yiola from her birth 
Had number’d thirteen years. 

Seb. O, that record is lively in my soul ! 

He finished, indeed, his mortal act 
That day that made my sister thirteen years. 

Vio. If nothing lets to make us happy both 
But this my masculine usurp’d attire, 

Ho not embrace me till each circumstance 
Of place, time, fortune, do cohere and jump, 

That I am Viola : which to confirm, 

I'll bring you to a captain in this town, 

Where lie my maiden weeds ; by whose gentle help 
I was preserv’d ( 10 ) to serve this noble count. 

All the occurrence of my fortune since 
Hath been between this lady and this lord. 

Seb. So comes it, lady, you have been mistook : 

[To Olivia . 

But nature to her bias drew in that. 

You would have been contracted to a maid ; 

Nor are you therein, by my life, deceiv’d, — 

You are betroth’d both to a maid and man. 

Duke , Be not amaz’d ; right noble is his blood. — 

If this be so, as yet the glass seems true, 

I shall have share in this most happy wreck. — 

Boy, thou hast said to me a thousand times [To Viola . 

Thou never shouldst love woman like to me. 

Vio . And all those sayings will I over-swear ; 

And all those swearings keep as true in soul 
As doth that orbed continent the fire 
That severs day from night. 

Duke . Give me thy hand ; 

And let me see thee in thy w Oman’s weeds. 

Vio. The captain that did bring me first on shore 
Hath my maid’s garments : he, upon some action, 

Is now in durance ; at Malvolio’s suit, 

A gentleman, and follower of my lady’s. 

OU. He shall enlarge him : — fetch Malvolio hither : — 
And yet, alas, now I remember me, 

They say, poor gentleman, he’s much distract. 
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Re-enter Clown with a letter 3 and Fabian. 

A most extracting ( n ) frenzy of mine own 
From my remembrance clearly banish’d his. — 

How does lie,, sirrah ? 

Clo . Truly, madam, he holds Beelzebub at the stave’s end 
as well as a man in his case may do : has here writ a letter 
to you ; I should have given ’t you to-day morning, — but as a 
madman’s epistles are no gospels, so it skills not much when 
they are delivered. 

Oli. Open ’t, and read it. 

Clo. Look, then, to be well edified when the fool delivers 
the madman. [Reads.'] “ By tlie Lord, madam,” — 

Oli. How now 1 art thou mad ? 

Clo . No, madam, 1 do but read madness : an your lady- 
ship will have it as it ought to be, you must allow vox. 

Oli . Prithee, read i’ thy right wits. 

Clo. Sol do, madonna ; hut to read his right wits is to 
read thus : therefore perpend, my princess, and give ear. 

OIL Read it you, sirrah. [To Fabian. 

Fab. [reads.] “ By the Lord, madam, you wrong me, and the 
world shall know it : though you havo put me into darkness, and 
given your drunken cousin rule over me, yet have I the benefit of 
my senses as well as your ladyship. I have your own letter that 
induced me to the semblance I put on ; with the which I doubt not 
but to do myself much right, or you much shame. Think of me as 
you please. I leave my duty a little untliouglit of, and speak out 
of my injury. 

The madly-used Malvolio.” 

OIL Did he write this ? 

Clo. Ay, madam. 

Duhe. This savours not much of distraction. 

Oli. See him deliver’d, Fabian ; bring him hither. 

[Exit Fabian. 

My lord, so please you, these things further thought on, 

To think me as well a sister as a wife, 

One day shall crown the alliance on % so please you, 

Here at my house, and at my proper cost. 
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Duke. Madam, I am most apt to embrace your offei.— - 
Your master quits you [to Violet ] ; and, ior your scivice c one 
him, 

So much against the mettle of your sex, 

So far "beneath your soft and tender breeding, 

And since you call’d me master for so long, 

Here is my hand : you shall from this time be 

Your master’s mistress. 

OU. A sister !— you are she. 


Re-enter Fabian, with Malvolio. 

Duke , Is this the madman ? 

OIL Ay, my lord, this same. 

How now, Maly olio ! 

Mai. Madam, you have done me wrong, 

Notorious wrong. 

OIL Have I, Malvolio ? no. 

Mai Lady, you have. Pray you, peruse that letter ; 
You must not now deny it is your hand, — 

Write from it, if you can, in hand or phrase ; 

Or say ’tis not your seal, not your invention : 

You can say none of this : well, grant it, then, 

And tell me, in the modesty of honour, 

"Why you have given me such clear lights of favour, 

Bade me come smiling and cross-garter’d to you. 

To put on yellow stockings, and to frown 
Upon Sir Toby and the lighter people ; 

And, acting this in an obedient hope, 

Why have you suffer’d me to be imprison’d, 

Kept in a dark house, visited hy the priest, 

And made the most notorious geek and gull 
That e’er invention play’d on ? tell me why. 

OIL Alas, Malvolio, this is not my writing, 

Though, I confess, much like the character : 

But, out of question, ’tis Maria’s hand. 

And now I do bethink me, it was she 

First told me thou wast mad ; then( 42 ) carn’st in smiling, 

And in such forms which here were presuppos’d 
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Upon thee in the letter. Prithee, be content : 

This practice hath most shrewdly pass’d upon thee ; 

But, when we know the grounds and authors of it, 

Thou shalt be both the plaintiff and the judge 
Of tliine own cause. 

Fab . Good madam, hear me speak ; 

And let no quarrel nor no brawl to come 
Taint the condition of this present hour, 

Which I have wonder’d at. In hope it shall not, 

Most freely I confess, myself and Toby 
Set this device against Malvolio here, 

Upon some stubborn and uncourteous parts 
We had conceiv’d against him : Maria writ 
The letter at Sir Toby’s great importance ; 

In recompense whereof he hath married her. 

How with a sportful malice it was follow’d, 

May rather pluck on laughter than revenge ; 

If that the injuries he justly weigh’d 
That have on both sides pass’d. 

OH* Alas, poor fool,( 43 ) how have they baffled thee ! 

Clo* Why, “some are horn great, some achieve greatness, 
and some have greatness thrown ( 44 ) upon them.” I was one, 
sir, in this interlude, — one Sir Topas, sir ; but that’s all one. 
— “ By the Lord, fool, I am not mad;” — but do you remem- 
ber? “Madam, why laugh you at such a barren rascal? an 
you smile not, he’s gagged and thus the whirligig of time 
brings in bis revenges. 

MaL I’ll be reveng’d on the whole pack of you, [Exit . 

OIL He hath been most notoriously abus’d. 

Duke. Pursue him, and entreat him to a peace : — 

He bath not told us of the captain yet: 

When that is known, and golden time convents, 

A solemn combination shall be made 
Of our dear souls. Meantime, sweet sister, 

We will not part from hence. — Cesario, come; 

For so you shall be, while you are a man ; 

But when in other habits you are seen, 

Orsiuo’s mistress, and his fancy’s queen. 

[Exeunt all , except Clown. 
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Song. 

Clo . When that I was and a little tiny boy, 

With hey, ho, the wind and the rain, 

A foolish thing was hut a toy, 

For the rain it rainetli every day. 

But when I came to man’s estate, 

With hey, ho, the wind and the rain, 

’Gainst knaves and thieves men shut their gate, 

For the rain it raineth every day. 

But when I came, alas ! to wive, 

With hey, ho, the wind and the rain, 

By swaggering could I never thrive, 

For the rain it raineth every day. 

But when I came unto my bed, 

With bfcy, ho, the wind md the vain, 

With toss-pots still had drunken head, 

For the rain it raineth every day. 

A great while ago the world begun, 

With hey, ho, the wind and the rain : — 

But that’s all one, our play is done, 

And we’ll strive to please you every day. 

[j Exit. 
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P. 3. (') ** like the sweet south” See. 

So Pope (and Mi'. Collier’s Ms. Corrector),— The folio has "like the sweet 
sound,” &c. 


P- 5. ( 2 ) “ she hath abjur’d the company 

And sight of men” 

So Hanmer. — The folio 1ms 

“ she hath abiur'd the sight 
And company of men” 


P. 7, ( 3 ) “ Castiliano vulgo.” 

Should be perhaps “ Castiliano volto.” 

P. 9. CO “ curl by nature ? 

Theobald 5 *, emendation (and so Mr, Collier’s Ms. Corrector).— The folio has 
“ coolo my nature” 


P. 9. ( 5 ) u ajlamc-coloured stock” 

So Pope.— The folio has “ a darn’d colour’d stocke? (Mr. Ivnight prints “ a 
dumask-co/om'd stock” — Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector makes it u a dun -coloured 
slock sco my Few Notes, & c. p. 75.) 


P. 12. (°) “ that’s as much to say as, I wear not,” Sc c, 

Mr. Collier, who (with Maloire, &c.) prints “ that’s as much as to say,” &c,, 
tells ua that here in the old copies “ as ” is misplaced ; yet in Sec. Part of 
Henry VI. act iv, sc. 2, lie gives, with tho old copies, “ which is as much to 
say as , — let the magistrates,” &c. 


P. 1 G. ( 7 ) “ if you be not mad? &c. 

Mason would read ** If you be mad? &c. 


P. 16 . (B) 

Vio. . . . Some mollification for your giant, sweet lady. 

Oli. Tell me your mind . 

Vio, I am a messenger? 

Tho folio (from which perhaps something more than prefixes has dropped 
out) makes tho whole of tho above run on aa one speech, — “ Vio . . . . Some 
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mollification for your Giant, swcete Lathe; tell me ymirminde, I am a mes* 
senger.” X adopt here the usual modern distribution of the dialogue, what 
has been urged against it by Mr. Collier (ad l,) and by Mr. Hunter (j\ew 
Must. of Shakespeare, vol. i. 402) having only tended to strengthen my con- 
viction that “ Tell me your mind" cannot possibly belong to Viola. (With 
respect to “ I am, a messenger,'’ Mason remarks that <f as a messenger, Viola 
was not to speak her own mind, but that of her employer.”) 


P. 17. ( 9 ) “ With adorations, with fertile tears , 

With groans that thunder love , with sighs of ' five f 

In the first line the folio omits the second “ with ,” — a mistake, as tlio con- 
text (to say nothing of the metre) shows plainly. 


P. 20. ( 10 ) 

“but, though I could riot with such estimable wonder overfar believe that,” &C. 

Here Mr. Collier’s Ms, Corrector makes an alteration which a critic in Black - 
wood's Magazine for August 1853, p. 201, rightly calls “a very bad piece of 
tinkering and Mr. Singer’s Ms, Corrector (see Shakespeare Vindicated, p. G4) 
makes another, which comes under the same description. Indeed, I believe 
that the folio gives the passage as the author wrote it. 


P. 21. ( 1] ) 11 Via. She took the ring of me} — Til none of it” 

On the reading of his Ms. Corrector, u She took no ring f &c. (which Malone 
also conjectures), Mr. Collier observes, “ This alteration renders wliafc the 
heroine afterwards says quite consistent, ‘I left no ring with her,’ and 1 Why, 
he sent her none ” but “ what the heroine afterwards says” is said to herself, 
not to Malvolio. I agree with Steeveus and Mr. Knight that the old text is 
un corrupted, 

P. 21. (32) 

{t That methought her eyes had lost her tongue &c. 

The editor of the second folio printed, for the metre, “ That sure methought” 
See, (“Sure, in the present instance, is not very likely to have beon the word 
omitted, in the first copy, being found in the next line but one.” — M ilone.) 


P, 21. ( 13 ) “ Alas, our frailty is the cause , not we I 

For such as we are made of, such we be.” 

The folio has, 

Alas, O [sec, folio u ozu ,5} ] frailtie is the cause, not wee, 
For such as toe are made , if such we bee ” 

P. 21. (H) “And I, poor monster, fund as much on him ; 

And she , mistaken, seems to dote on me” 
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To this, as far as I am aware, no editor lias objected: but 1 question if we 
ought not to read, — 

“ as muck on him 

As she, mistaken , seems to dote on me” 


P. 23. ( ls ) “ if one blight give a - ” 

The Ms. Corrector completes this speech with what Mr, Collier calls “ a wel- 
come addition:”— he ought to have said, “an addition welcome to those who 
jo ill have the speech filled up.” (Mr. Collier talks of “ the elongation of the 
hyphen in modern editions,”— forgetting that here the folio has no hyphen.) 


P. 24, ( 1B ) 

“ Farewell , dear heart , since I must needs he gone. [Singing.” 

In the folio, this line, and u His eyes do show” See., and u But I will never die” 
are not marked ns sung (that is, they are not in italic type): but it is evident 
that Sir Toby and tho Clown were intended to sing these as well as the verses 
which presently follow, “ Shall I hid him go” &c., — all being quotations 
(slightly altored) from the same ballad. 


P. 25, ( 17 ) “ Out o 1 time, sir? ye lie” 

So Theobald, — The folio has “ Out o’ tune,” &c. : but see, in the preceding 
page, “ We did keep lime , sir,” &e. (The whole of this is obviously spoken to 
Malvolio: yet Mr. Collier, who retains the old reading, and gives a new punc- 
tuation to the passage, tolls us — “ all that Sir Toby means, is that the Clown 
had sung out of tunc. 1 Sir, ye lie, 5 is addressed to Malvolio with the purpose 
of affronting him”! The Clown would hardly sing out of tune; ho is the 
singer of the play; sec pp. 23, 28, 72.) 


P. 29. ( lu ) “Duke. Give me now leave to have thee 

Por this courteous form of dismissal Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector substitutes 
most unhappily, “I give thee now leave to leave me.” 


P, 29, (Wj “Duke, I cannot he so answer'd.” 

The folio has “It cannot” &o.; which is proved to be wrong by the next 
speech, — “ ftootli, but you must. . . , must she not, then, he answer’d?” And 
compare, at p. 18, “ lie might have took his answer long ago.” 


P.31. ( 20 ) “ my metal of India I” 

May moan (see notes to the Variorum Shakespeare) my girl of gold, my pre- 
cious girl.— The second folio lias “My Nettle of India,”— a reading which 
some have thought more suited to the context, (Mr. W. N. Letts om remarks: 
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“ It is to me a matter of doubt whether 1 Nettle’ was, as Malone says, an arbi- 
trary alteration by the editor of the second folio, or a mere misprint for ‘Met* 
tie ’ [the spelling in the first folio], and consequently it is also doubtful in my 
mind whether that editor found a difficulty in the reading of the first folio,”) 


P.32. ( 31 ) “ wy some rich jewel.” 

“May signify,” says Steevcns, “ some rich jewel of my own" Perhaps so: " 
but the “ my' may be only an accidental repetition, occasioned by the preced- 
ing “ my watch.” 


P. 32. ( M ) 

“ Though our silence be drawn from us with cars” &c. 

In the notes to the Variorum Shakespeare , we are told that here Johnson 
would read “ — - with carts,” &c. (comparing “but a team of horse shall not 
pluck that from me,” Two Gent of Verona , act iii. sc. l)j— that S to evens ob- 

served, “It is well known that cars and carts have the same meaning;” 

and that Tyrwhitt proposed altering “cars" to “ cables ’*[1 ] -but we are not 

tuldthat Honmer gave “ drawn from us by th* ears •” which is also the 

emendation of Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector; and which, I must be allowed to 
think, Mr. Singer ( Shakespeare Vindicated , p. G6) treats with undeserved con- 
tempt. (Formerly “ bith” was not uncommon as the contraction of “by the 
and therefore “bith ears” might easily be corrupted into “ with cars ”)— The 

late Mr, Sidney AY alker’s alteration is “ drawn from vs with racks,” -ns 

I am informed by Mr. AY N. Let tsom, in whose opinion it is much preferable 
to Hanmerb. 

P. 3,3, ( i3 ) “ the stanicl” 8cc. 

Hamner’s correction.— The folio has “ the stallion,” &c. 


P. 34. (^ l ) “ some are born great," &c. 

Yhe folio has “some are become great* &c. 

P. 34, ( 25 ) “ champain” 

Hero tho folio has “champian:” but I have not retained that spelling, because 
in Xing Lear , act i, sc, L, it has “ AYith shadowie Forrests, and with Cham- 
pains rich’cl.” 


P* .33, ( 2G ) “ To the gates of Tartar &c, 

Mr. Comer declares that this “is to be rend,” with the Ms. Corrector "To the 
gates 0 / Tartar us, ’’-he and the Corrector having altogether overlooked Ihu 
follow mg passage in our author’s Henry V act ii. sc. 2,— 


“If that same demon, that hath gull’d theo thus, 
Should with his lion gait walk tho whole world, 
He might return to vasty Tartar back,” &e. 
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P. 37. ( 3 ?) “ construe” ' 

Here the folio lias “ conster.” See note ( 30 ) on The Taming of the Shrew , vol. 
ii. p. 504. (ILifl t( eonster” been a mere vulgarism, I should have retained it 
as perhaps not inappropriate in the mouth of the Clown; hut it is nothing 
moro than a variety of spelling.) 


P. 37. ( 2B ) “No^ Hite the haggard” &c. 

The folio has “And like the Haggard” &e. — Johnson remarks: “ The meaning 
[of the original reading] may he, that lie must catch every opportunity, as 
the wild hawlc strikes every bird. But perhaps it might be read more pro- 
perly, ‘ Not like the haggard.’ He must choose persons and times, and ob- 
serve tempers j lie must ily at proper game, like the trained hawk, and not fly 
at largo like the unreclaimed haggard , to seize all that comes in his way.” 
Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector also gives “ Not, like, the haggard” &c. •> and 
the alteration is indispensable, — for who can fail to perceive that Johnson 
would fasten on the old reading a sense which it will not bear ? (The line 
next above but two begins with “And:” lienee perhaps the error here.) 


P. 37. ( 2£l ) “But wise men, folly -fallen, quite taint their wit” 

So Capell and Tyrwliitfc. — Mr. Collier prints “But wise men’s folly fall'n quite 
taints their ioit” and calls it “ the old and correct reading:” but in the folio the 
line stands literatim thus, — “ But wisemens folly falne , quite taint their wit.” 


P. 39, ( 30 ) “ maugre all thy pride,” &c. 

Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector reads “ maugre all my pride” &c. Mr, W. N. 
I/ettsom observes to me; “The alteration ‘my’ is very specious; but does not 
Olivia allege 4 wit' and 4 reason' as the principles that are overpowered by her 
passion ? and docs not 1 pride' apply better hero to Cesario ?” 


P. 41. ( 3l ) 44 the youngest wren of nine comes,” 

Theobald’s correction, — The folio lias “ wren of mine comes.” 


P. 43. ( 38 ) 

44 And thanks , and ever thanks ; and oft good turns” &c. 

The folio lias 44 And thanhes: and cuer oft good turtles,” &c. — I adopt the 
emendation of Theobald, which doubtless is not far off from tho true read- 
ing-. — Sfceevcns fancier! that lie was improving Theobald’s emendation when 
ho ullorcd it to “ thanks: often good tw ns” &e,, — which, in fact, intro- 

duces a disagreeable abruptness of expression. Mr, W. N. Pettsom proposes 

“ thanks; though oft good turns” &e.— Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector gives 

“ And thanks , still thanks ; and very of t good turns” &c. 
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P. 45. ( 33 ) 

“ Mai. 1 Remember who commended thy yellow stockings 
Oli. Thy yellow stockings !” 

Mr. W. K. Lettsom would read “ OH My yellow stockings /” for Olivia lias no 
idea that Malvolio is quoting tlie letter; and when he presently continues 
“ Go to, thou art made, if thou desirest to be so,” she exclaims “ Am / made ? 


p, 40. ( 34 ) “ / have suid too much unto a heart of stone. 

And laid mine honour too unchary out” 

The folio has “ too unchary oil ’t which Mr. Collier and Mr. Knight 

erroneously retain (see my Few Notes, &e. p. 76). 


P. 51. ( 35 ) “ Sc ene V. The street adjoining Olivia’s garden . 

Enter Sir Tout Belch and Sir Andrew Aguecileeic.” 

In. the preceding page, Sir Toby, before going out, has desired Bahian to 
“stay by this gentleman” (Viola) till his return from talking with Sir An- 
drew : a little after, Bahian says to Viola, “will you walk towards him” (Sir 
Andrew) ? and accordingly makes Jus exit with her. Sir Toby now enters 
accompanied by Sir Andrew ; and though the folio does not mark a new 
scene, it is certain that, previous to tlie entrance of the two knights, the 
audience of Shakespeare’s days (who had no painted moveable scenery 
before their eyes) were to suppose a change of scene, Presently Antonio 
enters, draws liis sword in defence of Viola (whom he mistakes for Sebas- 
tian), and is arrested by the Officers : and from the speech of the Birsfc 
Officer, in act v, sc. 1, p. 62, we learn distinctly where his arrest took place; — 

“Here in the streets , desperate of shame and stato, 

In private brabble did we apprehend him,” — 

Sir Andrew, then, was waiting for the pretended page, “at the corner of the 
orchard,” p. 48, “at the orchard-one!,” p. 49,— that is, in the street at Lho 
extremity of Olivia’s orchard or garden: there Sir Toby had joined him; and 
thither Fabian and Viola walk,— I may add that the rather unsatisfactory 
stage-arrangements here were in a certain degree forced upon Shakespeare : 
lie found it necessary to get rid of Viola while Sir Toby was terrifying Sir 
Andrew with an account of his antagonist’s ferocity. (Siuco writing the 
above, I have examined a modern acting copy of the play; in it, the scone is 
changed here from “ A Boom in Olivia's house ” to “ Olivia's garden”) 


P. 53. ( 3t3 ) “And to his image , which methouglit did promise 
Most venerable worth , did I devotion. 

But O how vile an idol proves this god!” 

The Ms. Corrector reads “ Most veritable worth;” and, according to Mr. Col- 
lier, “ ‘ veritable* must have been the author’s own word.” But the context 
(* devotion, 1 “idol,” “god”) is decisive against the alteration, 
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P. 56. ( 37 ) K I am not tall enough &c. 

In most of the recent editions “tall” is altered to “fat;” and Tyrwhitt says 
“ I should have no objection to read — pah” ! 


P. 57. ( 3S ) “ Why, it hath hay-windows transparent as barricadoes , and the 
clear-stories &c. 

The folio has “ the c here stoves,” & c. — The second folio has “ the cleave 
stones,” &c, (which is defended by Mr. Hunter, New Must of Shakespeare, 
vol. i. p. 409 : “ what,” he aslcs, “ have clear-stories to do with the cell in which 
Malvolio was confined ?” As much surely as “ hay-windows ” have*) 


P. 59. ( 3£l ) “ Adieu, goodman drivel l” 

So Rowe in his ocL 1714 (and Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector). — The folio lias 
“ i good man diuoll.” 


P. 68. 0°) 

“ Where lie my maiden weeds; by ivhose gentle help 
1 was preserv'd to serve this noble count” 

Theobald roads “ my maid’s weeds ” (so, lower down, we have “ my maid's 

garments”); and he alters “ preserv'd ” to “ preferr’d” (comparing, 

“ I’ll serve this duke • 

Thou shaltjomewtf me,” & c. p. 6.) 


P.69. ( 4I ) “A most extracting frenzy f &c. 

Hero Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector alters “ extracting ” to “ distracting,” 
wrongly beyond doubt : see the notes of Malone and Steevens ad l, , and 
Richardson’s Diet, in v. Extract. 


P. 70. ( ,a ) 

“And now I do bethink me, it was she 
First told me thou wast mad ; then cam'st in smiling , 

Arid in such forms lohiclt here were presuppos'd 
Upon thee in the letter” 

In Shakespeare (as in other early writers) passages where the nominative is 
understood are frequent enough; and nothing can be plainer than that in the 
second of the above linos “earnest” Is equivalent to “cayn'st thou:” yet here 
Mr. Knight and Mr, Collier’s Ms. Corrector alter “ then ” to “ thou,” — not 
observing, it would seem, that “ then” is absolutely necessary for the sense. The 
Ms. Corrector also improperly changes “presuppos'd” to “pre-impos’d.” 
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F. 71. ( 43 ) 

M Oli, Alas, poor fool , /wa fiaue tficy baffled thee ! ” 

To prove how unnecessarily in the present passage Mr* Collier’s Ms, Corrector 
would substitute '‘'poor sour* fur “ poor fool”— Mr. Singer (j Shahespeare Vin- 
dicated, p, 70) has quoted from The Two Gentlemen of Verona, act iv. sc. 2, the 
exclamation of Julia, 

“ Alas, poor fool 1 why do I pity him 
That with Ins very heart despiseth me ?” — * 

I may also cite from The Winter's Tale , act ii. sc, 1, wliat Ilermione says to 
her attendant ladies, — 

not weep, good fools ; 

There is no cause/ 5 &e. 


r, 71, ( 4I ) “ yreatness thrown upon them.” 

Qy. is “ thrown " (instead of “ thrust’’) an oversight of the autlior ? or an error 
of the scribe or printer ? 
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DRAMATIS PERS0N2E. 


« 

Leontis, king of Sicilia. 

Mamillitts, his son, 

Camillo, "| 

Antigonus, ! M> T _ 

„ r Sicilian Lords. 

Cleomenes, 

Dion, J 

Otlior Sicilian Lords. 

Officers of a Court of Judicature. 

♦Sicilian Gentlemen, 

Polixenes, king of Bohemia. 

Elorizel, his son. 

Auchieamus, a Bohemian Lord, 

A Mariner. 

Gaoler. 

An old Shepherd, reputed father of Perdita. 

Clown, his son. 

Servant to the old Shepherd, 

AutolycuS, a rogue. 

IIermione, queen to Leontes, 

Perdita, daughter to Leontes and Ilevmione. 

Paulina, wife to Antigonus. 

Emilia, a ladj', 1 , _ 

^ T y attending on the Queen, 

Other Ladies, J 

Mom, 

^ V Shepherdesses. 

Dorcas, J x 

Attendants, Guards ; Shepherds and Shepherdesses, 
Time, as Chorus. 

Scene — Sometimes in Sicilia , sometimes in -Bohemia. 
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ACT I. 

Scene L Sicilia . An antechamber in the palace of 
Leontes. 

Enter Camillo and Archidamus. 

Arch . If you shall chance, Camillo, to visit Bohemia, on 
the like occasion whereon my services are now on foot, you 
shall see, as I have said, great difference betwixt our Bohe- 
mia and your Sicilia. 

Cam . I think, this coming summer, the King of Sicilia 
means to pay Bohemia the visitation which lie justly owes 
him. 

Arch, Wherein our entertainment shall shame us we will 
be justified in our loves ; for, indeed, — 

Cam . Beseech you, — 

Arch . Verily, I speak it in the freedom of my know- 
ledge : we cannot with such magnificence — in so rare — I 
know not what to say. — We will give you sleepy drinks, 
that your senses, unintelligent of our insufficicnce, may, 
though they cannot praise us, as little accuse us. 

Cam . You pay a great deal too dear for what’s given 
freely. 

Arch , Believe me, I speak as my understanding instructs 
me, and as mine honesty puts it to utterance. 

Cam , Sicilia cannot show himself over-kind to Bohemia. 
They were trained together in tlieir childhoods ; and there 
rooted betwixt them then such an affection, which cannot 
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choose but branch now. Since their more mature dignities 
and royal necessities made separation of their society, their en- 
counters, though not personal, have been royally attorn eyed, 
with interchange of gifts, letters, loving embassies ; that they 
have seemed to be together, though absent; shook hands, as 
over a vast ; and embraced, as it were, from the ends of op- 
posed winds. The heavens continue their loves! 

ArcJi , I think there is not in the world either malice or 
matter to alter it. You have an unspeakable comfort of your 
young prince Mamillius : it is a gentleman of the greatest 
promise that ever came into my note. 

Cam. I vei*y well agree with you in the hopes of him : 
it is a gallant child; one that, indeed, physics the subject, 
makes old hearts fresh : they that went on crutches ere he 
was born desire yet their life to see him a man. 

Arch. Would they else be content to die? 

Cam . Yes; if there were no other excuse why they should 
desire to live. 

Arch. If the king had no son, they would desire to live 
on crutches till he had one. [ Eoaeunt . 


Scene II. The same . A room of state in the palace* 

Enter Leontes, Polixexes, Heimione, Mamtllius, Camillo, and 
Attendants. 

Pol. Nine changes of the watery star have been 
The shepherd’s note since we have left our throne 
Without a burden : time as long again 
Would be fill’d up, my brother, with our thanks ; 

And yet we should, for perpetuity, 

Go hence in debt : and therefore, like a cipher, 

Yet standing in rich place, I multiply 
With one we -thank-you many thousands more 
That go before it. 

Leon . Stay your thanks awhile, 

And pay them when you part. 

Sir, that’s to-morrow. 
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I am question’d by my fears, of what may chance 
Or breed upon our absence ; that may blow 
No sneaping winds at home, to mate us say, 
u This is put forth too truly.” ( x ) Besides, I have stay'd 
To tire your royalty. 

Leon . We are tougher, brother, 

That you can put us to ’L 

Pol . No longer stay. 

Leon , One seven-night longer. 

Pol. Very sootlq to-morrow. 

Leon . We’ll part the time between’s, then: and in that 
I’ll no gainsaying. 

PoL Press me not, beseech you, so. 

There is no tongue that moves, none, none i* the world, 

So soon as yours, could win me : so it should now, 

Were there necessity in your request, although 
’Twerc needful I denied it. My affairs 
Do even drag me homeward : which to hinder, 

Were, in your love, a whip to me ; my stay, 

To you a charge and trouble: to save both, 

Farewell, our brother, 

Leon . Tongue-tied our queen ? speak you. 

Her. I had thought, sir, to have held my peace until 
You had drawn oaths from him not to stay. You, sir, 
Charge him too coldly. Tell him, you are sure 
All in Bohemia ’s well ; this satisfaction 
The by-gone day proclaim’d : say this to him, 

He ’s heat from his best ward. 

Leon . Well said, Hermione. 

Her. To tell, he longs to see his son, were strong : 

But let him say so then, and let him go ; 

But let him swear so, and he shall not stay, 

We’ll thwack him hence with dis tails. — ■ 

Yet of your royal presence [to Polixenes\ I’ll adventure 
The borrow of a week. When at Bohemia 
You take my lord. I’ll give him my commission 
To let him there a month behind the gest 
Prefix’d for ’s parting : — yet, good deed, Leontes, 
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I love thee not a jar o’ the clock behind 
What lady she ( 2 ) her lord. — -You’ll stay ? 

Pol. No, madam. 

Her. Nay, hut you will ? 

Pol . I may not, verily. 

Her. Verily! 

Y r ou put me off with limber vows ; but I, 

Though you would seek to unsphere the stars with oaths, 
Should yet say, iC Sir, no going.” Verily, 

You shall not go : a lady’s verily is 
As potent as a lord's. Will you go yet ? 

Force me to keep you as a prisoner, 

Not like a guest; so you shall pay your fees 

When you depart, and save your thanks. How say you ? 

My prisoner, or my guest ? by your dread verily, 

One of them you shall he. 

Pot. Your guest, then, madam: 

To be your prisoner should import offending; 

Which is for me -less easy to commit 
Than you to punish. 

Her. Hot your gaoler, then, 

But your kind hostdss. Come, 111 question you 
Of my lord’s tricks and yours when you were boys ; 

You were pretty lordings then ? 

Pol. We were, fair queen, 

Two lads that thought there was no more behind 
But such a clay to-morrow as to-day. 

And to be boy eternal. 

Her. Was not my lord the verier wag o’ the Uvo if 
Pol. We were as twinn’d lambs that did frisk i’ the sun, 
And bleat the one at the other : what we chang’d 
Was innocence for innocence ; we knew not 
The doctrine of ill-doing, nor dream’d 
That any did. Had we pursu’d that life, 

And our w r eak spirits ne’er been higher rear’d 
With stronger blood, we should have answer’d heaven 
Boldly, “Not guilty;” the imposition clear’d 
Hereditary ours. 



bOEM3 II.] 


THE WINTER’S TALE. 


87 


Her, By this we gather 

You have tripp’d since, 

Pol . 0 my most sacred lady, 

Temptations have since then been horn to ! s ! for 
In those unfledg’d days was my wife a girl ; 

Your precious self had then not cross’d the eyes 
Of my young play -fellow. 

Her. Grace to hoot ! 

Of this malce no conclusion, lest you say 
Your queen and I are devils : yet, go on ; 

The offences we have made you do, we’ll answer j 
If you first sinn’d with us, and that with us 
You did continue fault, and that you slipp’d not 
With any hut with us. 

Leon, Is he won yet? 

Iler, He’ll stay, my lord. 

Leon . At my request he would not. 

Hermione, my dearest, thou neve]* spok’st 
To better purpose. 

Her, Never ? 

Leon, Never, hut once. 

Her, What! have I twice said well? when was T before? 
I prithee tell me 5 cram ’s with praise, and make h 
As fat as tame things : one good deed dying tongueless 
Slaughters a thousand waiting upon that. 

Our praises are our wages : you may ride ’s 
With one soft kiss a thousand furlongs, ere 
With spur we heat an acre. But to the goal : — ( 3 ) 

My last good deed, was to entreat liis stay : 

What was my first ? it has an cider sister, 

Or I mistake you : O, would her name were Grace ! 

But once before I spoke to the purpose r when ? 

Nay, let me have 9 t; I long. 

Leon . Why, that was when 

Three crabbed months had sour’d themselves to death, 

Ere I could make thee open thy white hand, 

And clap thyself my love : then didst thou utter, 

“ I am yours for ever.” 

Her, 


It is Grace indeed. — 
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Why, lo you now, I have spoke to the purpose twice ; 

The one for ever earn’d a royal husband ; 

The other for some while a friend. 

[i Giving her hand to Polixenes. 
Leon . Too hot, too hot ! [Aside. 

To mingle friendship far, is mingling bloods, 

I have tremor cordis on me, — my heart dances ; 

But not for joy,—- not joy. — This entertainment 
May a free face put on ; derive a liberty 
From heartiness, from bounty, fertile bosom, ( 4 ) 

And well become the agent; ’t may, I grant : 

But to be paddling palms and pinching fingers, 

As now they are *, and making practis’d smiles. 

As in a looking-glass ; and then to sigh, as kwere 
The inort o* the deer; 0, that is entertainment 
My bosom likes not, nor my brows l — Mamillius, 

Art thou my boy ? 

dildM. Ay, my good lord. 

Leon, 1’ fecks ! 

Why, that '% my bawcock. What, hast smutch’d thy nose ?-~ 
They say, it J s a copy out of mine. Come, captain, 

We must be neat;- — not neat, but cleanly, captain ; 

And yet the steer, the heifer, and the calf, 

Are all call’d neat, — Still virginalling 

[ Observing Polixenes and Hermione . 
Upon his palm ?■ — How now, you wanton calf! 

Art thou my calf? 

Mam. ^ Yes, if you -will, my lord. 

Leon. Tliou want’st a rough pash, and the shoots that 1 
have, 

To be full like me yet they say we are 
Almost as like as eggs; women say so, 

That will say any thing : but were they false 
As o’er-dy’d blacks, as wind, as Waters,— false 
As dice are to be wish’d by one that fixes 
No bourn ’twixt his and mine ; yet were it true 
To say this boy were like me.— Come, sir page, 

Look on me with your welkin eye ; sweet villain • 

Most clear’st ! my collop !-Can % dam ?_may’t be ?_ 
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Affection ! thy intention stabs the centre : 

Thou dost make possible things not so held, 

Communicat’st with dreams; — (how can this be?) — 

With what ’s unreal thou coactive art, 

And fellow’st nothing : then ’tis very credent 
Thou mayst co-join with something; and thou dost, — 

And that beyond commission ; and I find it, — 

And that to the infection of nay brains 
And hardening of my brows. 

PoL What means Sicilia ? 

Iier . Pie something seems unsettled. 

Pol » How, my lord ! 

What cheer ? how is ’t with you, best brother ? ( 5 ) 

Her . You look 

As if you held a brow of much distraction : 

Are you mov’d, my lord 1 

Leon . No, in good earnest.— 

Plow sometimes nature will betray its folly, 

Its tenderness and make itself a pastime 
To harder bosoms ! — Looking on the lilies 
Of my boy’s face, methoughts ( 6 ) I did recoil 
Twenty-three years ; and saw myself unhreech’d, 

In my green velvet coat ; my dagger muzzled, 

Lest it should bite its master, and so prove, 

As ornaments oft do, too dangerous : 

How like, methought, I then was to this kernel, 

This squash, this gentleman. — Mine honest friend, 

Will you take eggs for money ? 

Mam . N o, my lord, I’ll fight. 

Leon . You will? why, happy man be ’s dole! — My bro- 
ther, 

Are you so fond of your young prince, as we 
Do seem to he of ours ? 

Pol . If at home, sir, 

Pie’s all my exercise, my mirth, my matter : 

Now my sworn friend, and then mine enemy ; 

My parasite, my soldier, statesman, all : 

He makes a July’s day short as December ; 
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And with his varying childness cures in me 
Thoughts that would thick my "blood. 

Leon. So stands this squire 

Offic’d with me : we two will walk, my lord, 

And leave you to your graver steps. — Hermione, 

Plow thou lov’st us, show in our brother’s welcome ; 

Let what is dear in Sicily he cheap : 

Next to thyself and my young rover, he’s 
Apparent to my heart. 

Her. If you would seek us, 

We are yours i 5 the garden : shall *s attend you there ? 

Leon. To your own bents dispose you : you’ll he found, 
Be you beneath the sky. — [Aside.~\ I am angling now, 
Though you perceive me not how I give line. 

Go to, go to ! [ Observing Polixenes and Hermione. 

How she holds up the neb, the bill to him ! 

And arms her with the boldness of a wife 
To her allowing husband l Gone already 1 

[Exeunt Polixenes , Hormone , and Attendants . 
Inch-thick, knee-deep, o’er head and ears a fork’d one ! — ■ 

Go, play, hoy, play thy mother plays, and I 
Play too ; but so disgrac’d a part, whose issue 
Will hiss me to my grave : contempt and clamour 
Will be my knell. — Go, play, boy, play. — There have 
been, 

Or I am much deceiv’d, cuckolds ere now ; 

And many a man there is (even at this present, 

Now while I speak this), holds his wife by the arm, 

That little thinks she has been sluic’d in ’s absence, 

And his pond fish’d by bis next neighbour, by 
Sir Smile, his neighbour : nay, there ’s comfort in % 

Whiles other men have gates, and those gates open’d. 

As mine, against their will : should all despair. 

That have revolted wives, the tenth of mankind 
Would hang themselves. Physic for ’t, there is none ; 

It is a bawdy planet, that will strike 

Where ’tis predominant ; and ’tis powerful, think it, 

From east, west, north, and south : be it concluded,' 



SCENE II.] 


THE WINTER’S TALE. 


01 


No barricado lor a belly ; lmow ’t ; 

It will let in and out the enemy 

With bag* and baggage : many thousand on ’s 

Have the disease, and feel ’t not. — How now, boy ! 

Mam . I am like you, they say. 

Leon . Why, that J s some comfort. — 

What, Camille there ? 

Cam , Ay, my good lord. 

Leon . Go play, Mamillius; thou’rt an honest man. 

[Lx it Mamillius . 

Camillo, this great sir will yet stay longer. 

Cam, You had much ado to make his anchor hold : 

When you cast out, it still came home. 

ZiGon . Didst note it ? 

Cam, He would not stay at your petitions 5 made 
His business more material. 

Leon . Didst perceive it? — ■ 

They’re here with me already 5 whispering, rounding, 

" Sicilia is a so -forth *tis far gone, 

When 1 shall gust it last.- — How came \ Camillo, 

That lie did stay ? 

Cam . At the good queen *s entreaty. 

Leon . At the queen’s be ’t : good should be pertinent; 
But, so it is, it is not. Was this taken 
By any understanding pate hut thine ? 

For thy conceit is soaking, will draw in 
More than the common blocks : — not noted, is ’t, 

But of the finer natures ? by some severals 
Of head-piece extraordinary ? lower messes 
Perchance are to this business purblind ? say. 

Cam, Business, my lord ! I think most understand 
Bohemia stays here longer. 

Leon. Ida ! 

Cam. Stays here longer. 

Leon. Ay, but why ? 

Cam. To satisfy your highness, and the entreaties 
Of our most gracious mistress. 

Leon. Satisfy 
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The entreaties of your mistress ! — satisfy ! — - 
Let that suffice. I have trusted thee, Camillo, 

With all the nearest things to my heart, as well 
My chamber-councils ; wherein, priest-like, thou 
Hast cleans’d my bosom, — I from thee departed 
Thy penitent reform’d : hut we have been 
Deceiv’d in thy integrity, deceiv’d 
In that which seems so. 

Cam . Be it forbid, my lord ! 

Leon. To bide upon % — thou art not honest ; or, 
If thou inclin’st that way, thou art a coward, 

Which boxes honesty behind, restraining 

From course requir’d ; or else thou must be counted 

A servant grafted in my serious trust, 

And therein negligent ; or else a fool, 

That see st a game play’d home, the rich stake drawn, 
And tak’st it all for jest. 

Cam. My gracious lord, 

I may he negligent, foolish, and fearful $ 

In every one of these no man is free, 

But that his negligence, his folly, fear, 

Among the infinite doings of the world, 

Sometime puts forth: in your affairs, my lord, 

If ever I were wilful-negligent. 

It was my folly ; if industriously 
I play’d the fool, it was my negligence, 

Not weighing well the end; if ever fearful 
To do a thing, where I the issue doubted, 

Whereof the execution did cry out 
Against the non-performance, ’twas a fear 
Which oft infects the wisest : these, my lord, 

Are such allow’d infirmities that honesty 
Is never free of. But, beseech your grace. 

Be plainer with me ; let me know my trespass 
By its own visage: if I then deny it, 

’Tis none of mine. 

Leon. Ha’ not you seen, Camillo, 

(But that’s past doubt, — you have, or your eye-glass 
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Is thicker than a cuckolds horn), or heard 
(For, to a vision so apparent, rumour 
Cannot be mute), or thought (for cogitation 
Resides not in that man that does not think) 

My wife is slippery ? If thou wilt confess 
(Or else be impudently negative, 

To have nor eyes nor ears nor thought), then say 
My wife ’s a hobbyhorse ; deserves a name 
As rank as any flax-wench that puts to 
Before her troth-plight : say \ and justify h. 

Cam , I would not be a stander-by to hear 
My sovereign mistress clouded so, without 
My present vengeance taken : ’shrew my heart, 

You never spoke what did become you less 
Than this ; which to reiterate were sin 
As deep as that, though true. 

Leon . Is whispering nothing ? 

Is leaning cheek to cheek ? is meeting noses ? 

Kissing with inside lip ? stopping the career 
Of laughter with a sigh ? (a note infallible 
Of breaking honesty) ; horsing foot on foot ? 

Skulking in corners ? wishing clocks more swift ? 
Hours, minutes ? noon, midnight ? and all eyes 
Blind with the pin and web, but theirs, theirs only, 
That would unseen be wicked ? is this nothing ? 

Why, then the world and all that ’s in h is nothing ; 
The covering sky is nothing ; Bohemia nothing ; 

My wife is nothing ; nor nothing have these nothings, 
If this be nothing. 

Cam, Good my lord, be cur’d 

Of this diseas’d opinion, and betimes ; 

For his most dangerous. 

Leon, Say it be, his true. 

Cam, No, no, my lord. 

Leon, It is ; you lie, you lie : 

I say thou liest, Camillo, and I hate thee ; 

Pronounce thee a gross lout, a mindless slave ; 

Or else a hovering temporizer, that' 
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Canst with thine eyes at once see good and evil, 

Inclining to them both: were my wife’s liver 
Infected as her life, she would not live 
The running of one glass. 

Cam. Who does infect her? 

Leon . Why, he that wears her like her( 7 ) medal, hanging 
About his neck, Bohemia : who — if I 
Had servants true about me, that bare eyes 
To see alike mine honour as their profits. 

Their own particular thrifts, — they would do that 
Which should undo more doing : ay, and thou, 

His cup-hearer, — whom I from meaner form 
Have bench’d, and rear’d to worship ; who mayat see 
Plainly, as heaven sees earth, and earth sees heaven, 

How I am galled, — mightst bespice a cup, 

To give mine enemy a lasting wink ; 

Which draught to me were cordial. 

Cam. Sir, my lord, 

I could do this, and that with no rash potion, 

But with a lingering dram, that should not work 
Maliciously like poison : but I cannot 
Believe this crack to be in my dread mistress. 

So sovereignly being* honourable. ( s ) 

I have lov’d thee,— 

Le0l [' Make that thy question, and go rot ! 

Dost think I am so muddy, so unsettled. 

To appoint myself in this vexation 5 sully 
The purity and whiteness of my sheets,— 

Winch to preserve is sleep, which being spotted 
Is goads, thorns, nettles, tails of wasps ; 

Give scandal to the blood o’ the prince my son, ■ 

WI10 I do think is mine, and love as mine, — - 
Without ripe moving to ’t ? Would I do this ? 

Could man so blench ? 

^ am * I must believe you, sir : 

I do 5 and will fetch off Bohemia for ’t ; 

Provided that, when lie ’s remov’d, your highness 
Wilt take again your queen as yours at first, 
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Even for your son’s sake ; and thereby for sealing 
The injury of tongues in courts and kingdoms 
Known and allied to yours. 

Leon . Thou dost advise me 

Even so as I mine own course have set clown : 

I’ll give no blemish to her honour, none. 

Cam . My lord, 

Gro then ; and with a countenance as clear 
As friendship wears at feasts, keep with Bohemia 
And with your queen. I am his cupbearer : 

If from me he have wholesome beverage. 

Account me not your servant. 

Leon , This is all : — 

Do ’t, and thou hast the one half of my heart ; 

Do ’t not, thou splitt’st thine own. 

Cam . I’ll do ’t, my lord. 

Leon, I will seem friendly, as thou hast advis’d me. 

\Lxit* 

Cam , 0 miserable lady ! — But, for me, 

'What case stand I in ? I must be the poisoner 
Of good Polixenes : and my ground to do ’t 
Is the obedience to a master ; one, 

Who, in rebellion with himself, will have 
All that are Ms so too. — To do this deed, 

Promotion follows : if I could lincl example 
Of thousands that had struck anointed kings, 

And flourish’d after, I’d not do ’t ; but since 
Nor brass nor stone nor parchment bears not one, 

Let villany itself forswear ’t. I must 
Forsake the court : to do ’t, or no, is certain 
To me a break-neck. — Happy star reign now ! 

Here comes Bohemia. 


Re-mtar Polixeues. 

Pol, This is strange : methinks 

My favour here begins to warp. Not speak ? — 
Good day, Camillo. 

Cam « Hail, most royal sir ! 

Pol, What is the news i’ the court ? 
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Cam* None rare, my lord. 

Pol* The king hath on him such a countenance 
As he had lost some province, and a region 
Lov’d as he loves himself : even now I met him 
With customary compliment ; when he, 

Wafting his eyes to the contrary, and falling 
A lip of much contempt, speeds from me ; and 
So leaves me, to consider what is breeding 
That changes thus his manners. 

Cam * I dare not know, my lord. 

Pol Howl dare not! do not. Do yon know, and dare 
not 

Be intelligent to me ? ’Tis thereabouts ; 

For, to yourself, what you do know, you must, 

And cannot say, you dare not. Good Camillo, 

Your chang’d complexions are to me a mirror, 

Which shows me mine chang’d too ; for I must be 
A party in this alteration, finding 
Myself thus alter’d with *t. 

Cam* There is a sickness 

Which puts some of us in distemper ; hut 
I cannot name the disease ; and it is caught 
Of you that yet are well. 

P°l How ! caught of me ! 

Make me not sighted like the basilisk : 

I have look’d oil thousands, who have sped the hotter 
By my regard, but kill’d none so. Camillo, — 

As you are certainly a gentleman ; thereto 
Clerk-like, experienc’d, which no less adorns 
Our gentry than our parents’ noble names, 

In whose success we are gentle, — I beseech you, 

It yon know aught which does hehove my knowledge 
Thereof to he inform’d, imprison ’t not 
In ignorant concealment. 

Cam* I may not answer. 

Pol* A sickness caught of me, and yet I well 1 
I must an/ ver’d. — Dost thou hear, Camillo, 

1 C ^4 Ji W a11 the parts of mail 

Whi i? acknowledge, — whereof the least 
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Is not this suit of mine, — that thou declare 
What incidency thou dost guess of harm 
Is creeping toward me ; how far off, how near *, 

Which way to he prevented, if to be ; 

If not, how best to bear it. 

Cam. Sir, I will tell you ; 

Since I am charg’d in honour, and by him 

That I think honourable : therefore mark my counsel, 

Which must he even as swiftly follow’d as 

I mean to utter it, or hoth yourself and me 

Cry lost, and so good night ! 

Pol . On, good Camillo, 

Cam . I am appointed him to murder you. 

Pol . By whom, Camillo ? 

Cam. By the king. 

Pol. For what ? 

Cam. He thinks, nay, with all confidence he swears, 
As he had seen’t, or been an instrument 
To vice you to’t, that you have touch’d his queen 
Forbiddenly, 

Pol , 0 , then my best blood turn 

To an infected jelly, and my name 
Be yok’d with his that did betray the best! 

Turn then my freshest reputation to 
A savour that may strike the dullest nostril 
Where I arrive, and my approach he shunn’d, 

Nay, hated too, worse than the great’st infection 
That e 5 er was heard or read! 

Cam. Swear his thought over( 9 ) 

By each particular star in heaven and 
By all their influences, you may as well 
Forbid the sea for to obey the moon. 

As, or by oath, remove, or counsel, shake 
The fabric of his folly, whose foundation 
Is pil’d upon his faith, and will continue 
The standing of his body, 

Pol . How should this grow ? 

Cam. I know not : but I am sure ’tis safer to 
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Avoid what’s grown than question how ’tis born. 

If, therefore, you dare trust my honesty, — 

That lies enclosed in this trunk, which you 
Shall bear along impawn’d, — away to-night. 

Your followers I will whisper to the business ; 

And will, by twos and threes, at several posterns, 

Clear them o’ the city : for myself, I’ll put 
My fortunes to your service, which are here 
By this discovery lost. Be not uncertain ; 

For, by the honour of my parents, I 

Have utter’d truth : which if you seek to prove, 

I dare not stand by ; nor shall you be safer 

Than one condemn’d by the king’s own mouth, thereon 

His execution sworn. 

Pol. I do believe thee : 

I saw his heart in ’s face. Give me thy hand : 

Be pilot to me, and thy places shall 

Still neighbour mine. My ships are ready, and 

My people did expect my hence departure 

Two days ago. — This jealousy 

Is for a precious creature : as she’s rare, 

Must it be great ; and, as his person’s mighty, 

Must it be violent ; and as he does conceive 
He is dishonour’d by a man which ever 
Profess’d to him, why, his revenges must 
In that he made more bitter. Fear o’ershades me : 

Good expedition be my friend, and(W) comfort 
The gracious queen, part of his theme, but nothing 
Of his ill-ta’en suspicion ! Come, Camillo ; 

I will respect thee as a father, if 

Thou bear’st my life off hence : let us avoid. 

Cam. It is in mine authority to command 
The kej s of all the posterns i please your highness 
To take the urgent hour : come, sir, away. r/g# 
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ACT II. 

Scene I. Sicilia . A room in the palace. 

Enter Heemione, Mamillius, and Ladies. 

Her . Take the hoy to you : he so troubles me, 

’Tis past enduring. 

First Lady « Come, my gracious lord, 

Shall I be your playfellow ? 

Mam. No, 111 none of you. 

First Lady. Why, my sweet lord ? 

Mam . You’ll kiss me hard, and speak to me as if 
I were a baby still, — I love you better. 

Sec. Lady , And why so, my lord ? 

Mam . Not for because 

Your brows are blacker ; yet black brows, they say, 

Become some women best, so that there be not 
Too much hair there, but in a semicircle, 

Or a half-moon made with a pen. 

Sec. Lady. Who taught ’this ? ( u ) 

Mam. I learn’ d it out of women’s faces. — Pray now 
What colour are your eyebrows ? 

First Lady . Blue, my lord. 

Mam . Nay, that’s a mock : I have seen a lady’s nose 
That has been blue, but not lier eyebrows. 

First Lady . Hark ye ; 

The queen your mother rounds apace : wc shall 

Present our services to a fine new prince 

One of these days ; and then you’d wanton with us, 

If we would have you. 

Sec. Lady. She is spread of late 

Into a goodly bulk : good time encounter her ! 

Her. What wisdom stirs amongst you ? Come, sir, now 
I am for you again : pray you, sit by us, 

And tell’s a tale. 

Mam. Merry or sad shall 9 t be ? 

Her. As merry as you will. 
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Mam . A sad tale’s best for winter : I have one 
Of sprites and goblins. 

Her. Let’s have that, good sir. 

Come on, sit down : — come on, and do your best 
To fright me with your sprites; you’re powerful at it. 

Mam . There was a man, — 

Her. Nay, come, sit down; then on. 

Mam . Dwelt by a churchyard : — I will tell it softly ; 
Yond crickets shall not hear it. 

Her. Come on, then, 

And give’t me in mine ear. 

j Enter Leoutes, Antigonus, Lords, and Guards. 

Leon. Was he met there ? iris train ? Camillo with him ? 
First Lord . Behind the tuft of pines I met them ; never 
Saw I men scour so on their way : I ey’d them 
Even to their ships. 

Leon. How blest am I 

In my just censure, in my true opinion! — 

Alack, for lesser knowledge ! how ac curs’d 
In being so blest! — There may be in the cup 
A spider steep’d, and one may drink, depart, 

And yet piartake no venom ; for his knowledge 
Is not infected : but if one present 
The abhorr’d ingredient to his eye, make known 
How he hath drunk, he cracks his gorge, his sides, 

With violent hefts : — I have (bunk, and seen tlic spider. 
Camillo was his help in this, his pander : — 

There is a plot against my life, my crown ; 

All’s true that is mistrusted : — that false villain. 

Whom I employ’d, was pre- employ’d by him : 

He has discover’d my design, and I 
Remain a pinch’d thing ; yea, a very trick 
For them to play at will. — How came the posterns 
So easily open ? 

First Lord . By his great authority ; 

Winch often bath no less prevail’d than so, 

On your command. 

Leon . 


I know ’t too well. — 
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Give me tlie boy : — I am glad you did not nurse him : 
Though he does bear some signs of me, yet you 
Have too much blood in him. 

Her. What is this ? sport ? 

Leon . Bear the boy hence ; he shall not come about her ; 
Away with him ! — and let her sport herself 

{Exit MamiUius, with some of the Guards * 
With that she’s big with ; — for ’tis Polixenes 
Has made thee swell thus. 

Her . But I’d say he had not, 

And I’ll be sworn you would believe my saying, 

Howe’er you lean to the nayward. 

Leon . You, my lords, 

Look on her, mark her well ; be but about 

To say “ she is a goodly lady,” and 

The justice of your hearts will thereto add, 

<f ’Tis pity she’s not honest, honourable 
Praise her but for this her without-door form 
(Which, on my faith, deserves high speech), and straight 
The shrug, the hum, or ha, —these petty brands 
That calumny doth use : — O, I am out, 

That mercy does j for calumny will sear 
Virtue itself: — these shrugs, these hums and ha’s, 

When you have said u she’s goodly,” come between, 

Ere you can say “ she’s honest but be ’t known, 

From him that has most cause to grieve it should be, 

She’s an adul tress. 

Her. Should a villain say so, 

The most replenish’d villain in the world, 

He were as much more villain : you, my lord, 

Do hut mistake. 

Leon . Y ou have mistook, my lady, 

Polixenes for Leontes : 0 thou thing, 

Which I’ll not call a creature of thy place. 

Lest barbarism, making me the precedent, 

Should a like language use to all degrees. 

And mannerly distinguishment leave out 
Betwixt the prince and beggar ! — I have said 
She’s an adultress , I have said with whom : 
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More, she’s a traitor ; and Camillo is 
A federary with her ; and one that knows, 

What she should shame to know herself 
But with her most vile principal, that she’s 
A bed-swerver, even as had as those 
That vulgars give bold’st titles ; ay, and privy 
To this their late escape* 

Her. No, by my life, 

Privy to none of this. How will this grieve you, 

When you shall come to clearer knowledge, that 
You thus have publish’d me ! Gentle my lord, 

You scarce can right me throughly then, to say 
You did mistake. 

Leon . No ; if I mistake 

In those foundations which I build upon, 

The centre is not "big enough to hear 
A school-boy’s top. — Away with her to prison ! 

He who shall speak for her is afar off guilty 
But that he speaks. 

Her . There’s some ill planet reigns : 

I must be patient till the heavens look 

With an aspect more favourable. — Good my lords, 

I am not prone to weeping, as our sex 
Commonly are, — the want of which vain dew 
Perchance shall dry your pities ; but I have 
That honourable grief lodg’d here which burns 
Worse than tears drown : beseech you all, my lords, 

With thoughts so qualified as your charities 
Shall best instruct you, measure me ; — and so 
The king’s will be perform’d ! 

Leon . Shall I be heard ? 

[To the Guards . 

Her , Who is’t that goes with me? — Beseech your high- 
ness, 

My women may be with me ; for, you see, 

My plight requires it.— Do not weep, good fools ; 

There is no cause : when you shall know your mistress 
Has deserv’d prison, then abound in tears 
As I come out : this action I now go on 
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Is for my better grace. — Adieu, my lord : 

I never wish’d to see you sorry ; now 
I trust I shall. — My women, come ; you have leave. 

Leon . Go, do our bidding ; hence ! 

[Exeunt Queen and Ladles , with Guards . 
First Lord . Beseech your highness, call the queen again. 
Ant . Be certain what you do, sir, lest your justice 
Prove violence ; in the which three great ones suffer, 
Yourself, your queen, your son. 

First Lord . For her, my lord, 

I dare my life lay down, and will do’t, sir, 

Please you to accept it, that the queen is spotless 
I’ the eyes of heaven and to you ; I mean, 

In this which you accuse her. 

Ant, If it prove 

She’s otherwise, I’ll keep my stables where 
I lodge my wife ; I’ll go in couples with her ; 

Than when I feel and see her no further trust her ; 

For every inch of woman in the world, 

Ay, every dram of woman’s flesh, is false, 

If she he. 

Leon. Flold your peaces. 

First Lord . Good my lord, — 

Ant . It is for you we speak, not for ourselves ; 

You are abus’d, and by some putter-on. 

That will be damn’d for’t ; would I knew the villain, 

I would land-damn ( l2 ) him. Be she honour-flaw’d, — 

I have three daughters ; the eldest is eleven ; 

The second and the third, nine and some five ; 

If this prove true, they’ll pay for’t : by mine honour, 

I’ll geld ’em all ; fourteen they shall not see, 

To bring false generations : they are co-heirs ; 

And I had rather glib myself than they 
Should not produce fair issue, 

Leon . Cease ; no more. 

You smell this business with a sense as cold 
As is a dead man’s nose : but I do see’t and feel’t, 

As you feel doing thus ; and see withal 
The instruments that feel. 
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AnL If it be so* 

We need no grave to bury honesty : 

There’s not a grain of it the face to sweeten 
Of the whole dungy earth. 

Leon . What! lack I credit? 

First Lord. I had rather you did lack than I, my lord, 
Upon this ground ; and more it would content me 
To have her honour true than your suspicion, 

Be blam’d for’t how you might. 

Leon. Why, what need we 

Commune with you of this, hut rather follow 
Our forceful instigation ? Our prerogative 
Calls not your counsels ; hut our natural goodness 
Imparts this : which, if you (or stupified, 

Or seeming so in skill) cannot or will not 
Helish a truth, like us, inform yourselves 
We need no more of your advice : the matter, 

The loss, the gain, the ordering 011% is all 
Properly ours. 

Ant. And I wish, my liege, 

You had only in your silent judgment tried it, 

Without more overture. 

Leon. How could that be ? 

Either thou art most ignorant by age, 

Or thou wert born a fool. Camillo’s flight, 

Added to their familiarity 

(Which was as gross as ever touch’d conjecture, 

That lack’d sight only, naught for approbation 

But only seeing, all other circumstances 

Made up to the deed), doth push on this proceeding : 

Yet, for a greater confirmation 

(Eor, in an act of this importance ’twere 

Most piteous to he wild), I have dispatch’d In post 

To sacred Delphos, to Apollo’s temple, 

Cleomenes and Dion, whom you know 
Of stuff’d sufficiency: now, from the oracle 
They will bring all ; whose spiritual counsel had, 

Shall stop or spur me. Have I done well ? 

First Lord . Well done, my lord. 
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Leon , Though I am satisfied, and need no more 
Than what I know, yet shall the oracle 
Give rest to the minds of others ; such as he 
Whose ignorant credulity will not 
Come up to the truth. So have we thought it good 
From our free person she should be confin’d, 

Lest that the treachery of the two fled hence 
Be left her to perform. Come, follow us ; 

We are to speak in public ; for this business 
Will raise us all. 

Ant , [aside, 'l To laughter, as I take it, 

If the good truth were known. [Exeunt, 


Scene II. The same. The outer room of a prison* 

Enter Paulina and Attendants. 

Paul, The keeper of the prison, — call to him ; 

Let him have knowledge who I am. [Exit an Attendant , 

Good lady ! 

No court in Europe is too good for thee ; 

What dost thou, then, in prison ? 

Be- enter Attendant, with the Gaoler. 

Now, good sir, 

You know me, do you not ? 

Gaol, For a worthy lady, 

And one who much I honour. 

Paul , Pray you, then, 

Conduct me to the queen. 

Gaol, I may not, madam : to the contrary 
I have express commandment. 

Paul, Here’s ado, 

To lock up honesty and honour from 
The access of gentle visitors ! — Is ’t lawful, 

Pray you, to see her women ? any of them ? 

Emilia ? 

Gaol . So please you, madam. 
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To put apart these your attendants, I 
Shall bring Emilia forth. 

Paul . I pray now, call her. — 

Withdraw yourselves. 

Gaol. And, madam, 

I must be present at your conference. 

Paul. Well, be *t so, prithee. 

Here’s such ado to make no stain a stain, 

As passes colouring. 

Re-enter Gaoler, with Emilia. 

Dear gentlewoman, 

How fares our gracious lady ? 

Emil. As well as one so great and so forlorn 
May hold together : on her frights and griefs 
(Which never tender lady hath borne greater), 

She is, something before her time, deliver’d. 

Paid. A hoy l 

Emil . A daughter ; and a goodly babe, 

Lusty, and like to live : the queen receives 
Much comfort lift; says, ft My poor prisoner, 

I am innocent as you.” 

Paul . I dare be sworn : — 

These dangerous unsafe lunes i’ the king, beshrew them ! 
He must be told on’t, and lie shall : the office 
Becomes a woman best ; I’ll take’t upon me : 

If I prove honey -mouth’d, let my tongue blister, 

And never to my red-look’d anger be 
The trumpet any more. — Pray you, Emilia, 

Commend my best obedience to the queen : 

If she dares trust me with her little babe, 

I’ll show’t the king, and undertake to be 
Her advocate to the loud’st. We do not know 
How he may soften at the sight o’ the child ; 

The silence often of pure innocence 
Persuades, when speaking fails. 

Emil. Most worthy madam, 

Your honour and your goodness is so evident, 

That your free undertaking cannot miss 


[. Exeunt Attend. 
[ Exit Gaoler. 
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A thriving issue : there is no lady living 
So meet for this great errand. Please your ladyship 
To visit the next room, I’ll presently 
Acquaint the queen of your most noble offer ; 

Who but to-day hammer’d of this design, 

But durst not tempt a minister of honour. 

Lest she should be denied. 

Paul . Tell her, Emilia, 

I’ll use that tongue I have : if wit flow from ’t, 

As boldness from my bosom, let ’t not be doubted 
I shall do good. 

Emil* Now be you bless’ d for it ! 

I’ll to the queen: please you, come something nearer. 

Gaol. Madam, if ’t please the queen to send tlie babe, 

I know not what I shall incur to pass it, 

Having no warrant. 

Paul . You need not fear it, sir : 

The child was prisoner to the womb, and is, 

By law and process of great nature, thence 
Freed and enfranchis’d ; not a party to 
The anger of the king, nor guilty of, 

If any be, the trespass of the queen. 

Gaol . I do believe it. 

Paul . Do not you fear : upon mine honour, I 
Will stand betwixt you and danger. [Exeunt. 


Scene III. The same . A room in the palace. 

Enter Leontes, Antigonus, Lords, and Attendants. 

Leon. Nor night nor day no rest : it is but weakness 
To bear the matter thus, — mere weakness. If 
The cause were not in being, — part o’ the cause, 

She the adulircss ; for the harlot king 
Is quite beyond mine arm, out of tlie blank 
And level of my brain, plot-proof ; but slie 
I can hook to me say that she were gone, 
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Given to the fire, a moiety of my rest 
Might come to me again. — Who’s there ? 

First Alien, [ advancing .] My lord? 

Leon . How does the hoy ? 

First Atten . He took good rest to-night ; 

’Tis hop’d his sickness is discharg’d. 

Leon. To see his nobleness ! 

Conceiving the dishonour of his mother, 

He straight declin’d, droop’d, took it deeply, 

Fasten’d and fix’d the shame on’t in himself, 

Threw off his spirit, his appetite, his sleep, 

And downright languish’d. — “Leave me solely : — go, 

See how he fares. [Exit First Atten.'] — Fie, fie \ no thought 
of him ; — 

The very thought of my revenges that way 
Recoil upon me : in himself too mighty, 

And in his parties, his alliance, — let him be, 

Until a time may serve : for present vengeance, 

Take it on her. Camillo and Polixenes 
Laugh at me, make their pastime at my sorrow : 

They should not laugh, if I could reach them ; nor 
Shall she, within my power. 

Enter Paulina, with a child. 

First Lord . You must not enter. 

Paul . Nay, rather, good my lords, be second to me : 

Fear you his tyrannous passion more, alas,, 

Than the queen’s life ? a gracious innocent sou], 

More free than he is jealous. 

Ant . That’s enough. 

Sec . Alien. Madam, he hath not slept to-night ; com- 
manded 

None should come at him, 

Paul . Not so hot, good sir : 

I come to bring him sleep. ’Tis such as you,— 

That creep like shadows by him, and do sigh 
At each liis needless lieavings, — such as you 
Nourish the cause of his awaking : I 
Do come, with words as med’cinal as true. 
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Honest as either, to purge him of that humour 
That presses him from sleep* 

Leon . What noise there, ho ? 

Paul. No noise, my lord ; but needful conference 
About some gossips for your highness. 

Leon . How ! — 

Away with that audacious lady ! — Antigorms, 

I charg’d thee that she should not come about me : 

I knew she would. 

Ant . I told her so, my lord, 

On your displeasure’s peril and on mine, 

She should not visit you. 

Leon . What, canst not rule her ? 

Paul . From all dishonesty he can: in this 
(Unless he take the course that you have done, 

Commit me for committing honour), trust it, 

He shall not rule me. 

Ant . La you now, you hear : 

When slie will take the rein, I let her run ; 

But she’ll not stumble. 

Paul . Good my liege, I come, — 

And, I beseech you, hear me, who professes 
Myself your loyal servant, your physician, 

Your most obedient counsellor; yet that dares 
Less appear so, in comforting your evils, 

Than such as most seem yours : — I say, I come 
From your good queen. 

Leon . Good queen I 

Paul . Good queen, my lord, good queen; I say good 
queen ; 

And would by combat make her good, so were I 
A man, the worst about you. 

Leon. Force her hence. 

Paul . Let him that makes but trilles of his eyes 
First hand me : on mine own accord I’ll off; 

But first I’ll do my errand. — The good queen, 

For she is good, hath brought you forth a daughter ; 

Here ’tis ; commends it to your blessing. 

[Laying dozen the child . 
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Leon . Out! 

A mankind witch ! Hence with her, out o’ door : 

A most infcelligencing bawd! 

Paul , Not so : 

I am as ignorant in that as you 

In so entitling me ; and no less honest 

Than you are mad ; which is enough. I’ll warrant, 

As this world goes, to pass for honest. 

Leon. Traitors ! 

Will you not push her out ? — Give her the bastard : — 

Thou dotard [to Antigomts]> thou art woman-tiCd, un- 
roosted 

By thy dame Paitlet here : — take up the bastard; 

Take’t up, I say ; give’t to thy crone. 

Paul, For ever 

Unvenerable be thy hands, if thou 
Tak’st up the princess by that forced baseness 
Which he has put upon’t ! 

Leon. He dreads his wife. 

Paul < So I would you did ; then ’twere past all doubt 
You’d call your children yours. 

Leon, A nest of traitors ! 

Ant. I am none, by this good light. 

Laul. Nor I; nor any, 

But one, that’s here, and that’s himself ; for he 
The sacred honour of himself, his tpueen’s, 

His hopeful son’s, his babe’s, betrays to slander, 

Whose sting is sharper than the sword’s ; and will not 
(For, as the case now stands, it is a curse 
He cannot he compell’d to’t) once remove 
The root of his opinion, which is rotten 
As ever oak or stone was sound. 

^ eon • A callat 

Of boundless tongue, who late hath beat her husband, 

And now baits me !— This brat is none of mine • 

It is the issue of Pplixenes : 

Hence with it ; and, together with the dam, 

Commit them to the lire ! 

P au ?' It is yours ; 
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And, might we lay the old proverb to your charge. 

So like you, ’tis the worse. — Behold, my lords, 
Although the print be little, the whole matter 
And copy of the father, — eye, nose, lip ; 

The trick of ’s frown ; his forehead ; nay, the valley, 
The pretty dimples of ’s chin and cheek 5 his smiles; 
The very mould and frame of hand, nail, finger : — 

And thou, good goddess Nature, which hast made it 
So like to him that got it, if thou hast 
The ordering of the mind too, ’mongst all colours 
No yellow in’t, lest she suspect, as he does, 

Her children not her husband’s ! 

Leon . A gross hag ! — 

And, losel, thou art worthy to he bang’d, 

That wilt not stay her tongue. 

Ant . Hang all the husbands 

That cannot do that feat, you’ll leave yourself 
Hardly one subject. 

Leon. Once more, take her hence, 

Paul. A most uii worthy and unnatural lord 
Can do no more. 

Leon . I’ll lia’ thee burn’ch 

Paul , I care not : 

It is an heretic that makes the fire, 

Not she which burns in’t. Ill not call you tyrant; 

But this most cruel usage of your queen 

(Not able to produce more accusation 

Than your own weak-liinge’d fancy) something savours 

Of tyranny, and will ignoble make you, 

Yea, scandalous to the world. 

Leon . On your allegiance, 

Out of the chamber with her i Were I a tyrant, 
Where were her life ? she durst not call me so, 

If she did know me one. Away with her 1 

Paul , I pray you, do not push me ; 111 he gone. — 
Look to your babe, my lord ; ’tis yours : Jove send her 
A better guiding spirit! — What needs these hands ? 
You, that are thus so tender o’er his follies, 
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Will never do him good, not one of you. 

So, so : — farewell ; we are gone. [Exit. 

Leon. Thou, traitor, hast set on thy wife to this. — 

My child? away wifh’t! — even thou, that hast 
A heart so tender o’er it, talce it hence. 

And see it instantly consum’d with fire ; 

Even thou, and none hut thou. Take it up straight : 

Within this hour bring me word *tis done 
(And by good testimony), or I’ll seize thy life, 

With what thou else call’st thine. If thou refuse, 

And wilt encounter with my wrath, say so ; 

The bastard-brains with these my proper hands 
Shall I dash out. Go, take it to the fire ; 

For thou sett’st on thy wife. 

Ant. I did not, sir : 

These lords, my noble fellows, if they please, 

Can clear me in’t. 

First Lord . We can : — my royal liege, 

He is not guilty of her coming hither. 

Leon. You Te liars all. 

First Lord. Beseech your highness, give us better credit; 
We have always truly serv’d you ; and beseech 
So to esteem of us: and on our knees we beg 
(As recompense of our dear services 
Past and to come), that you do change this purpose. 

Which being so horrible, so bloody, must 
Lead on to some foul issue : we all kneel. 

Leon* I am a feather for each wind that blows : — 

Shall I live on, to see this bastard kneel 
And call me father ? better burn it now 
Than curse it then. But be it ; let it live 
It shall not neither.— You, sir, come you hither; 

[To /Intig onus. 

You that have been so tenderly officious 
With Lady Margery, your midwife, there, 

To save this bastard’s life,— for ’tis a bastard. 

So sure as thy(«) beard’s grey.-what will you adventure 
To save this brat’s life ? 
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Ant . Any thing, my lord, 

That my ability may undergo. 

And nobleness impose : at least, thus much, — 

I’ll pawn the little blood which I have left 
To save the innocent: — any thing possible. 

Leon . It shall be possible. Swear by this sword 
Thou wilt perforin my bidding. 

Ant . I will, my lord. 

Leon . Mark, and perform it, — seest thou ? for the fail 
Of any point in ’t shall not only be 
Death to thyself, but to thy lewd-tongu’d wife, 

Whom for this time we pardon. We enjoin thee, 

As thou art liegeman to us, that thou carry 
This female bastard hence ; and that thou bear it 
To some remote and desert place, quite out 
Of our dominions ; and that there thou leave it, 

Without more mercy, to its own protection 
And favour of the climate. As by strange fortune 
It came to us, I do in justice charge thee, 

On thy soul’s peril and thy body’s torture, 

That thou commend it strangely to some place, 

Where chance may nurse or end it. Take it up. 

Ant , I swear to do this, though a present death 
Had been more merciful. — Come on, poor babe a 
Some powerful spirit instruct the kites and ravens 
To be thy nurses ! Wolves and bears, they say, 

Casting their savageness aside, have done 
Like offices of pity. — Sir, be prosperous 
In more than this deed does require ! — and blessing, 

Against this cruelty, fight on thy side, 

Poor thing, condemn’d to loss ! [ Exit with the child . 

Leon . No, I’ll not rear 

Another’s issue. 

See. Alien. Please your highness, posts, 

Prom those you sent to the oracle, are come 
An hour since : Cleomenes and Dion, 

Being well arriv’d from Delphos, are both landed, 

Hasting to the court. 

vol. ni. 


r 
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First Lord. So please you, sir, their speed 

Hath been beyond account. 

Zeo7i. Twenty-three clays 

They have been absent : 5 tis good speed ; foretells 
The great Apollo suddenly will have 
The truth of this appear. Prepare you, lords ; 

Summon a session, that we may arraign 
Our most disloyal lady ; for, as she hath 
Been publicly accus’d, so shall she have 
A just and open trial. While she lives, 

My heart will be a burden to me, Leave me ; 

And think upon my bidding, [Exeunt. 


ACT III. 

Scene L Sicilia . A street in some town * 

Enter Cleoitenes and Dion. 

Cleo, The climate’s delicate ; the air most sweet ; 
Fertile the isle ; the temple much surpassing 
The common praise it bears. 

Bwn* I shall report. 

For most it caught me, the celestial habits 
(Methinhs I so should term them) and the reverence 
Of the grave wearers. 0, the sacrifice ! 

How ceremonious, solemn, and unearthly 
It was i* the offering ! 

Cleo. But, of all, the burst 

And the ear-deafening voice o’ the oracle, 

Kin to Jove’s thunder, so surpriz’d my sense, 

That I was nothing. 

If the event o’ the journey 
Prove as successful to the queen, — 0 be’t so !— 

As it hath been to us rare, pleasant, speedy. 

The time is worth the use on’t. 
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Cleo. Great Apollo 

Turn all to the best ! These proclamations, 

So forcing faults upon Hermione, 

I little like. 

Dion . The violent carriage of it 

Will clear or end the business : when the oracle 
(Thus by Apollo’s great divine seal’d up) 

Shall the contents discover, something rare 

Even then will rush to knowledge. — Go, — fresh horses ; — 

And gracious be the issue ! [Exeunt 


Scene II. The same. A court of justice. 

Leontes, Lords, and Officers, discovered. 

Leon . This sessions (to our great grief, we pronounce) 
Even pushes ’gainst our heart ; — the party tried, 

The daughter of a king, our wife, and one 
Of us too much h clov’d. Let us be clear’d 
Of being tyrannous, since we so openly 
Proceed in justice; which shall have due course, 

Even to the guilt or the purgation.— 

Produce the prisoner. 

Off. It is his highness’ pleasure that the queen 
Appear in person here in court. 

Crier . Silence ! ( i4 ) 

Hermione is brought in guarded; Paulina and Ladies attending. 

Leon . Read the indictment. 

Off. [reads.] “Hermione, queen to the worthy Leontes, long of 
Sicilia, thou art here accused and arraigned of high treason, in com- 
mitting adultery with Polixenes, king of Bohemia, and conspiring 
with Camillo to take away the life of our sovereign lord the king, 
thy royal husband : the pretence whereof being by circumstances 
partly laid open, thou, Hermione, contrary to the faith and alle- 
giance of a true subject, didst counsel and aid them, for their better 
safety, to fly away by night.” 

Her . Since what I am to say must be but that 
Which contradicts my accusation, and 
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The testimony on my part no other 

But what comes from myself, it shall scarce boot me 

To say, “Not guilty mine integrity 

Being counted falsehood, shall, as I express it, 

Be so receiv’d. But thus, — if powers divine 
Behold our human actions (as they do), 

I doubt not, then, but innocence shall make 
False accusation blush, and tyranny 
Tremble at patience. — You, my lord, best know 
(Who least will seem to do so) my past life 
Hath been as continent, as chaste, as true, 

As I am now unhappy : which is more 
Than history can pattern, though devis’d 
And play’d to take spectators ; for, behold me, — - 
A fellow of the royal bed, which owe 
A moiety of the throne, a great king’s daughter, 
The mother to a hopeful prince, — here standing 
To prate and talk for life and honour ’fore 
Who please to come and hear. For life, I prize it 
As I weigh grief, which I would spare : for honour, 
’Tis a derivative from me to mine ; 

And only that I stand for. I appeal 
To your own conscience, sir, before Polixenes 
Came to your court, how I was in your grace, 

How merited to be so ; since he came, 

With what encounter so un current I 
Have strain’d, to appear thus: if one jot beyond 
The hound of honour, or in act or will 
That way inclining, harden’d be the hearts 
Of all that hear me, and my near’st of kin 
Cry, Fie, upon my grave ! 

Leon . I ne’er heard yet 

That any of these bolder vices wanted 
Less impudence to gainsay what they did 
Than to perforin it first. 

Her. That’s true enough ; 

Though Tis a saying, sir, not due to me. 

Leon . You will not own it. 

Her . 


More than mistress of 
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Which comes to me in name of fault, I must not 
At all acknowledge. For Polixenes 
(With whom I am accus’d), I do confess 
I lov’d him, as ill honour he requir’d ; 

With such a kind of love as might become 
A lady like me ; with a love even such, 

So and no other, as yourself commanded: 

Which not to have done, I think had been in me 
Both disobedience and ingratitude 
To you and toward your friend ; whose love had spoke, 
Even since it could speak, from an infant, freely, 

That it was yours. Now, for conspiracy, 

I know not how it tastes ; though it be dish’d 
For me to try how : all I know of it 
Is, that Camillo was an honest man ; 

And why he left your court, the gods themselves, 
Wotting no more than I, are ignorant. 

Leon . You knew of his departure, as you know 
What you have underta’en to do in ’s absence. 

Her. Sir, 

You speak a language that I understand not: 

My life stands in the level of your dreams, 

Which I’ll lay down. 

Leon. Your actions are my dreams ; 

You had a bastard by Polixenes, 

And I but dream’d it : — as you were past all shame 
(Those of your fact are so), so past all truth : 

Which to deny concerns more than avails ; for as 
Thy brat hath, been cast out, like to itself. 

No father owning it (which is, indeed, 

More criminal in thee than it), so thou 
Shalt feel our justice ; in whose easiest passage 
Look for no less than death. 

Her . Sir, spare your threats : 

The bug which you would fright me with, I seek. 

To me can life he no commodity : 

The crown and comfort of my life, your favour, 

I do give lost ; for I do feel it gone. 

But know not how it went: my second joy, 
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And first-fruits of my body, from his presence 
I am barr’d, like one infectious : my third comfort, 

S taxi’d most unluckily, is from my breast, 

The innocent milk in its most innocent mouth, 

Hal’d out to murder : myself on every post 
Proclaim’d a strumpet ; with immodest hatred, 

The child-bed privilege denied, which ’longs 
To women of all fashion ; lastly, hurried 
Here to this place, i’ the open air, before 
I have got strength of limit. Now, my liege, 

Tell me what blessings I have here alive, 

That I should fear to die ? Therefore, proceed. 

Eut yet hear this ; mistake me not ; — no life, — 

I prize it not a straw : — but for mine honour 
(Which I would free), if I shall he condemn’d 
Upon surmises, — all proofs sleeping else. 

But what your jealousies awake, — I tell you, 

*Tis rigour, and not law. — Your honours all, 

I do refer me to the oracle : 

Apollo be my judge ! 

First Lord . This your request 

Is altogether just : — therefore, bring forth, 

And in Apollo’s name, his oracle. {Exeunt certain Officers. 

Her , The Emperor of Russia was my father : 

0 that he were alive, and here beholding 
His daughter’s trial ! that he did hut see 
The flatness of my misery, — yet with eyes 
Of pity, not revenge ! 

Re-enter Officers, with Gueomenes anid Dion. 

Offi . You here shall swear upon this sword of justice, 
That you, C-leomenes and Dion, have 
Been both at Delphos ; and from thence have brought 
This seal’d-up oracle, by the hand deliver’d 
Of great Apollo’s priest ; and that, since then, 

You have not dar’d to break the holy seal, 

Nor read the secrets in J t. 

Cleo. and Lion, All this we swear. 

Leon. Break up the seals, and read. 
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Qffi. [reads . ] {( Hermione is chaste; Polixenes blameless; Ca- 
millo a true subject; Leoutes a jealous tyrant; Ms innocent babe 
truly begotten ; and the king shall live without an heir, if that which 
is lost be not found.” 

Lords . Now blessed be the great Apollo! 

Her . Praised i 

Leon . Hast thou read truth ? 

0£L Ay ; my lord ; even so 

As it is here set down, 

Leon. There is no truth at all i’ the oracle : 

The sessions shall proceed : this is mere falsehood. 

Enter cm Attendant, hastily. 

Atten . My lord tile king, the king ! 

Leon. What is the business ? 

Atten . 0 sir, I shall be hated to report it ! 

The prince your son, with mere conceit and fear 
Of the queen’s speed, is gone. 

Leon. How ! gone ! 

Atten. Is dead. 

Leon. Apollo’s angry ; and the heavens themselves 
Do strike at my injustice, [llermione faints ,] How now 
there ! 

Paul . This news is mortal to the queen look down, 

And see what death is doing, 

Leon. Take her hence : 

Her heart is but o’ercharg’d; she will recover: — 

I have too much believ’d mine own suspicion : — 

Beseech you, tenderly apply to her 
Some remedies for life. — Apollo, pardon 

[ Exeunt Paulina and Ladies , with llermione. 
My great profaneness ’gainst thine oracle ! — 

I’ll reconcile me to Polixenes ; 

New woo my queen ; recall the good Camillo, 

Whom I proclaim a man of truth, of mercy ; 

For, being transported by my jealousies 
To bloody thoughts and to revenge, I chose 
Camillo for the minister, to poison 
My friend Polixenes : which had been done, 
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But that the good mind of Camillo tardied 
My swift command, though I with death and with 
Reward did threaten and encourage him, 

Not doing it and being done : he, most humane, 

And fill’d with honour, to my kingly guest 
Unclasp’d my practice ; quit his fortunes here, 

Which yon knew great ; and to the hazard ( 1S ) 

Of all incertainties himself commended, 

No richer than his honour : — how he glisters 
Thorough my rust ! and how his piety 
Does my deeds make the blacker ! 

Re-enter Paulina. 

PauL Woe the while I 

0, cut my lace, lest my heart, cracking it, 

Break too ! 

First Lord . What fit is this, good lady ? 

Paul What studied torments, tyrant, hast for me ? 
What wheels ? racks ? fires ? what flaying ? boiling 
In leads or oils ? what old or newer torture 
Must I receive, whose every word deserves 
Po taste of thy most worst ? Thy tyranny 
Together working with thy jealousies,— * 

Fancies too weak for boys, too green and idle 
For girls of nine,— 0, think what they have done. 

And then run mad indeed, — stark mad ! for all 
Thy by-gone fooleries were but spices of it. 

That thou hetray’dst Polixenes, ’twas nothing,— 

That did but show thee, of a fool, inconstant, 

And damnable in grateful nor was ’t much, 

Thou wouldst have poison’d good Canullo’s honour, 

To have him kill a king ; — poor trespasses, 

More monstrous standing by : whereof I reckon 
The casting forth to crows thy baby daughter, 

To be or none, or little,— though a devil 
Would have shed water out of fire ere done 9 t; 

Nor is t directly laid to thee, the death 

Of the young prince, whose honourable thoughts 

(Thoughts high for one so tender) cleft the heart. 
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That could conceive a gross and foolish sire 
Blemish’d his gracious dam : this is not, no, 

Laid to thy answer : hut the last, — 0 lords, 

When I have said, cry, Woe ! — the queen, the queen, 

The sweet’st, dear’s! creature’s dead; and vengeance for’t 
Not dropp’d down yet. 

First Lord . The higher powers forbid ! 

Paul. I say she’s dead ; I’ll swear ’t. If word nor oath 
Prevail not, go and see ; if you can bring 
Tincture or lustre in her lip, her eye, 

Heat outwardly or breath within, I’ll serve you 
As I would do the gods. — But, 0 thou tyrant! 

Do not repent these things ; for they are heavier 
Than all thy woes can stir : therefore betake thee 
To nothing but despair. A thousand knees 
Ten thousand years together, naked, fasting, 

Upon a barren mountain, and still winter 
In storm perpetual, could not move the gods 
To look that way thou wcrt. 

Leon . Go on, go on : 

Thou canst not speak too much ; I have deserv’d 
All tongues to talk their bitterest. 

First Lord . Say no more : 

Howe’er the business goes, you have made fault 
1’ the boldness of your speech. 

Paul . ‘ I am sorry for 5 t : 

All faults I make, when I shall come to know them, 

I do repent. Alas, I have show’d too much 

The rashness of a woman t he is touch’d 

To the noble heart. — What’s gone, and what’s past help, 

Should be past grief : do not receive affliction 

At my petition ; ( 16 ) I beseech you, rather 

Let me be punish’d, that have minded you 

Of what you should forget Now, good my liege, 

Sir, royal sir, forgive a foolish woman : 

The love I bore your queen, — lo, fool again ! — 

I’ll speak of hex no more, nor of your children ; 

I’ll not remember you of my own lord, 
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Who is lost too : take your patience to you, 

And 111 say nothing. 

Leon . Thou didst speak hut well. 

When most the truth ; which I receive much better 
Th^x to be pitied of thee. Prithee, bring me 
To the dead bodies of my queen and son : 

One grave shall be for both ; upon them shall 

The causes of their death appear, unto 

Our shame perpetual. Once a day 111 visit 

The chapel where they lie; and tears shed there 

Shall be my recreation : so long as nature 

Will bear up with this exercise, so long 

I daily vow to use it, Come, and lead me 

To these sorrows. [Exeunt. 


Scene III. Bohemia. A desert country near the sea . 
Enter Antigonus with the Child , and a Mariner. 

Ant. Thou art perfect, then, our ship hath touch’d upon 
The deserts of Bohemia ? 

Mar. Ay, my lord ; and fear 

We have landed in ill time : the skies look grimly, 

And threaten present blusters. In my conscience, 

The heavens with that we have in hand are angry, 

And frown upon ’s. 

Ant. Their sacred wills be done ! — Go, get aboard ; 

Look to tby bark : 111 not be long before 
I call upon thee. 

Mar. Make your best baste ; and go not 
Too far i’ the land: 5 tis like to be loud weather; 

Besides, this place is famous for the creatures 
Of prey that keep upon’t. 

Ant. Go thou away : 

111 follow instantly. 

Mar. I am glad at heart 

To be so rid o’ the business. [Exit. 
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Ant . Come, poor babe : — 

I have heard (but not believ’d), the spirits o’ the dead 
May walk again : if such thing be, thy mother 
Appear’d to me last night ; for ne’er was dream 
So like a waking. To me comes a creature, 

Sometimes her head on one side, some another; 

I never saw a vessel of like sorrow. 

So fill’d and so becoming :( 17 ) in pure white robes, 

Like very sanctity, she did aj)proach 
My cabin where I lay ; thrice bow’d before me ; 

And, gasping to begin some speech, her eyes 
Became two spouts : the fury spent, anon 
Did this break from her : “ Good Antigonus, 

Since fate, against thy better disposition, 

Hath made thy person for the thrower- out 
Of my poor babe, according to thine oath, — 

Places remote enough are in Bohemia, 

There weep, and leave it crying ; and, for the habe 
Is counted lost for ever, Perdita, 

I prithee, call’t. For this ungentle business, 

Put on thee by my lord, thou ne’er shalt see 
Thy wife Paulina more — and so, with shrieks, 

She melted into air. Affrighted much, 

I did in time collect myself ; and thought 
This was so, and no slumber. Dreams are toys : 

Yet, for this once, yea, supers titiously, 

I will be squar'd by this. I do believe 
Ilermione hath suffer’d death ; and that 
Apollo would, this being indeed the issue 
Of King Polixenes, it should here be laid, 

Either for life or death, upon the earth 

Of its right father. — Blossom, speed thee well ! 

[ Laying dozen the child. 

There lie ; and there thy character : there these ; 

[. Laying down a bundle . 

Which may, if fortune please, both breed thee, pretty, 

And still rest thine. — The storm begins : — poor wretch, 

That, for thy mother’s fault, art thus expos’d 
To loss and what may follow ! — Weep I cannot. 
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But my heart hleeds : and most accurs’d am I 
To he by oatli enjoin’d to this. — Farewell ! — 

The clay frowns more and more : — thou *rt like to have 

A lullaby too rough : — I never saw 

The heavens so dim by day. — A savage clamour ! — 

Well may I get aboard! — This is the chase : 

I am gone for ever. [Exit, pursued by a bear . 

Enter an old Shepherd. 

She *p. I would there were no age between ten and three- 
and-twentjj or that youth would sleep out the rest; for there 
is nothing in the between but getting wenches with child* 
wronging the ancientry* stealing* fighting — Hark you now ! 
— Would any hut these boiled brains of nineteen and two- 
an cl -twenty hunt this weather ? They have scared away 
two of my best sheep* which I fear the wolf will sooner find 
than the master : if any where I have them, *tis by the sea- 
side* hr owning of ivy. Good luck, an’t be thy will ! what 
have we here? [Taking up the child.] Mercy on’s* a bairn; 
a very pretty bairn ! A boy or a child* I wonder ? A pretty 
one ; a very pretty one : sure* some scape : though I am not 
bookish* yet I can read waiting-gentlewoman in the scape. 
This lias been some stair-work* some trunk-work* some be- 
h i n d-d o or- work : they were warmer that got this than the 
poor thing is here. I’ll take it up for pity : yet I’ll tarry till 
my son come ; he hollaed but even now. — Whoa, ho* hoa ! 

Clo . [within,] Hilloa* loa ! 

Shep, What, art so near ? If thou'lt see a thing to talk 
on when thou art dead and rotten* come hither. 

Enter Clown. 

What ailest thou* man ? 

Clo. I have seen two such sights* by sea and by land !~~~ 
hut I am not to say it is a sea* for it is now the sky; betwixt 
the firmament and it you cannot thrust a bodkin’s point, 

Shep . Why, hoy* how is it ? 

Clo. I would you did but see how it chafes* how it rages, 
how it takes up the shore! — but that’s not to the point. 0, the 
most piteous cry of the poor souls! sometimes to see ’em, 
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and not to see ’em ; now the ship boring the moon with her 
main-mast, and anon swallowed with yest and frothy as you’d 
thrust a cork into a hogshead. And then for the land-service, — 
to see how the bear tore out his shoulder-bone; how he cried 
to me for helj), and said his name was Antigonus, a noble- 
man : — but to make an end of the ship, — to see how the sea 
flap-dragoned it : — but, first, how the poor souls roared, and 
the sea mocked them ; — and how the poor gentleman roared, 
and the hear mocked him, both roaring louder than the sea 
or weather. 

Shep. Name of mercy, when was this, hoy ? 

Clo . Now, now; I have not winked since I saw these 
sights : the men are not yet cold under water, nor the bear 
half dined on the gentleman, — he ’s at it now. 

Shep. Would I had been by, to have helped the old man ! 

Clo . I would you had been by the ship-side, to have helped 
her ; there your charity would have lacked footing. 

Shep. Heavy matters ! heavy matters ! hut look thee here, 
hoy. Now bless thyself : thou met test with things dying, I 
with things new-born. Here’s a sight for thee ; look thee, 
a bearing-cloth for a squire’s child ! look thee here ; take up, 
take up, boy; open’t. So, let ’s see : — it was told me I should 
he rich by the fairies; this is some changeling; — open’t. 
What’s within, b Toy ? 

Clo . You’re a made old man : if the sins of your youth 
are forgiven you, you’re well to live. Gold! all gold 1 

Shep . This is fairy gold, boy, and ’twill prove so : up 
with % keep it close ; home, home, the next way. We are 
lucky, hoy ; and to he so still, requires nothing but secrecy. 
— Let my sheep go :■ — come, good boy, the next way home. 

Clo . Go you the next way with your findings. I’ll go see 
if the bear be gone from the gentleman, and how much he 
hath eaten : they are never curst, but when they are hungry : 
if there he any of him left, I’ll bury it. 

Shep. That’s a good deed. If thou mayest discern by that 
which is left of him, what he is, fetch me to the sight of him. 

Clo . Marry, will I ; and you shall help to put him i’ the 
ground. 

Shep. ’Tis a lucky day, boy, and well do good deeds on’t, 

[Exeunt. 
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ACT XV. 

Enter Time, as Chorus. 

Time . I, — that please some, try all; both joy and terror 
Of good and bad ; that make and unfold error, — 

Now take upon me, in the name of Time, 

To use my wings. Impute it not a crime 
To me or my swift passage, that I slide 
O’er sixteen years, and leave the growth untried 
Of that wide gap ; since it is in my power 
To o’er throw law, and in one self-born hour 
To plant and o’erwhelm custom. Let me pass 
The same I am, ere ancient’st order was, 

Or what is now receiv’d : I witness to 
The times that brought them in ; so shall I do 
To the freshest tilings now reigning, and make stale 
The glistering of this present, as my tale 
Now seems to it. Your patience this allowing, 

I turn my glass, and give my scene such growing 
As you had slept between. Leontes leaving 
The effects ofliis fond jealousies, so grieving 
That he shuts up himself ; imagine me. 

Gentle spectators, that I now may be 
In fair Bohemia; and remember well, 

I mention’d a son o’ the king’s, which Florizel 
I now name to you ; and with speed so pace 
To speak of Perdita, now grown in grace 
Equal with wondering : what of her ensues, 

I list not prophesy ; hut let Time’s news 

Be known when ’tis brought forth : — a shepherd’s daughter, 

And what to her adheres, which follows after, 

Is the argument of Time. Of this allow. 

If ever you have spent time worse ere now ; 

If never, yet that Time himself doth say 

Pie wishes earnestly you never may. [Exit. 
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Scene I. Bohemia . A room in the palace of Polixenes, 

Enter Polixenes and Camillo. 

Pol . I pray thee, good Camillo, be no more importunate: 
’tis a sickness denying thee any thing ; a death to grant this. 

Cam . It is fifteen years since I saw my country : though 
I have, for the most part, been aired abroad, I desire to lay 
my bones there. Besides, the penitent king, my master, 
hath sent for me ; to whose feeling sorrows I might be some 
allay, or I o’erween to think so, — which is another spur to 
my departure. 

Pol . As thou lovest me, Camillo, wipe not out the rest of 
thy services by leaving me now: the need I have of thee, 
thine own goodness hath made ; better not to have had thee 
than thus to want thee : thou, having made me businesses, 
which none, without thee, can sufficiently manage, must 
cither stay to execute them thyself, or take away with thee 
the very services thou hast done; which if I have not enough 
considered (as too much I cannot), to he more thankful to 
thee shall be my study ; and my profit therein, the heaping 
friendships. Of that fatal country Sicilia, prithee speak no 
more ; whose very naming punishes me with the remem- 
brance of that penitent, as thou callest him., and reconciled 
king, my brother ; whose loss of his most precious queen and 
children are even now to be afresh lamented. Say to me, 
when sawest thou the Prince Plorizel, my son ? Kings are 
no less unhappy, their issue not being gracious, than they 
are in losing them when they have approved their virtues. 

Cam . Sir, it is three days since I saw the prince. "What 
his happier affairs may be, are to me unknown : but I have 
missingly noted, he is of late much retired from court, and 
is less frequent to his princely exercises than formerly he 
hath appeared. 

Pol, I have considered so much, Camillo, and with some 
care ; so far, that I have eyes under my service which look 
upon his removedness ; from whom I have this intelligence : 
— that he is seldom from the house of a most homely shep- 
herd ; a man, they say, that from very nothing, and beyond 
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the imagination of his neighbours, is grown into an unspeak- 
able estate. 

Cam. I have heard, sir, of such a man, who hath a daugh- 
ter of most rare note : the report of her is extended more 
than can he thought to begin from such a cottage. 

Pol . That’s likewise part of my intelligence. But I fear 
the angle that plucks our son thither. Thou shalt accom- 
pany us to the place ; where we will, not appearing what we 
are, have some question with the shepherd ; from whose sim- 
plicity I think it not uneasy to get the cause of my son’s 
resort thither. Prithee, he my present partner in this busi- 
ness, and lay aside the thoughts of Sicilia. 

Cam , I willingly obey your command. 

PoL My best Camillo! — We must disguise ourselves. 

[. Exeunt . 


Scene II. The same . A road near the Shepherd's cottage . 

Enter Autolycus, singing. 

Wlien daffodils begin to peer, — 

With, hey ! the doxy over the dale, — 

Why, then comes in the sweet o’ the year • 

Tor the red blood reigns in the winter’s pale. 

The white sheet bleaching on the hedge, 

With, hey ! tlxe sweet birds, O, how they sing !— 

Doth set my pugging tooth on edge ; 

For a quart of ale is a disli for a king. 

The lark, that tirra-lirra chants, — ■ 

With, hey ! with, hey ! ( 18 ) the thrush and the jay,— 

Are summer songs for me and my aunts, 

While we lie tumbling in the hay. 

I have served Prince Florizel, and, in my time, wore three- 
pile 5 but now I am out of service : 

But shall I go mourn for that, my dear 1 [Singing. 

The pale moon shines by night : 

And when I wander here and there, 

I then do most go right. 
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If tinkers may have leave to live, 

And bear the sow-skin budget, 

Then my account I well may give. 

And in the stocks avouch it. 

My traffic is sheets ; when the kite builds, look to lesser 
linen. My father named me Autolycus ; who being, as I 
am, littered under Mercury, was likewise a snapper-up of 
unconsidered trifles. With die and drab I purchased this 
caparison ; and my revenue is the silly-cheat : gallows and 
knock are too powerful on the highway ; heating and hang- 
ing are terrors to me ; for the life to come, I sleep out the 
thought of it. — A prize ! a prize ! 

Enter Clown, 

Clo. Let me see: — every ’leven wether tods; every tod 
yields pound and odd shilling ; fifteen hundred shorn, what 
comes the wool to ? 

Aut . If the springe hold, the cock’s mine. [Aside. 

Clo . I cannot do’t without counters. — Let me see ; what 
am I to buy for our sheep-shearing feast ?( 19 ) Three pound of 
sugar; five pound of currants; rice — what will this sister 
of mine do with rice ? But my father hath made her mis- 
tress of the feast, and she lays it on. She hath made me 
four-and- twenty nosegays for the shearers, — three-man song- 
men all, and very good ones ; but they are most of them 
means and bases ; hut one puritan amongst them, and he 
sings psalms to hornpipes. I must have saffron, to colour 
the warden-pies ; mace, dates, — none, that’s out of my note ; 
nutmegs, seven; a race or two of ginger, — hut that I inay 
beg; four pound of prunes, and as many of raisins o’ the sun. 

Aut . O that ever I was bom! [Grovelling on the ground . 

Clo . I* the name of me, — 

Aut . 0 , help me, help me ! pluck but off these rags ; 
and then, death, death ! 

Clo. Alack, poor soul ! thou hast need of more rags to 
lay on thee, rather than have these off. 

Aut . O sir, the loathsomeness of them offend ( 20 ) me more 
than the stripes I have received, which are mighty ones and 
millions. 
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Clo. Alas, poor man ! a million of beating may come to 
a great matter. 

Aut . I am robbed, sir, and beaten ; my money and ap- 
parel ta’en from me, and these detestable things put upon me. 

Clo. What, by a horseman or a footman ? 

Aut. A footman, sweet sir, a footman. 

Clo. Indeed, he should be a footman by the garments 
he has left with thee : if this be a horseman’s coat, it hath 
seen very hot service. Lend me thy hand, I’ll help tliee : 
come, lend me thy hand. [. Helping him up. 

Aut , 0, good sir, tenderly, O ! 

Clo. Alas, poor soul I 

Aid . 0, good sir, softly, good sir ! I fear, sir, my shoul- 
der-blade is out. 

Clo. How now ! canst stand ? 

Aut . Softly, dear sir [ picks his pockeb\ ; good sir, softly. 
You ha’ done me a charitable office. 

G7o. Dost lack any money ? I have a little money for 
thee, 

Aid. No, good sweet sir; no, I beseech you, sir: I have 
a kinsman not past three quarters of a mile hence, unto 
whom I was going ; I shall there have money, or any thing 1 
want : offer me no money, I pray you, — that kills my heart. 

Clo . What manner of fellow was he that robbed you ? 

Aut. A fellow, sir, that I have known to go about with 
troll -my-dames : I knew him once a servant of the prince : I 
cannot tell, good sir, for which of his virtues it was, but he 
was certainly whipped out of the court. 

Clo % His vices, you would say; there’s no virtue whipped 
out of the court : they cherish it, to make it stay there ; and 
yet it will no more but abide. 

Aid. Yices, I would say, sir. I know this man well : he 
hath been since an ape-bearer ; then a process-server, — a 
bailiff; then he compassed a motion of the Prodigal Son, and 
married a tinker’s wife within a mile where my land and liv- 
ing lies ; and, having flown over many knavish professions, 
lie settled only in rogue : some call him Aulolycus. 

Clo. Out upon him! prig, for my life, prig: he haunts 
wakes, fairs, and bear-baitings. 
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Jut. Very true* sir ; lie, sir, lie ; that’s the rogue that put 
me into this apparel. 

Clo. Not a more cowardly rogue in all Bohemia: if you 
had hut looked big and spit at him, he 5 d have run. 

Jut. I must confess to you, sir, I am no fighter : I am 
false of heart that way; and that he knew, I warrant him. 

Clo . How do you now ? 

Jut . Sweet sir, much better than I was ; I can stand and 
walk : I will even take my leave of you, and pace softly to- 
wards my kinsman’s. 

Clo* Shall I bring thee on the way ? 

Jut . No, good-faced sir ; no, sweet sir. 

Clo. Then fare thee well : I must go buy spices for our 
sheep -shearing. 

Jut. Prosper you, sweet sir ! [ Exit Clown . 3 Your purse 
is not hot enough to purchase your spice. I’ll he with you 
at your sheep -shearing too : if I make not this cheat bring 
ont another, and the shearers prove sheep, let me he un- 
rolled, and my name put in the book of virtue ! 

Jog on, jog on, the footpath way, 

And merrily Lent the stile-a : 

A merry heart goes all the day, 

Your sad tires in a mile-a. 


[ Sings . 
[Exit. 


Scene III. The same. J lawn before a Shepherd’s cottage. 

Enter Florizel and Perdita. 

Flo. These your unusual weeds to each part of you 
Do give a life : no shepherdess ; hut Flora 
Peering in April’s front. This your sheep-shearing 
Is as a meeting of the petty gods, 

And you the queen on’fc. 

Per , Sir, my gracious lord. 

To chide at your extremes, it not becomes me, — 

O, pardon, that I name them ! — your high self, 

The gracious mark o’ the land, you have obscur’d 
With a swain’s wearing ; and me, poor lowly maid, 
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Most goddess-like prank’d up : but that our feasts 
In every mess have folly, and the feeders 
Digest it with a custom, I should blush 
To see you so attir'd; swoon/ 31 ) I think, 

To show myself a glass. 

I bless the time 

When in y good falcon made her flight across 
Thy father’s ground. 

_p eTm Now Jove afford you cause ! 

To me the difference forges dread ; your greatness 
Hath not been us’d to fear. Even now I tremble 
To think, your father, by some accident, 

Should pass this way, as you did : O, the Fates ! 

How would he look, to see his work, so noble, 

Vilely bound up ? What would he say ? Or how 
Should I, in these my borrow’d flaunts, behold 
The sternness of his presence ? 

Flo. Apprehend 

Nothing but jollity. The gods themselves, 

Humbling their deities to love, have taken 
The shapes of beasts upon them : Jupiter 
Became a bull, and bellow’d ; the green Neptune 
A ram, and bleated; and the Are -rob’d god, 

Golden Apollo, a poor humble swain, 

As I seem now : — their transformations 
Were never for a piece of beauty rarer, — 

Nor in a way so chaste, since nay desires 
Itun not before mine honour, nor my lusts 
Burn hotter than my faith. 

Per. 0, but, sir, 

Your resolution cannot hold, when , tis 
Oppos’d, as it must be, by the power of the king : 

One of these two must be necessities. 

Which then will speak, — that you must change this purpose, 
Or I my life. 

Flo. Thou dearest Perdita, 

With these forc’d thoughts, I prithee, darken not 
The mirth o’ the feast: or I’ll be thine, my fair. 

Or not my father’s ; for I cannot be 
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Mine own, nor any thing to any, if 
I be not thine : to this I am most constant, 

Though destiny say no. Be merry, gentle ; 

Strangle such thoughts as these with any thing 
That you behold the while. Your guests are coming : 

Lift up your countenance, as it were the day 
Of celebration of that nuptial which 
We two have sworn shall come. 

Per. O lady Fortune, 

Stand you auspicious! 

Flo. See, your guests approach : 

Address yourself to entertain them sprightly. 

And let’s be red with mirth. 

Enter Shepherd, with Polixehes and Camillo disguised; Clown, 
Mopsa, Dorcas, and other Shepherds and Shepherdesses. 

Shep, Fie, daughter ! when my old wife liv’d, upon 
This day she was both pan tier, butler, cook ; 

Both dame and servant; welcom’d all ; serv’d all ; 

Would sing her song and dance her turn ; now here, 

At upper end o’ the table, now i’ the middle ; 

On his shoulder, and his ; her face o’ fire 
With labour, and tlie thing she took to quench it, 

She would to each one sip. You are retir’d, 

As if you were a feasted one, and not 
The hostess of the meeting : pray you, hid 
These unknown friends to ’s welcome ; for it is 
A way to make us better friends, more known. 

Come, quench your blushes, and present yourself 
That which you are, mistress o’ the feast : come on, 

And bid us welcome to your sheep -shearing, 

As your good flock shall prosper. 

Per. Sir, welcome ; [To Pol . 

It is my father’s will I should take on me 
The hostess-ship o’ the day : — you ’re welcome, sir. — 

[To Camilla . 

Give me those flowers there, Dorcas, — Reverend sirs, 

For you there’s rosemary and rue ; these keep 
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Seeming and savour all the winter long: 

Grace and remembrance be to you both, 

And welcome to our shearing ! 

Pol. Shepherdess 

(A fair one are you), well you fit our ages 
With flowers of winter. 

Per. Sir, the year growing ancient, — 

Not yet on summer’s death, nor on the birth 
Of trembling winter, — the fairest flowers o’ the season 
Are our carnations, and streak’d gillyvors. 

Which some call nature’s "bastards : of that kind 
Our rustic garden’s barren ; and I care not 
To get slips of them. 

TV. Wherefore, gentle maiden, 

Do you neglect them ? 

TV\ Tor 1 have heard it said, 

There is an art which, in tlieir piedness, shares 
With great creating nature. 

TV. Say there be ; 

Yet nature is made better by no mean, 

But nature makes that mean : so, o’er that art 
\\ hieh you say adds to nature, is an art 
That nature makes. You see, sweet maid, we marry 
A gentler scion to the wildest stock, 

And make conceive a hark of baser kind 


By hud of nobler race : this is an art 

Which does mend nature, — change it rather ; but 

The art itself is nature. 

TV. So it is. 

PoL Then make your garden rich in gillyvors, 
And do not call them bastards, 

■^ er% ^ I’ll not put 

The dibble hi earth to set one slip of them • 

No more than, were I painted, I would wish 
This youth .should say, twete well, and only therefore 
De.-ire to breed by me.-Here’s flowers for you- 
iiot lavender, mints, savory, marjoram ; 

Ihe marigold, that goes to bed wi’ the sun, 
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And with him rises weeping : these are flowers 
Of middle summer, and, I think, they are given 
To men of middle age. YeTe very welcome. 

Cam . I should leave grazing, were I of your flock, 

And only live by gazing. 

Per . Out, alas! 

You’d be so lean, that blasts of January 
Would blow you through and through.* — Now, my fair’st 
friend, 

I would I had some flowers o’ the spring that might 
Become your time of day; — and yours, and yours. 

That wear upon your virgin branches yet 
Your maidenheads growing : — O Proserpina, 

For the flowers now, that, frighted, thou letflst fall 
From Dis’s wagon ! daffodils. 

That come before the swallow dares, and take 
The winds of March with beauty ; violets, dim, 

But sweeter than the lids of Juno’s eyes 
Or Cytberea’s breath; pale primroses, 

That die unmarried, ere they can behold 
Bright Phoebus in his strength, — a malady 
Most incident to maids ; hold oxlips and 
The crown-imperial ; lilies of all kinds, 

The flower-de-luce being one ! O, these I lack, 

To make you garlands of ; and my sweet friend, 

To strew him o’er and o’er ! 

Flo , What, like a corse ? 

Per, No, like a hank for love to lie and play on ; 

Not like a corse ; or if, — not to he buried, 

But quick, and in mine arms. — Come, take your flowers : 
Methinks I play as I have seen them do 
In Whitsun pastorals ; sure, this robe of mine 
Does change my disposition. 

Flo . Wliat you do 

Still betters what is done. When you speak, sweet, 

I’d have you do it ever : when you sing, 

I’d have you buy and sell so ; so give alms ; 

Pray so ; and, for the ordering your affairs, 

To sing them too: when you do dance, I wish you 
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A wave o' the sea, that you might ever do 
Nothing hut that ; more still, still so, 

And own no other function : each your doing, 

So singular in each particular. 

Crowns what you are doing in the present deeds, 

That all your acts are queens. 

p vrm 0 Doricles, 

Your praises are too large : hut that youi youth. 

And the true blood which peeps fairly through it, 

Do plainly give you out an unstain d shepherd, 

With wisdom I might fear, my Doricles, 

You woo’d me the false way. 

Flo. I think you have 

As little skill to fear as I have purpose 
To put you to *t.— -But, come ; our dance, I pray r 
Your hand, my Perdita : so turtles pair, 

That never mean to part. 

Per. Pll swear for ’em. 

Pol This is the prettiest low-born lass that ever 
Kan on the green-sward : nothing she does or seems 
Eut smacks of something greater than herself, 

Too noble for this place. 

Cam. He tells her something 

That makes her blood look out : ( 22 ) good sooth, she is 
The queen of curds and cream. 

Clo. Come on, strike up ! 

Dor. Mopsa must be your mistress : marry, garlic, 

To mend her kissing with. 

Mop, Now, in good time ! 

Ch. Not a word, a word ; wc stand upon our manners. — 
Come, strike up l 

[Music. Here a dance of Shepherds and Shepherdesses, 
Pol. Pray, good shepherd, wliat fair swain is this 
Which dances with your daughter ? 

S 'hep. They call him Doricles ; and boasts himself 
To have a worthy feeding : but I have it 
Upon his own report, and I believe it ; 

He looks like sooth. He says lie loves my daughter : 

I think so too ; for never gaz’d the moon 
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Upon the water, as he’ll stand, and read, 

As ’twere, my daughter’s eyes : and, to be plain, 

1 think there is not half a kiss to choose 
Who loves another best, 

Pol . She dances featly. 

Shop* So she does any thing ; though I report it. 

That should be silent : if young Doricles 
Do light upon her, she shall bring him that 
Which he not dreams of. 

Enter a Servant. 

Sew, 0 master, if you did but hear the pedler at the 
door, you would never dance again after a tabor and pipe ; 
no, the bagpipe could not move you ; he sings several tunes 
faster than you’ll tell money ; he utters them as lie had eaten 
ballads, and all men’s ears grew to his tunes. 

Clo, He could never come better : he shall come in : I 
love a ballad hut even too well ; if it be doleful matter 
merrily set clown, or a very pleasant tiling indeed and sung 
lamentably. 

Sew, He hath songs for man or woman, of all sizes, — no 
milliner can so fit his customers with gloves: he has the pret- 
tiest love-songs for maids ; so without bawdxy, which is strange ; 
with such delicate burdens of (i clildos” and “fadings,” “jump 
her and thump her and where some stretch-mouthed rascal 
would, as it were, mean mischief, and break a foul gap (23) into 
the matter, he makes the maid to answer, “Whoop, do me no 
harm, good man puts him off, slights him, with “ Whoop, 
do me no harm, good man.” 

Pol . This is a brave fellow, 

Clo, Believe me, thou talkest of an admirable-conceited 
fellow. Has he any unbraided wares ? 

Serv, He hath ribands of all the colours i’ the rainbow ; 
points more than all the lawyers in Bohemia can learnedly 
handle, though they come to him by the gross ; inkles, cad- 
disscs, cambrics, lawns : why, he sings ’em over, as they 
were gods or goddesses; you would think, a smock were a 
she -an gel, he so chants to the sleeve-hand, and the work 
about the square on’t. 
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Clo. Pritlaee, bring him in; and let him approach singing. 

Per. Forewarn him that he use no scurrilous words in’s 
tunes. [ Exit Servant . 

Clo. You have of these pcdlers, that have more in them 
than you’d think, sister. 

Per. Ay, good brother, or go about to think. 

Enter Autoiycus, singing. 

Lawn as white as driven snow ; 

Cyprus black as e’er was crow ; 

Gloves as sweet as damask roses ; 

Masks for faces and for noses ; 

E ugle-bracelet, necklace-amber, 

Perfume for a lady’s chamber ; 

Golden quoifs and stomachers, 

For my lads to give tlieir dears ; 

Pins and poking-sticks of steel, 

What maids hick from head to heel : 

Come buy of me, come j come buy, come buy ; 

Euy, lads, or else your lasses cry : 

Come buy. 

Clo . If I were not in love with Mopsa, thou slioulclst take 
no money of me ; but being enthralled as I am, it will also be 
the bondage of certain ribands and gloves. 

Mop. I was promised them against the feast ; but they 
come not too late now. 

Dor. He hath promised you more than that, or there be 
liars. 

Mop . He hath paid you all he promised you : may be, he 
has paid you more, — which wall .shame you to give him again. 

Clo . Is there no manners left among maids ? will they 
wear their plackets where they should hear their faces ? Is 
there not milking-time, when you are going to bed, or kiln- 
hole, to wliistle off these secrets, hut you must be tittle-tat- 
tling before all our guests? ’tis well they are whispering. 
Clamour your tongues, and not a word more. 

Mop. I have done. Coine, you promised me a tawdry- 
lace and a pair of sweet gloves. 

Clo . Have I not told thee how I was cozened by the way, 
and lost all my money ? 
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Aut . And, indeed, sir, there are cozeners abroad; there- 
fore it behoves men to be wary. 

Clo. Fear not thou, man, thou shalt lose nothing here. 

Aut . I hope so, sir ; for I have about me many parcels of 
charge. 

Clo. What hast here ? ballads ? 

Mop. Pray now, buy some : I love a ballad in print a- 
life ; for then we are sure they are true. 

Aut . Here’s one to a very doleful tune, How a usurer’s 
wife was brought to bed of twenty money-bags at a burden, 
and how she longed to eat adders’ heads and toads carbona- 
doed. 

Mop . Is it true, think you ? 

Aut . Very true j and hut a month old. 

Dor, Bless me from marrying a usurer l 

Aut . Plere’s the midwife’s name to’ t, one Mistress Tale- 
porter, and five or six honest wives’ that were present. Why 
should I carry lies abroad ? 

Mop. Pray you now, buy it. 

Clo . Come on, lay it by : and let’s first see more ballads ; 
we’ll buy the other things anon. 

Aut , Here’s another ballad, Of a fish, that appeared upon 
the coast on Wednesday the fourscore of April, forty thou- 
sand fathom above water, and sung this ballad against the 
hard hearts of maids : it was thought she was a woman, and 
was turned into a cold fish for she would not exchange flesh 
with one that loved her: the ballad is very pitiful, and as true. 

Dor. Is it true too, think you ? 

Aut. Five justices 5 hands at it, and witnesses more than 
my pack will hold. 

Clo. Lay it by too : another. 

Aut. This is a merry ballad, but a very pretty one. 

Mop. Let’s have some merry ones. 

Aut. Why, this is a passing merry one, and goes to the 
tune of, fC Two maids wooing a man there’s scarce a maid 
westward but she sings it; ’tis in request, I can tell you. 

Mop. We can both sing it; if thou’lt bear a part, thou 
shalt hear ; ’tis in three parts. 

Dor . We had the tune on’t a month ago. 
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AuL I can bear my part; you must know ’tis my occu- 
pation : have at it with you. 


Wong. 

. Get you hence, for I must go ; 

Where, it fits not you to know. 

1). Whither \ M. 0, whither? D. Whither t 
M. It becomes thy oath full well, 

Thou to me thy secrets tell : 

1), Me too, let me go thither. 

M, Or tliou go’st to the grange or mill : 

Ih If to cither, tliou dost ill. 

J. Neither. D. What, neither ? A. Neither, 

IK Thou hast sworn my love to he ; 

M. Thou hast sworn it more to me : 

Then, whither go‘st ? say, whither? 

Cfo t We'll have this song out anon by ourselves : my 
father and the gentlemen are in sad talk, and we’ll not trouble 
them, — Come, bring away thy pack after me. — Wenches, 1T1 
buy for you both,— Pecller, let’s have the first choice.— Fol- 
low me, girls. [Exit vnth Dorcas and Mojpsa. 

Aut, [aside.] And you shall pay well for ’em. — 

Will you buy any tape, [tiimjhuj. 

Or lace for your capo, 

My dainty duck, my dear-a '] 

Any silk, any thread, 

Any toys for your head, 

Of the ncw’st and frn’st, fin’st wear-a ? 

Come to the pedler i 
Money’s a me (Her, 

That doth utter all men’s ware-a. 

[Exit. 


Ee-Ctiter (Servant, 

Svrt\ Master, there is three carters, three shepherds, three 
neat-herds, three swine-herds, that have made themselves all 
men of hair,— tliej call themselves Saltiers : and they have a 
dance which the wenches say is a gallimaufry of gambols, be- 
cause they are not iut; but they themselves are o’ the mind 
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(if it be not too rough for some that know little hut bowling) 
it will please plentifully. 

She]). Away ! we’ll none on’t : here has been too much 
homely foolery already. — I know, sir, we weary you. 

Pol . You weary those that refresh us: pray, let’s see these 
four threes of herdsmen. 

Serv. One three of them, by their own report, sir, hath 
danced before the king ; and not the worst of the three hut 
jumps twelve foot and a half by the squire. 

Shep. Leave your prating : since these good men are 
pleased, let them come in ; but quickly now. 

Serv . Why, they stay at door, sir. [Exit. 

Enter twelve Eristics habited like Satyrs , who dance, and 
then exeunt. 

Pol . 0 , father, you’ll know more of that hereafter. — 

Is it not too far gone ? ’Tis time to part them. 

He’s simple and tells much. [. Aside .] — How now, fair shep- 
herd ! 

Your heart is full of something that does take 
Your mind from feasting. Sooth, when I was young, 

And handed love as you do, I was wont 
To load my she with knacks : I would have ransack’d 
The pedler’s silken treasury, and have pour’d it 
To her acceptance 5 you have let him go, 

And nothing marted with him. If your lass 
Interpretation should abuse, and call this 
Your lack of love or bounty, you were straited 
For a reply, at least if you make a care 
Of happy holding her. 

Flo. Old sir, I know 

She prizes not such trifles as these are : 

The gifts she looks from me are pack’d and lock’d 
Up in my heart ; which I have given already, 

But not deliver’d. — O, hear me breathe my life 
Before this ancient sir, who, it should seem, 

Hath sometime lov’d ! I take thy hand, — this hand, 

As soft as dove’s down and as white as it, 

Or Ethiopian’s^ 4 ) tooth, or the farm’d snow that’s bolted 
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Uy tlie northern blasts twice o’er. 

p 6 ] m What follows this ? — 

IIow prettily the young swain seems to wash 
Tin* hand was fair before ! — I have put you out : 

But to your protestation ; let me hear 
What you profess. 

Flo. JDo, and he witness to ’t. 

Pol. And this my neighbour too ? 

Flo. And he, and more 

Than lie, and men, — the earth, the heavens, and all : — 
That, were I crown’d the most imperial monarch, 

Thereof most worthy; were I the fairest youth 
That ever made eye swerve ; had force and knowledge 
More than was ever man’s, — I would not prize them 
Without her love ; for her employ them all ; 

Commend them, and condemn them, to her service, 

Or to their own perdition. 

Pol, Fairly offer ’<3. 

Cam. This shows a sound affection. 

Shep. But, my daughter, 

Say you the like to him ? 

Per. I cannot speak 

So well, nothing so well ; no, nor mean better : 

By the pattern of mine own thoughts I cut out 
The purity of his. 

Shop. Take hands, a bargain ! — 

And, friends unknown, you shall bear witness to ’t : 

X give my daughter to him, and will make 
Her portion equal his. 

Flo. O, that must be 

F the virtue of your daughter : one being dead, 

I shall have more than you can dream of yet ; 

Enough then for your wonder. But, come on, 

Contract us Tore these witnesses. 

Shep, Come, your hand ; — 

And, daughter, yours. 

P°?- Soft, swain, awhile, beseech you ; 

Have you a father ? 

Flo. 


J have : but what of him ? 
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Pol. Knows he of this ? 

Flo. Pie neither does nor shall. 

Pol. Methinks a father 
Is, at the nuptial of his son, a guest 
That best becomes the table. Pray you, once more ; 

Is not your father grown incapable 

Of reasonable affairs ? is he not stupid 

With age and altering 4 rheums ? can he speak ? hear ? 

Know man from man ? dispute his own estate ? 

Lies he not bed-rid ? and again does nothing 
But what he did being childish ? 

Flo. No, good sir ; 

He has his health, and ampler strength indeed 
Than most have of his age. 

Pol. By my white beard, 

You offer him, if this be so, a wrong 
Something unfilial : reason my son 
Should choose himself a wife ; but as good reason 
Idle father (all whose joy is nothing else 
But fair posterity) should hold some counsel 
In such a business. 

Flo. I yield all this ; 

But, for some other reasons, my grave sir. 

Which ’tis not fit you know, I not acquaint 
My father of this business. 

Pol. Let him know ’t. 

Flo. IPe shall not. 

Pol. Prithee, let him. 

Flo. No, he must not. 

She ip. Let him, my son : he shall not need to grieve 
At knowing of thy choice. 

Flo. Come, come, he must not. — 

Mark our contract. 

Pol. Mark your divorce, young sir, 

[ Discovering himself. 

Whom son I dare not call ; thou art too base 
To be acknowledg’d : tliou a sceptre’s heir, 

That thus affect’st a sheep-hook ! — Thou old traitor, 

I am sorry that, by hanging thee, I can 
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But shorten thy life one week. — And thou, fresh piece 
Of excellent witchcraft, who, of force, must know 
The royal fool thou cop’st with, — 

Shop. 0, my heart ! 

Pol, IT1 have thy beauty scratch’d with briers, and made 
More homely than thy state. — For thee, fond boy, — 

If I may ever know thou dost but sigh 

That thou no more shalt never ( 25 ) see this knack (as never 

I mean thou shalt), we’ll bar thee from succession ; 

Not hold thee of our blood, no, uot our kin, 

Fur than Deucalion off : — mark thou my words 
Follow us to the court. — Thou churl, for this time, 

Though full of our displeasure, yet we free thee 
From the dead blow of it.— And you, enchantment,— 
Worthy enough a herdsman ; yea, him too, 


That makes himself, hut for our honour therein, 
Unworthy thee,*— if ever henceforth thou 
Theae rural latches to Ins entrance open, 

Or hoop his body more with thy embraces, 

I will devise a death as cruel for thee 
As thou art tender to 't. 

P er - Even here undone ! 

I was not much afeard ; for once or twice 
I was about to speak, and tell him plainly, 

Tlie selfsame sun that shines upon his court 
Hides not his visage from our cottage, but 
Looks on alike.— Will ’t please you, sir, be gone ? 


[JSmt* 


T 4 [Eo Florkel. 

1 told, you what would come of this : beseech you, 

Of your own state take care : this dream of mine. 

Being now awake, Til queen it no inch further, 

But milk my ewes and weep. 

^ am ' Why, how now, father ! 

Speak ere thou diest, 

$ he P' I cannot speak, nor think, 

Nor dare to know that which I know. — 0 sir, \To Florizel 
3: ou have undone a man of fourscore three, 

That thought to fill his grave in quiet, — yea, 

To die upon the bed my father died, 
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To lie close by his honest bones ! but now 
Some hangman must put on my shroud, and lay me 
Where no priest shovels-in dust. — 0 cursed wretch, 

[To Perdita . 

That knew’st this was the prince, and wouldst adventure 
To mingle faith with him ! — Undone ! undone ! 

If I might die within this hour, I have liv’d 

To die when I desire. [Exit. 

Flo . Why look you so upon me ? 

I am but sorry, not afeard ; delay’d. 

But nothing alter’d: what I was, I am ; 

More straining on for plucking back ; not following 
My leash unwillingly. 

Cam . Gracious my lord, 

You know your father’s temper: at this time 
He will allow no speech, — which I do guess 
You do not purpose to him ; — and as hardly 
Will he endure your sight as yet, I fear ; 

Then, till the fury of his highness settle, 

Come not before him. 

Flo . I not purpose it. 

I think Camillo ? 

Cam , Even he, my lord. 

Per . How often have I told you ’twould be thus 1 
How often said, my dignity would last 
But till ’twere known I 

Flo . It cannot fail hut hy 

The violation of my faith ; and then 
Let nature crush the sides o’ the earth together, 

And mar the seeds within ! — Lift up thy looks : — 

From my succession wipe me, father ; I 
Am heir to my affection. 

Cam . Be advis’d. 

Flo . I am, — and by my fancy : if my reason 
Will thereto be obedient, I have reason ; 

If not, my senses, better pleas’d with madness, 

Do bid it welcome. 

Cam. This is desperate, sir. 

h 


vol. m. 
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Flo, So call it: Hut it does fulfil my vow ; 

I needs must think it honesty. Camillo, 

Not for Bohemia, nor the pomp that may 
Be thereat glean’d ; for all the sun sees, or 
The close earth wombs, or the profound seas hide 
In unknown fathoms, will I break my oath 
To this my fair helov’d: therefore, I pray you. 

As you have ever been my father’s honour’d friend, 
When he shall miss me (as, in faith, I mean not 
To see him any more), cast your good counsels 
Upon his passion : let myself and fortune 
Tug for the time to come. This you may know. 
And so deliver,- — I am put to sea 
W ith her who here I cannot hold on shore ; 

And, most opportune to our( 26 ) need, I have 
A vessel rides fast by, hut not prepar’d 
For this design. What course I mean to hold 
Shall nothing benefit your knowledge, nor 
Concern me the reporting. 

Cam. 0 my lord, 

I would your spirit were easier for advice, 


Or stronger for your need ! 

Ft o* Hark, Perdita. — • [Taking her aside. 

I’ll hear you by and by. [ To Camilla . 

Cam, He ’s irremovable, 

Resolv’d for flight. Now were I happy, if 
His going I could frame to serve my turn ; 

Save him from danger, do him love and honour; 

Purchase the sight again of dear Sicilia, 

And that unhappy king, my master, whom 
I so much thirst to see. 

Now, good Camillo, 

I am so fraught with curious business, that 
I leave out ceremony. 

( am * Sir, I think 

lou have heard of my poor services, i’ the love 
That I have borne your father ? 


[Going, 
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Have you deserv’d : it is my father’s music 
To speak your deeds ; not little of his care 
To have them recompens’d as thought on. 

Cam. Well, my lord, 

If you may please to think I love the king, 

And, through him, what is nearest to him, which is 
Your gracious self, embrace but my direction 
(If your more ponderous and settled project 
May suffer alteration), on mine honour 
I’ll point you where you shall have such receiving* 

As shall become your highness ; where you may 
Enjoy your mistress (from the whom, I see, 

There 5 s no disjunction to be made, but by, 

As heavens forefen d 1 your ruin) \ marry her ; 

And (with my best endeavours in your absence) 

Your discontenting father strive to qualify, 

And bring him up to liking. 

Flo. How, Camillo, 

May this, almost a miracle, be done ? 

That I may call thee something more than man, 

And, after that, trust to thee. 

Cam. Have you thought on 

A place whereto you’ll go ? 

Flo . Not any yet: 

But as the unthought-on accident is guilty 
To what vre wildly do, so we profess 
Ourselves to he the slaves of chance, and flies 
Of every wind that blow's. 

Cam. Then list to me : 

This follows, — if you will not change your purpose, 

But undergo this flight, — make for Sicilia ; 

And there present yourself and your fair princess 
(For so I see she must be) ’fore Leontes : 

She shall be habited as it becomes 

The partner of your bed. Methinks I see 

Leontes opening his free arms, and weeping 

His welcomes forth ; asks thee, the son, forgiveness, 

As Twere i’ the father’s person ; kisses the hands 
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Of your fresh princess : o’er and o’er divides him 
’Twixt his unkindness and his kindness, — the one 
He chides to hell, and bids the other grow 
Faster than thought or time. 

jFYo. Worthy Camillo, 

What colour for my visitation shall I 
Hold up before him ? 

Cam. Sent by the king your father 

To greet him and to give him comforts. Sir, 

The manner of your bearing towards him, with 
What you, as from your father, shall deliver, 

Things known betwixt us three, I’ll write you clown : 
The which shall point you forth at every sitting 
What you must say ; that he shall not perceive 
But that you have your father’s bosom there, 

And speak his very heart. 

Flo. I am bound to you : 

There is some sap in this. 

Cam, A course more promising 

Than a wild dedication of yourselves 
To unpath’d waters, undream’d shores, most certain 
To miseries enough : no hope to help you ; 

But, as you shake off one, to take another : 

Nothing so certain as your anchors ; who 
Do their best office, if they can but stay you 
Where you’ll be loth to be : besides, you know 
Prosperity s the very bond of love, 

Whose fresh complexion and whose heart together 
Affliction alters. 

Fey. One of these is true : 

I think affliction may subdue the cheek, 

But not take in the mind. 

® am * Yea, say you so ? 

I here shall not, at your father’s house, these seven years 
Be horn another such. 

*} 0, My good Camillo, 

She is as forward of her breeding as 
She is i* the rear ’our birth. 
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Cam . I cannot say *tis pity 

She lacks instructions, for she seems a mistress 
To most that teach. 

Per . Your pardon, sir, for this ; 

I’ll blush you thanks. 

Flo. My prettiest Perdita ! — 

But, 0, the thorns we stand upon ! — Camillo, — 

Preserver of my father, now of me. 

The medicine of our house ! — how shall we do ? 

We are not furnish’d like Bohemias son, 

Nor shall appear in Sicilia.f 7 ) 

Cam . My lord, 

Pear none of this : I think you know my fortunes 

Do all lie there : it shall he so my care 

To have you royally appointed as if 

The scene you play were mine. For instance, sir, 

That you may know you shall not want, — one word. 

[The?/ talk adds. 


Re-enter Autolycus. 

Aut . Ha, ha! what a fool Honesty is! and Trust, hh? sworn 
brother, a very simple gentleman ! I have sold all my trum- 
pery ; not a counterfeit stone, not a riband, glass, pomander, 
brooch, table-book, ballad, knife, tape, glove, shoe-tie, bracelet, 
born -ring, to keep my pack from fasting : they throng who 
should buy first, as if my trinkets had been hallowed, and 
brought a benediction to the buyer : by which means I saw 
whose purse was best in picture ; and what I saw, to my good 
use I remembered. My clown (who wants but something to 
be a reasonable man) grew so in love with the wenches’ song, 
that lie would not stir his pettitoes till he had both tune and 
words; which so drew the rest of the herd to me, that all their 
other senses stuck in cars : you might have pinched a placket, — 
it was senseless ; ’twas nothing to geld a codpiece of a purse, — 
I would have filed keys off that hung' in chains ; no hearing, 
no feeling, but my sir’s song, and admiring the nothing of it. 
So that, in this time of lethargy, I picked and cut most of 
tlieir festival purses ; and had not the old man come in with 
a whoobub against his daughter and the king’s son, and scared 
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my choughs from the chaff, I had not left a purse alive in the 
whole army. [Camillo, Florizel , and Per (lit a come forward. 

Cam , Nay, but my letters, by this means being there 
So soon as you arrive, shall clear that doubt. 

Flo. And those that you’ll procure from Lang Leontes, 

Cam . Shall satisfy your father. 

Per . Happy be you ! 

All that you speak shows fair. 

Cam . Who have we here ? 

[Seeing Aulolycus . 

Well make an instrument of this ; omit 
Nothing may give us aid. 

Aut. If they have overheard me now, — why, hanging, 

[Aside. 

Cam . How now, good fellow ! why shakest thou so ? Fear 
not, man ; here’s no harm intended to thee. 

Aut • I am a poor fellow, sir. 

Cam , Why, he so still; here’s nobody will steal that from 
thee : yet, for the outside of thy poverty, we must make an 
exchange ; therefore disease thee instantly (thou must think 
there’s a necessity in’t), and change garments with this gentle- 
man : though the pennyworth on his side be the worst, yet 
hold thee, there’s some boot. [Giving money . 

Aut. I am a poor fellow, sir. — I know ye well enough. 

[Aside. 

Cam . Nay, prithee, dispatch: the gentleman is half flayed 
already. 

Aut. Axe you in earnest, sir ? — I smell the trick on ’t, 

[Aside. 

Flo . Dispatch, I prithee, 

Aut. Indeed, I have had earnest ; hut I cannot with con- 
science take it. 

Cam . Unbuckle, unbuckle, — 

[Florizel and Autolycus exchange garments. 
Fortunate mistress, — let my prophecy 
Come home to ye !— you must retire yourself 
Into some covert : take your sweetheart’s hat 
And pluck it o’er your brows ; muffle your face ; 

Dismantle you; and, as yoxi can, disliken 
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The truth of your own seeming ; that you may 
(For I do fear eyes over) f 28 ) to shipboard 
Get undescried. 

Per. I see the play so lies 

That I must hear a part. 

Cam. No remedy. — 

Have you done there ? 

Flo. Should I now meet my father, 

He would not call me son. 

Cam. Nay, you shall have no hat. — 

[ Giving it to Perdita. 

Come, lady, come. — Farewell, my friend. 

Aut. Adieu, sir. 

Flo. 0 Perdita, what have we twain forgot ! 

Pray you, a word. [They converse apart . 

Cam. What I do next, shall he to tell the king [Aside. 
Of this escape, and whither they are hound; 

Wherein, my hope is, I shall so prevail 
To force him after : in whose company 
I shall review Sicilia, for whose sight 
I have a woman’s longing. 

Flo. Fortune speed us ! — 

Thus we set on, Camilla, to the sea-side. 

Cam . The swifter speed the better. 

[Exeunt Florixel , Perdita , and Camillo. 

Aut. I understand the business, I hear it: to have an 
open ear, a quick eye, and a nimble hand, is necessary for a 
cut-purse ; a good nose is requisite also, to smell out work for 
the other senses. I see this is the time that the unjust man 
doth thrive. What an exchange had this been without hoot ! 
what a hoot is here with this exchange ! Sure, the gods do 
this year connive at us, and we may do any thing extempore. 
The prince himself is about a piece of iniquity, — stealing away 
from his father with his clog at his heels: if I thought it were 
a piece of honesty to acquaint the king withal, I would not 
do’t : I hold it the more knavery to conceal it j and therein 
am I constant to my profession. 
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lie-enter Clown and Shepherd. 


Aside, aside; — here is more matter for a hot brain: every 
lane’s end, every shop, church, session, hanging-, yields a care- 
ful man work. 

do. See, see; what a man you are now! There is no other 
way hut to tell the king she’s a changeling, and none of your 
flesh and blood. 

Shep. Nay, hut hear me, 

Clo. Nay, but hear me. 

Shep. Go to, then. 

Clo . She being none of your flesh and blood, your flesh 
and blood has not offended the king ; and so your flesh and 
blood is not to be punished by him. Show those things you 
found about her; those secret things, all hut what she has 
with her : this being done, let the law go whistle ; I warrant 
you. 

Shep, I will tell the king all, every word, yea, and bis 
son’s pranks too, — who, I may say, is no honest man neither 
to his father nor to me, to go about to make me the king’s 
brother-in-law. 


Cl°. Indeed, brother-in-law was the furthest off you could 
have been to him; and then your blood had been the dearer 
by I know how much an ounce. 

Aut Very wisely, puppies ! [Aside. 

Shep. Well, let us to the king : there is that in this far- 
del will make him scratch liis heard. 

Aut I know not what impediment this complaint may be 
to the flight of my master. r 

Clo, Pray heartily he be at ’palace. 

. Aut ' Thou S h 1 am not naturally honest, I am so some- 
times by chance : let me pocket up my pedler’s excrement. 

1 Aside, and takes off his false W.]_How now, rustics- 
whither are you hound ? 

Shep. do the palace, an it like your worship 



fcCDAn JII.] 


THE WINTER’S TALE. 


153 


Clo. We are but plain fellows, sir. 

Aut. A lie ; you are rough and hairy. Let me have no 
lying: it becomes none but tradesmen, and they often give us 
soldiers the lie : but we pay them for it with stamped coin, 
not stabbing steel ; therefore they do not give us the lie. 

Clo . Your worship had like to have given us one, if you 
had not taken yourself with the manner. 

Shep* Are you a courtier, ant like you* sir ? 

Aut. Whether it like me or no, I am a courtier. See’s t 
thou not the air of the court in these enfoldings ? hath not 
my gait in it the measure of the court ? receives not thy nose 
court-odour from me? reflect I not on thy baseness court- 
contcmpt ? Thinkest thou, for that I insinuate, or toze from 
thee thy business, I am therefore no courtier ? I am courtier 
cap-a-pe ; and one that will either push on or pluck back 
thy business there : whereupon I command thee to open thy 
affair. 

Shep. My business, sir, is to the king. 

Aut. What advocate hast thou to him ? 

Shop. I know not, an’t like you. 

Clo ♦ Advocate’s the court-word for a pheasant: say you 
have none. 

Shep. None, sir; I have no pheasant, cock nor hen. 

Aut. Iiow bless’d are we that are not simple men 1 
Yet nature might have made me as these are, 

Therefore I will not disdain. 

Clo. This cannot he but a great courtier. 

Shep. His garments are rich, hut he wears them not hand- 
somely. 

Clo . He seems to be the more noble in being fantastical : 
a great man, I’ll warrant ; I know by the picking on’s teeth. 

Aut. The fardel there ? what’s i’ the fardel ? Wherefore 
that box ? 

Shep. Sir, there lies such secrets in this fardel and box, 
which none must know hut the king; and which he shall 
know within this hour, if I may come to the speech of him. 

Jut. Age, thou hast lost thy labour. 

Shep . Why, sir ? 

Aut* The king is not at the palace ; he is gone aboard a 
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new ship to purge melancholy and air himself : for, if thou 
heest capable of things serious, thou must know the king is 
full of grief. 

Shep. So ’tis said, sir, — about his son, that should have 
married a shepherd’s daughter. 

Aut„ If that shepherd be not in hand-fast, let him fly: the 
curses he shall have, the tortures he shall feel, will break the 
back of man, the heart of monster. 

CIo ♦ Think you so, sir ? 

Aut. Not lie alone shall suffer what wit can make heavy 
and vengeance bitter; but those that are germane to him, 
though removed fifty times, shall all come under the hang- 
man : which though it he great pity, yet it is necessary. An 
old sheep-whistling rogue, a ram -tender, to offer to have his 
daughter come into grace ! Some say he shall be stoned; but 
that death is too soli for him, say I : draw our throne into a 
sheep-cote 1 all deaths are too few, the sharpest too easy. 

Clo. Has the old man e’er a son, sir, do you hear, an’t 
like you, sir ? 


Aut. Hehas a son, — who shall be flayed alive ; then, ’noin ted 
over with honey, set on the head of a wasp’s nest ; then ( 2 9) stand 
till lie be three quarters and a dram dead ; then recovered again 
with aqua-vita* or some other hot infusion; then, raw as he is, 
and m the hottest day prognostication proclaims, shall he be 
set against a brick-wall, the sun looking with a southward eye 
upon him, where he is to behold him with flies blown to 
deatL But what talk we of these traitorly rascals, whose 
miseries are to be smiled at, their offences being so capital ? 
Tell me (for you seem to be honest plain men) what you 
have to the king: being something gently considered. I’ll 
bring you where he is aboard, tender your persons to his 
presence, whisper him in your behalfs; and if it be in man 
esides the king to effect your suits, here is man shall do it. 

C o. He seems to he of great authority : close with him 
give him gold; and though authority he a stubborn bear, yet 
he is oft led by the nose with gold : show the inside of your 
purse to the outside of his hand, and no more ado. Remem- 
ber, stoned, and flayed alive. 

Shep. An’t please you, sir, to undertake the business for 



SCEJfE III.] 


THE WINTER'S TALE. 


155 


us, here is that gold I have : I’ll make it as much more, and 
leave this young man in pawn till I bring it you* 

Aut . After I have done what I promised ? 

She]). Ay, sir. 

Aut . Well, give me the moiety. — Are you a party in this 
business ? 

Clo. In some sort, sir : but though my case be a pitiful 
one, I hope I shall not be flayed out of it. 

Aut. 0, that’s the case of the shepherd’s son: — hang 
him, he’ll be made an example. 

Clo . Comfort, good comfort! We must to the king, and 
show our strange sights : he must know ’tis none of your 
daughter nor my sister ; we are gone else. — Sir, I will give 
you as much as this old man does, when the business is per- 
formed ; and remain, as he says, your pawn till it be brought 
you. 

Aut . I will trust you. Walk before toward the sea-side ; 
go on the right hand: I will hut look upon the hedge, and 
follow you. 

Clo . We are blessed in this man, as I may say, even 
blessed. 

Shejp. Let’s before, as he bids us : he was provided to do 
us good, [Exeunt Shepherd and Clown . 

Aut . If I had a mind to be honest, I see Fortune would 
not suffer me: she drops booties in my mouth. 1 am courted 
now with a double occasion, — gold, and a means to do the 
prince my master good ; which who knows how that may 
turn hack to my advancement ? I will bring these two moles, 
these blind ones, aboard him : if he think it fit to shore them 
again, and that the complaint they have to the king concerns 
him nothing, let him call me rogue for being so far officious ; 
for I am proof against that title, and what shame else belongs 
to’t. To him will I present them : there may be matter in it. 
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ACT V. 

Scene I. Sicilia. A room in the palace of Leontes. 

Eater Leonies, Cleoaiene^ Dion, Paulina, and others. 

Clro. Sir, vou have done enough, and have perform d 
A saint-like sorrow : no fault could you make, 

Which you have not redeem’d; indeed, paid down 
More penitence than done trespass : at the last, 

Do as the heavens have done, forget your evil; 

With them, forgive yourself. 

Leon. Whilst I remember 

Her and her virtues, I cannot forget 
My blemishes in them ; and so still think of 
The wrong I did myself : which was so much, 

That heirless it hath made my kingdom ; and 
Destroy'd the sweetkt companion that e’er man 
Bred his hopes out of. 

Paul. True, too true, my lord : 

If, one bv 011c, you wedded all the world, 

Or from the all that are took something good, 

To make a perfect woman, she you kill’d 
Would be unparalleled. 

Leon . J think so. Kill’d! 

She I kill’d ! I did so : but thou slrik’st me 

Sorely, to say I did ; it is as bitter 

Upon thy tongue as in my thought : now, good now, 

Say so but seldom. 

Cleo . Not at all, good lady : 

You might have spoken a thousand things that would 
Have done the time more bench t, and grac’d 
Your kindness better. 

Paul , You are one of those 

Would have him wed again. 

Lion. If you would not so, 

You pity not the state, nor the remembrance 
Of his most sovereign name ; consider little 
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What dangers, by his highness’ fail of issue, 

May drop upon his kingdom, and devour 
Incertain lookers-on. What were more holy 
Than to rejoice the former queen is well ? 

What holier than, — for royalty’s repair, 

For present comfort, and for future good, — 

To bless the bed of majesty again 
With a sweet fellow to ’t ? 

Paul, There is none worthy, 

Respecting her that’s gone. Besides, the gods 
Will have fulfill’d their secret purposes j 
For has not the divine Apollo said, 

Is ’t not the tenour of his oracle, 

That King Leontes shall not have an heir 
Till his lost child he found ? which that it shall, 

Is all as monstrous to our human reason 
As my Antigonus to break his grave 
And come again to me ; who, on my life. 

Did perish with the infant. ’Tis your counsel 
My lord should to the heavens be contrary, 

Oppose against their wills. — Care not for issue; [Zb Leontes, 
The crown will find an heir : great Alexander 
Left his to the worthiest ; so his successor 
Was like to be the best. 

Leon . Good Paulina, — 

Who hast the memory of Hermione, 

I know, in honour, — 0, that ever I 

Had squar’d me to thy counsel ! — then, even now, 

I might have look’d upon my queen’s full eyes ; 

Have taken treasure from her lips, — • 

Paul, And left them 

More rich for what they yielded. 

Leon, Thou speak’st truth. 

No more such wives ; therefore, no wife : one worse, 

And better us’d, would make her sainted spirit 
Again possess her corpse, and on this stage 
(Where we offend her now) appear/* 0 ) soul-vex’d, 

And begin, cc Why to me ?” 
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Paul, Had she such power, 

She had just cause. ( 3l ) 

Peon, She had ; and would incense me 

To murder her I married. 

Paul . I should so. 

Were I the ghost that walk’d, I’d bid you mark 
Her eye, and tell me for what dull part in’t 
You chose her; then I’d shriek, that even your ears 
Should rift to hear me ; and the words that follow’d 
Should be, “ Remember mine. 5 ’ 

Peon . Stars, stars, 

And all eyes else dead coals ! — fear thou no wife ; 

I’ll have no wife, Paulina. 

Paul, 'Will you swear 

Never to marry hut by my free leave ? 

Peon . Never, Paulina; so he bless’ d my spirit! 

Paul , Then, good my lords, bear witness to his oath. 

Cleo. You tempt him over-much. 

Paul . Unless another, 

As like Iiermione as is her picture, 

Affront his eye. 

Cleo . Good madam, — 

Paul . I have done.( 32 ) 

Yet, if my lord will marry, — if you will, sir. 

No remedy, hut you will, — give me the office 
To choose you a queen: she shall not he so young 
As was your former ; hut she shall he such 
As, vralk’d your first queen’s ghost, it should take joy 
To see her in your arms. 

Peon. My true Paulina, 

We shall not marry till thou bidd’st us. 

Paul. That 

Shall be when your first queens again in breath ; 

Never till then. 

Enter a Gentleman. 

Gent . One that gives out himself Prince Florizel, 
Son of Polixenes, with his princess (she 
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The fairest I have yet beheld), desires access 
To your high presence. 

Leon . What with him ? he comes not 

Like to his father’s greatness : his approach. 

So out of circumstance and sudden, tells us 
’Tis not a visitation fram’d, hut forc’d 
By need and accident. What train ? 

Gent . But few. 

And those but mean. 

Leon* His princess, say you, with him ? 

Gent . Ay, the most peerless piece of earth, I think, 

That e’er the sun shone bright on. 

Paul, O Hermione, 

As every present time doth boast itself 
Above a better gone, so must thy grave ( 33 ) 

Give way to what’s seen now ! Sir, you yourself 
Have said and writ so (but your writing now 
Is colder than that theme), She had not been, 

Nor was not to be equall’d — -thus your verse 
Flow’d with her beauty once : ’tis shrewdly ebb’d. 

To say you have seen a better. 

Gent, Pardon, madam : 

The one 1 have almost forgot (your pardon) 5 
The other, when she has obtain’d your eye, 

Will have your tongue too. This is a creature. 

Would she begin a sect, might quench the zeal 
Of all professors else ; make proselytes 
Of who she but bid follow. 

Paul . How ! not women ? 

Gent . W omen will love her, that she is a woman 
More worth than any man ; men, that she is 
The rarest of all women. 

Leon . Go, Cleomenes ; 

Yourself, assisted with your honour’d friends, 

Bring them to our embracement. — Still, ’tis strange 

[Exeunt Cleomenes and others . 

He thus should steal upon us. 

Paul , Had our prince 

(Jewel of children) seen this hour, he had pair’d 
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"Well with this lord : there was not full a month 
Between their hirtlis. 

Lem). Prithee, no more : cease ; thou know’st 
TTe dies to me again when talk’d of: sure, 

"When 1 shall .see tins gentleman, thy speeches 
Will Bring me to consider tlmt which may 
UnfurnisJi me of reason. — They are come. — 

Ji-'-nittr Cleo'ies , e& and others , with Florizel and Perdita. 

Your mother was most true to wedlock, prince ; 

For she did print your royal father off, 

Conceiving you : were I hut twenty-one, 

Your father's image is so hit in you, 

His very air, that I should call you Brother, 

As I did him ; and sp^ak of something wildly 
By us perform’d before. Most dearly welcome ! 

And your fair princess, — goddess l — O, alas, 

I lost a couple, that ’twixt heaven and earth 
Might thus have stood, begetting wonder, as 
You, gracious couple, do! and then I lost 
(All mine own folly) the society, 

Amity too, of your brave father, whom, 

Though bearing misery, I desire my life 
Once more to look on him. 

L'lo. By his command 

Have I here touch’d Sicilia, and from him 
Give you all greetings, that a king, at friend, 

Can send his brother : and, but infirmity 

(Which waits upon worn times) hath something seiz’d 

His wish'd ability, he had himself 

The lands and waters Twixt your throne and his 

Measur'd to look upon you ; whom he loves 

(He bade me say so) more than all the sceptres, 

And those that bear them, livincr. 

* o 

Leon. 0 my brother 

(Good gentleman), the wrongs I have done thee stir 
Afresh within me ; and these thy offices, 

So rarely kind, are as interpreters 

Of my behind-hand slackness ! — Welcome hither, 
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As is the spring to the earth. And hath he too 
Expos’d this paragon to the fearful usage 
(At least ungentle) of the dreadful Neptune, 

To greet a man not worth her pains, much less 
The adventure of her person ? 

Flo. Good my lord, 

She came from Libya. 

Leon. Where the warlike S mains, 

That noble honour’d lord, is fear’d and lov’d ? 

Flo. Most royal sir, from thence; from him, whose daughter 
His tears proclaim'd his, parting with her: thence 
(A prosperous south-wind friendly) we have cross’d, 

To execute the charge my father gave me, 

For visiting your highness : my best train 
I have from your Sicilian shores dismiss’d ; 

Who for Bohemia bend, to signify 
Not only my success in Libya, sir, 

But my arrival, and my wife’s, in safety 
Here where we are, 

Leon . The blessed gods 

Purge all infection from our air whilst you 
Do climate here ! You have a holy father, 

A graceful gentleman ; against whose person, 

So sacred as it is, I have done sin : 

For which the heavens, taking angry note, 

Have left me issueless; and your father’s bless’d 
(As lie from heaven merits it) with you, 

Worthy lus goodness. What might I have been, 

Might I a son and daughter now have look’d on, 

Such goodly things as you 1 

Enter a Lord. 

Lord . Most noble sir, 

That which I shall report will bear no credit, 

Were not the proof so nigh. Please you, great sir, 

Bohemia greets you from himself by me ; 

Desires you to attach his son, who has 
(His dignity and duty both cast off) 

VOL. III. M 
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Fled from his father, from his hopes* and with 
A shepherd’s daughter. 

Leon. Where ’s Bohemia ? speak. 

Lord . Here in your city ; I now came from him : 
I speak aJnazedly ; and it becomes 
My marvel and my message. To your court 
Whiles lie was hastening (in the chase, it seems* 

Of this fair couple), meets he on the way 
The father of this seeming lady, and 
Her brother, having both their country quitted 
With this young prince. 

Flo . Camillo has betray’d me ; 

Whose honour and whose honesty, till now, 

Endur’d all weathers. 

Lord . Lay 5 t so to his charge : 

He’s with the king your father. 

Loon • Who ? Camillo ? 

Lord . Camillo, sir ; X spake with him ; who now 
Has these poor men in question* Never saw X 
Wretches so quake : they kneel, they kiss the earth ; 
Forswear themselves as often as they speak: 

Bohemia stops his ears, and threatens them 
With divers deaths in death. 

For. O my poor father !— 

The heaven sets spies upon us, will not have 
Our contract celebrated. 

Leon. You are married? 

Flo • We are not, sir, nor are wc like to be ; 

The stars, I see, will kiss the valleys first : — 

The odds for high and low’s alike. 

Leon . My lord, 

Is this the daughter of a king ? 

Flo. She 

When once she is my wife. 

t . Leon ‘ Tllat once > I see by your good father’s speed, 
Will come on very slowly. I am sorry, 

Most sorry, you have broken from his liking-, 

Where you were tied in duty; and as sorry 



fef eni; it.] 


THE WINTERS TALE. 


1G3 

Your choice is not so rich in worth as beauty, 

That you might well enjoy her. 

Flo. Dear, loolc up : 

Though Fortune, visible ail enemy, 

Should chase us, with my father, power no jot 
Hath she to change our loves. — Beseech you, sir, 

Remember since you ow’d no more to time 
Than I do now ; with thought of such affections, 

Step forth mine advocate ; at your request 
My father will grant precious things as trifles. 

Leon . Would he do so, I’d beg your precious inistre&s, 
Which he counts but a trifle. 

Paul. Sir, my liege, 

Your eye hath too much youth in ’t : not a month 
’Fore your queen died, she was more worth such gazes 
Than what you look on now. 

Leon. I thought of her, 

Even in these looks I made. — But your petition [To Florizel. 
Is yet un answer’d. I will to your father : 

Your honour not o’erthrown by your desires, 

I am friend to them and you : upon which errand 
I now go toward him ; therefore, follow me, 

And mark what way I make : come, good my lord. [ Exeunt . 


Scene II. The same. Before the •palace of Loonies . 

Enter Autolycus and a Gentleman. 

Ant . Beseech you, sir, were you present at this relation ? 

First Gent . I was by at the opening of the fardel, heard 
the old shepherd deliver the manner how he found it: 
whereupon, after a little amazedness, we were all com- 
manded out of the chamber ; only this, me thought I heard 
the shepherd say be found the cbilcl. 

Aut . I would most gladly know the issue of it. 

First Gent. I make a broken delivery of the business ; — 
but the changes I perceived in the king and Camilla were 
very notes of admiration ; they seemed almost, with staring 
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on one another, to tear the cases of their eyes; there was 
speech in their dumbness, language in their very gesture ; 
they looked as they had heard of a world ransomed, or one 
destroyed : a notable passion of wonder appeared in them ; 
but the wisest beholder, that knew no more but seeing, 
could not say if the importance were joy or sorrow, — but in 
the extremity of the one, it must needs be. — Here comes a 
gentleman that happily knows more. 

Enter another Gentleman. 

The news, Rogero ? 

Sec. Gent . Nothing but bonfires : the oracle is fulfilled ; 
the king’s daughter is found : such a deal of wonder is 
broken out within this hour, that ballad-makers cannot be 
able to express it. — Here comes the Lady Paulina’s steward : 
he can deliver you more. 

Enter a third Gentleman. 

How goes it now, sir? this news, which is called true, is 
so like an old tale, that the verity of it is in strong suspi- 
cion : has the king found his heir ? 

Third Gent . Most true, if ever truth were pregnant by 
circumstance : that which you hear you’ll swear you see, 
there is such unity in the proofs. The mantle of Queen 
Hermione; her jewel about the neck of it; the letters of 
Antigonus, found with it, which they know to he his cha- 
racter; the majesty of the creature, in resemblance of the 
mother ; the affection of nobleness, which nature shows 
above her breeding; and many other evidences, — proclaim 
her with all certainty to be the king’s daughter. Did you 
see the meeting of the two kings ? 

Sec. Gent * No. 

Third Gent . Then have you lost a sight, which was to he 
seen, cannot be spoken of. There might you have beheld 
one joy crown another, so and in such manner, that it 
seemed sorrow wept to take leave of them, — for their joy 
waded in tears. There was casting up of eyes, holding up 
of hands, with countenance of such distraction, that they 
were to be known by garment, not by favour. Our king, 
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being ready to leap out of himself for joy of his found daugh- 
ter, as if that joy were now become a loss, cries, “ O, thy 
mother, thy mother !” then asks Bohemia forgiveness; then 
embraces his son-in-law ; then again worries he his daughter 
with clipping her; now he thanks the old shepherd, which 
stands by like a weather-bitten conduit of many kings’ reigns* 
I never heard of such another encounter, which lames report 
to follow it, and undoes description to do it. 

Sec . Gent, What, pray you, became of Antigonus, that 
carried hence the child ? 

Third Gent, Like an old tale still, which will have mat- 
ter to rehearse, though credit be asleep, and not an ear open. 
He was torn to pieces with a bear : this avouches the shep- 
herd's son; who has not only his innocence (which seems 
much) to justify him, but a handkerchief and rings of his, 
that Paulina knows. 

First Gent , What became of his bark and his followers ? 

Third Gent , Wrecked the same instant of their master’s 
death, and in the view of the shepherd ; so that all the in- 
struments which aided to expose the child were even then 
lost when it was found. But, O, the noble combat that, 
’twixt joy and sorrow, was fought in Paulina ! She had one 
eye declined for the loss of her husband, another elevated 
that the oracle was fulfilled : she lifted the princess from the 
earth ; and so locks her in embracing, as if she would pin her 
to her heart, that she might no more be in danger of losing. 

First Gent, The dignity of this act was worth the audi- 
ence of kings and princes ; for by such was it acted. 

Third Gent, One of the prettiest touches of all, and that 
which angled for mine eyes (caught the water, though not 
the fish), was when, at the relation of the queen’s death, with 
the manner how she came to ’t' (bravely confessed and la- 
mented by the king), how attentiveness wounded his daugh- 
ter; till, from one sign of dolour to another, she did, with an 
et Alas/' I would fain say, bleed tears, — for I am sure my 
heart wept blood. Who was most marble there changed 
colour; some swooned, all sorrowed: if all the world could 
have seen ’t, the woe had been universal. 

First Gent . Are they returned to the court ? 



TIIE WIXTEirs TALE. 


[act V. 


lfifi 

Third Gent . No : the princes hearing of her mother’s 
statue, ’which is in the keeping of Paulina,— a piece many 
years in doimr, and now newly performed by that 1 are Italian 
master, Julio Itomano, who, had he himself eternity, and 
could put breath into his work, would beguile Nature of her 
custom, so perfectly he is her ape : lie so near to Hennione 
hath done Hennione, that they say one would speak to her, 
and stand in hope of answer thither with all greediness of 
affection are they gone ; and there they intend to sup. 

Sct\ Gent. I thought she had some great matter there 
in hand ; for she hath privately twice or thrice a day, ever 
since the death of Hennione, visited that removed house. 
Shall we thither, and with our company piece the rejoicing ? 

first Gent. LYlio would he thence that has the benefit 
of access? every wink of an eye, some new grace will be 
Lorn : our absence makes us unthrifty to our knowledge. 
Let’s al ong. [J^xe u n t Gen L lem e n . 

Jut. Now, had I not the dash of my former life in me, 
would preferment drop on my head. I brought the old man 
and his son aboard the prince ; told him I heard them talk of 
a fardel, and I know not what : but he at that time, over- 
fond of the shepherd's daughter (so he then took her to he), 
who began to be much sea- sick, and himself little better, 
extremity of weather continuing, this mystery remained un- 
discovered. J3ut ’tis all one to me ; for had I been the 
finder-out of this secret, it would not have relished among 
my other discredits.* — Here come those I have done good to 
against my will, and already appearing in the blossoms of 
their fortune. 


Eater Shepherd and Clown. 

Shep. Come, hoy ; I am past more children, but thy sons 
and daughters will be all gentlemen born. 

Clo. Lou are well met, sir. Lou denied to fight with me 
this other day, because I was no gentleman born. See you 
these clothes? say, you see them not, and think me still no 
gentleman born: you were best say these robes arc not gen- 
tlemen bom: give me the lie, do; and try whether I am 
not now a gentleman born. 
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Aut . I know you are now, sir, a gentleman born. 

Clo. Ay, and have been so any time these four hours. 

S hep. And so have I, boy. 

Clo . So you have : — but I was a gentleman born before 
my father; for the king’s son took me by the hand, and 
called me brother ; and then the two kings called my father 
brother; and then the prince my brother, and the princess 
my sister, called my father father; and so we wept, — and 
there was the first gentleman-like tears that ever we shed. 

Shop. "We may live, son, to shed many more. 

Clo . Ay ; or else ’twere hard luck, being in so preposter- 
ous estate as we are. 

Aut . I humbly beseech you, sir, to pardon me all the 
faults I have committed to your worship, and to give me 
yom good report to the prince my master. 

SJiep. Prithee, son, clo ; for we must he gentle, now we 
are gentlemen. 

Clo . Thou wilt amend thy life ? 

Aut. Ay, an it like your good worship. 

Clo. Give me thy hand : I will swear to the prince thou 
art as honest a true fellow as any is in Bohemia. 

Shop, You may say it, hut not swear it, 

Clo . Not swear it, now I am a gentleman ? Let boors 
and franklins say it, I’ll swear it. 

Shep. How if it be false, son ? 

Clo. If it be ne’er so false, a true gentleman may swear 
it in the behalf of his friend : — and I’ll swear to the prince 
thou art a tall fellow of thy hands, and that thou wilt not be 
drunk ; but I know thou art no tall fellow of thy hands, and 
that thou wilt be drunk : but I’ll swear it ; and I would thou 
wouldst be a tall fellow of thy hands. 

Aut . I will prove so, sir, to my power. 

Clo . Ay, by any means prove a tall fellow : if I do not 
wonder how thou clarest venture to he drunk, not being a 
tall fellow, trust me not. — Hark ! the kings and the princes, 
our kindred, are going to see the cpieen’s picture. Come, 
follow us : we’ll be thy good masters. [ Exeunt . 
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Scene III. The same. A chapel in Paulina’s house. 


Enter Leostes, Polixexe.s Florizel, Perdita, Casiillo, Paulina, 
Lords, and Attendants. 

Leon . 0 grave and good Paulina, the great comfort 
That I have had of thee ! 

Paul, What, sovereign sir, 

I did not well, I meant well. All my services 
You have paid home : hut that you have vouchsaf’d 
With your crown’d brother, and these your contracted 
Heirs of your kingdoms, my poor house to visit, 

It is a surplus of your grace, which never 
My life may last to answer. 

Leon, 0 Paulina, 

We honour you with trouble: — but we came 
To see the statue of our queen : your gallery 
Have we pass’d through, not without much content 
In many singularities ; but we saw not 


That which my daughter came to look upon, 

The statue of her mother. 

Paul* As she liv’d peerless, 

So lier dead likeness, I do well believe, 

Excels whatever yet you look’d upon. 

Or hand of man hath done • therefore I keep it 

Lonely, apart. But here it is: prepare 

To see the life as lively mock’d as ever 

Still sleep mock’d death ; behold ; and say ’tis well. 

[Paulina draws hack a curtain , and discovers 
He nnione standmg as a statue, 
I like your silence, — it the more shows off 


Your -wonder : hut yet speak first, you, my liege. 
Comes it not something near ? 

Leon. Her natural posture ! — • 

Chide me, dear stone, that I may say indeed 
Thou art Ilennioue; or rather, thou art she. 

In thy not chiding, for she was as tender 
As infancy and grace.— But yet, Paulina, 

Hermione was not so much wrinkled, nothing 
So aged as this seems. 
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Pol . O, not by much. 

Paul . So much the more our carver’s excellence j 
Which lets go by some sixteen years, and makes her 
As she liv’d now. 

Leon . As now she might have done, 

So much to my good comfort, as it is 
Now piercing to my soul. O, thus she stood, 

Even with such life of majesty (warm life, 

As now it coldly stands), when first I woo’d her! 

I am asham’d : does not the stone rebuke me, 

For being more stone than it ? — 0 royal piece, 

There’s magic in thy majesty ; which has 
My evils conjur’d to remembrance; and 
From thy admiring daughter took the spirits, 

Standing like stone with thee ! 

Per , And give me leave ; 

And do not say ’tis superstition, that 
I kneel, and then implore her blessing. — Lady, 

Dear queen, that ended when I hut began, 

Give me that hand of yours to kiss. 

Paul. O, patience ! 

The statue is hut newly fix’d, the colour’s 
Not dry. 

Cam . My lord, your sorrow was too sore laid on, 
Which sixteen wfinters cannot blow away, 

So many summers dry : scarce any joy 
Did ever so long live ; no sorrow 
But kill’d itself much sooner. 

Pol . Dear my brother, 

Let him that was the cause of this have power 
To take off so much grief from you as he 
Will piece up in himself. 

Paul . Indeed, my lord, 

If I had thought the sight of my poor image 
Would thus have wrought you (for the stone is mine), 
I’d not have show’d it. 

Leon . Do not draw the curtain. 

Paul. No longer shall you gaze on ’t, lest your fancy 
May think anon it moves. 
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Lmu Let be, let be, — 

A\ ould I were dead., but that, methinks, already — ( 34 ) 
What was he, that did make it ? — See, my lord, 

Would you not deem it breath'd? and that those veins 
Lid \erily bear blood ? 

Pol. Masterly done : 

The very life seems warm upon her lip, 

Lem?. The lixure of her eye has motion in ’t, 

As we are mock’d with art. 

Laid. I’ll draw the curtain : 

My lord’s almost so far transported, that 
He 11 think anon it lives. 

Leon. 0 sweet Paulina, 

Make me to think so twenty years together ! 

Xo settled senses of the world can match 
The pleasure of that madness- Let ’t alone. 

Paid. I am sorry, sir, I have thus far stirr’d you : but 
1 could afflict you further. 

L em . Do, Paulina; 

For this affliction has a taste as sweet 
As any cordial comfort.— Still, methinks, 

There is an air comes from her : what fme chisel 
C ould ever yet cut breath ? Let no man mock me, 

For I will kiss her. 


Paul. Good my lord, forbear : 

The ruddiness upon her lip is wet; 

\ ou 11 mar it, if you kiss it ; stain your own 
With oily painting. Shall I draw the curtain ? 

Leon . No, not these twenty years, 

^ >cr ' So long could I 

Stand by, a looker-on. 

Paul. Either forbear, 

Quit presently the chapel, or resolve you 
For more amazement. If you can behold it, 

1 11 make the statue move indeed, descend 
And take you by the hand : but then you’ll think 
(\\ Inch I protest against) I am assisted 
By wicked powers. 

Leon. What you can make her do, 
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I am content to look on : what to speak, 

I am content to hear ; for 9 tis as easy 
To make her speak as move. 

Paul. It is requir’d 

You do awake your faith. Then all stand still ; 

Or those that think it is unlawful business 
I am about, let them depart. 

Leon. Proceed : 

No foot shall stir. 

Paul , Music, awake her,* strike! — [Music. 

Tis time ; descend ; be stone no more ; approach ; 

Strike all that look upon with marvel. Come ; 

I’ll fill your grave up : stir ; nay, come away ; 

Bequeath to death your numbness, for from him 
Dear life redeems you. — You perceive she stirs : 

[Hermione comes down from the pedestal. 
Start not; her actions shall be holy as 
You hear my spell is lawful : do not slum her, 

Until you see her die again ; for then 

You kill her double. Nay, present your hand : 

When she was young, you woo’d her ; now in age 
Is she become the suitor. 

Leon . O, she’s warm! [Embracing her . 

If this be magic, let it be an art 
Lawful as eating. 

Pol. She embraces him. 

Cam. She hangs about his neck : 

If she pertain to life, let her speak too. 

Pol. Ay, and make ’t manifest where she has liv’d, 

Or how stolen from the dead. 

Paul. That she is living, 

Were it but told you, should be hooted at 
Like an old tale : but it appears she lives, 

Though yet she speak not. Mark a little while. — 

Please you to interpose, fair madam : luieel, 

And pray your mother’s blessing. — Turn, good lady ; 

Our Pcrdita is found, 

[ Presenting Perdita , who kneels to llermione . 
You gods, look down, 


Her. 
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And from your sacred vials pour your graces 
Upon my daughter’s head ! — Tell me, mine own, 

Where hast thou been preserv’d ? where liv’d ? how found 
Thy father’s court ? for thou slialt hear that I, — 

Knowing by Paulina that the oracle 

Gave hope thou wast in being, — have preserv’d 

Myself, to see the issue. 

Paul. There’s time enough for that; 

Lest they desire, upon this push, to trouble 
Your joys with like relation.— Go together, 

You precious winners all ; your exultation 
Partake to every one. I, an old turtle, 

Will wing me to some wither’d bough, and there 
My mate, that’s never to be found again, 

Lament till I am lost. 

■Leow. O, peace, Paulina! 

Thou should st a husband take by my consent, 

As I by thine a wife : this is a match, 

And made be tween’s by vows. Thou hast found mine ; 
But how, is to be question’d,— for I saw her, 

As I thought, dead; and have, in vain, said many 
A prayer upon her grave. I’ll not seek far 
(For him , I partly know his mind) to Jind thee 
An honourable husband. — Come, Camillo, 

And take her by the hand, whose worth and honesty 

Is richly noted, and here justified 

By us, a pair of kings.— Let’s from this place. — 

What 1 look upon my brother both your pardons, 

That e’er I put between your holy looks 
My ill suspicion. — This your son-in-law, 

And son unto the king, whom heavens directing, 

Is troth-plight to your daughter.— Good Paulina, 

Lead us from hence ; where we may leisurely 
Each one demand, and answer to his part 
Perform’d in this wide gap of time, since first 
We were dissever’d: hastily lead away. 


[Pcceunt, 
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P. 85. ( ] ) “ that may blow 

No sncaping winds at home , to make us say , 

' This is put forth too truly .* " 

We are not to conclude that this passage is free from corruption, because 
Malone and others have explained it, — commentators beiug often gifted with 
the power of explaining any thing . — According to Farmer, u that" is here equi- 
valent to 44 0, that" which I doubt greatly. — Hanmer altered the lines thus; 

44 there may blow 

Some sneaping winds at home , to make us say, 

This is put forth too early:” — 

and so Capell, except that he gave, — 

44 This is put forth too tardily.” 

Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector reads “ May there blow” and (like Hanmer) 
“ This is put forth too early.” 


P. 86. ( a ) “1 love thee not ajar o’ the clock behind 

What lady she her lord 

Mr. Collier in his ed. of Shakespeare gives u What lady should her lord from 
an old Ms. correction in Lord Ellesmere’s copy of the first folio; and so too 
Mr. Collier’s own Ms. Corrector reads. 


P, 87. ( 3 ) . “ere 

With spur we heat an acre. But to the goal : — ” 

Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector alters this to 41 we clear an acre . But to the 

good:—” of which alteration (at least, of “clear”) X will not say with Mr. 
Singer ( Shakespeare Vindicated , p. 72) that it “rather mars than improves 
the passage.” 


P.88. ( 4 ) “ bounty , fertile bosom" &c. 

Hanmer printed 44 bounty’s fertile bosom," &c.; and so Mr. Collier’s Ms. Cor- 
rector reads. 


P.89. ( 5 ) “Pol. Bow, my lord! 

What cheer ? how is 9 t with you, best brother ? 

Her, You look 

As if you held a brow of much distraction : 

Are you mov'd , my lord ? 

Leon. No, in good earnest . — ” 

In the folio, the words 44 What cheer ? how is ’ t with you, best brother ?" have 
the prefix “Leo Hanmer assigned them to Polixenes. Mr, Collier and Mr. 
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Knight restore them, — \ cry injudiciously I think, — to Leontes. (I suspect 
that the true reading here is, — 

p u l. Ho, my lord ! 

’Wliat chter '* how is't tv itli you/’ &c., — 

fur Uoiitc. i is standing apart fn.ua Polixenos and ITennione ; and “lion” (as 
I have already noticed, %ol. ii. pp- 170, 320) was frequently the old spelling of 
“ ho.") 


P. 89. (") 4 * me thoughts I did recoil” &c. 

<'In the old copies,” say** Mr. Collier ad l, “ it stands ‘me thoughts I did re- 
coil,' and so it has been since usually printed. A Ms. correction in Lord 
I’. Egcrton s [Lord Elhsuiere's] copy shows that me has been inserted for 
riy. 1 Me tli ought 5 occurs just afterwards, and it is there printed without 
the letter s at tilt* end, and in parenthc-sis. Such would have been the case 
with ‘me thoughts/ if 1 mithnught 1 had been intended.” Mr. Knight, too, has 
eagerly adopted the alteration ‘'my thoughts,” wrong as it indubitably is. In 
Itichurd II L act i. se. 4, the folio has, 

“ Me thought » that I had broken from the Tower/’ &c. 
and presently, 

tk Me thought that Glouster stumbled,” &e. 
and a few linen after, 

“ Aft thoughts I &aw a thousand fearfull wrackcs,” &c.j — 
all the-se in the mi me speech. 


F. 94. (J) 44 TI liy, he that wears her like her medal, hanging 
About his neck” &e. 

u I suppose the poet meant to say, ‘ that Polixenes wore her, as he would 
have worn a medal of her, about his neck/ Sir Christopher Hatton is repre- 
sented with a medal of Queen Elizabeth appended to his chain.” Steevene>. — • 
The usual modern reading is “bis medal;' but, if the old text must be altered, 
the emendation of Mr. Collier's Ms. Corrector is better, — u a medal 


1\ 94. (*) “ So sovereignly being honourable , 

I have lov'd thee , — - 

Leon. Make that thy question , and go rot ! 

Host think I am so muddy, so unsettled , 

To appoint wyst If," &c. 

Iltarn from Sir. \V. N. LitNnm that the late Mr. Sydney Walker arranged 
the parage thus, — ° 

“So -ov’reignly being honourable. — I\e lov’d tliee, 

Lion. Make that thy queatiun, and go rot J Dost think 
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I am so muddy, so unsettled 
To appoint,” &c. 

Mr. Walker regarding “unsettled” as a quadrisyllable:— but earlier in this 
scene, p. 89, Shakespeare has used “unsettled” without any such eweVraa'is, — 
“ Her. He something seems unsettled, 

Pol. How, my lord !” &c. 


P. 97. ( fl ) “ Cam. Swear his thought over 

By each particular star &e. 

Theobald printed “ Swear this though over; 1 &c.: but surely the old text is 
quite right (meaning over-swear his thought): Camillo lias said in his pre- 
ceding speech, 11 He thinks , nay, with all confidence he swears” &c. 


P. 98. ( ,0 ) 

“ Good expedition he my friend, and comfort 
The gracious queen, part of his theme , but nothing 
Of his ill-ta'en suspicion !” 

ITaiimer reads, “ Good expedition be my friend! Heaven comfort &e. : — and so 
does Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector, who also substitutes “ dream” for theme.” 


P. 99. ( !1 ) “ Or a half-moon made with a pen . 

Sec. Lady. Who taught * this /’* 

“ Who taught 'this?” i.e. Who taught ye this (presently the First Lady says to 
Mamillius “Hark ye,” &c.). — The usual modern reading is u Who taught you 
this?” — Mr. Collier and Mr. Knight print “ Who taught this?” but certainly, 
when they rejected the modern “ you,” they' ought to have given, with tlie 
folio, “ 'this.” 


P. 103. ( w ) “ land-damn 

For this puzzling verb (on which see the notes to the I hr. Shakespeare , 
Hares’s Glossary , and hlr. Hall i well’s Diet, of Arch, and Prov. TVorc/.s) Mr. 
Collier ad l. suggested “lamback,” — in which, it now appears, he had been 
anticipated by his Ms. Corrector, 


P. 112. 0 3 ) 

" To save this bastard's life,— for ’ tis a bastard , 

So sure as thy beard's grey, — what will you adventure 
To save this brat's life?” 

The folio has “ So sure as this Beard's gray,”— an error arising, I apprehend, 
from the occurrence of “ this” both just above and just below.— The alteration 
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of « this” to “ %” was made by the okl Ms. Corrector of Lord Ellesmere’s 
copy of the folio: and that there is nothing objectionable in “ thy beard” and 
“will you adventure” being so placed in juxta-pouition, might be shown by 
many passages of Shakespeare; e.y at p. 143 of the present play, we find,— 

* k Mark ij our di\ orcu, young sir, 

Whom son I dare not call; thou art too base,’ 1 &c. 


P, 115. ( u ) “Crier. Silence /” 

In the folio the word “ Silence" is separated from the rest, and printed in 
italic*. That it belongs to a Crier , is, I think, manifest. Compare the follow- 
ing passage from Henry 17//., at the opening of the trial of Queen Katha- 
rine ; 

*• TFo?, Whilst our commission from Rome is read, 

Let silence he commanded. 

K. Hen. Wliat ’s the need ? 

It hath already publicly been read, 

And on all sides the authority allow’d; 

You may, then, spare that time. 

Wol Re 't so. — Proceed. 

Scribe. Say, Henry King of England, come into the court. 
Crier. Henry King of England,” & c. 

Act ii. sc. 4. 

If the “commission from Rome” had been read in court, the Crier would pre- 
viously have called “Silence I” 


P. 120. ( 15 ) “quit his for tunes here. 

Which you knew great ; and to the hazard 
Of all incertainties himself commended” &c. 

Prom the second of these lines (as from many other lines throughout our 
author’s play3) some word lias dropped out. The reading of tliQ second folio 
is, “ and to the certaine haznid” &e.; and I am informed by Mr. W. K. Lett- 
som that the late Mr. Sydney Walker pronounced it to be '‘unquestionably 
right:” it is, at least, as Steeyens remarks, quite in Shakespeare’s manner. 


P. 121. ( 1C ) “do not receive affliction 

At my petition ; 1 beseech you, rather 
Let me be punish'd, that have minded you 
Of vchat you should forget .” 

Since Mr. Collier published the new readings of his Corrector, — who substi- 
tutes here 

“do not receive a fiction 
At repetition,” &c.,— 

more than one alteration has been proposed in this passage, which formerly 
wa3, not considered as suspicious. But, in spite of the unusual phraseology, 
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I should hesitate to say that the old text is corrupt: indeed, the expression 
“ At my petition ” seems to be supported by the preceding “ receive ” and the 
following “ beseech " (The modern editors, in opposition to the folio, point 

“ do not receive affliction 
At my petition, I beseech you; rather,” &c.) 


P. 123. ( 1? ) “ I never saw a vessel of like sorrow , 

So fil'd and so becoming 

Such is the discrepancy of opinion which will sometimes prevail among critics, 
that, while Mr. Singer ( Shakespeare Vindicated , p. 75) perceives great beauty 
in the epithet “ becoming Mr. W. N. Lettsom feels confident that it is a mis- 
print. — Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector reads “ and so o’er-running.” 


P. 128. ( ls ) 

n With, hey! with , hey ! the thrush and the jay” 

The second M w itk, heyl" is from the second folio: but perhaps the name of 
some bird has dropped out. 


P. 129. ( 1£> ) “ Three pound of sugar," &e. 

The more recent editors (probably because the expression “ out of my note" 
occurs presently) mark these and some other words in this speech as if they 
were read from a paper : but I believe that the Clown is trusting to his 
memory alone. 


F« 129. ( 20 ) 

“ O sir , the loathsomeness of them offend," See, 

The modern editors give, with the second folio, “ offends,” &e,*. but see 

note on Loves Labour's lost , vol. ii. p. 169. 


P.132. ( 2l ) “ but that our feasts 

In every mess have folly, and the feeders 
Digest it with a custom, I should blush 
To see you 50 attir'd ; swoon, I think , 

To show myself a glass.” 

The folio has, “ To see you so attyr'd , sworne, I think ” &c. 9 — which Malone 
retains, and makes a miserable attempt to explain. The Rev. J, Mitford 
(Gent Magazine for August, 1844, p. 127) proposes “scorn, I think," &c. 
Zachary Jackson and Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector substitute “so worn, I 
think ," — which is hardly intelligible.— I adopt the emendation of Hanmer, 
“ a reading,” observes Mr. Singer, “ which, but for the opposition of Steevens 
YOL. III. "N 
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and the pertinacity of Malone, should long since lmvc been that of the text. 
Perdita, in her charming modest way, tells Florizcl that, but it was a rural 
custom to put on these disguises, she should blush to see him so meanly 
attired, and swoon, she thinks, to sec herself in a glass so finely dressed.” 
Shakespeare YindicuUd, p. 76. (“ Ilanmer.” says Malone, “ probably thought 
the similitude of the words sworn and swoon favourable to his emendution ; 
but he forgot that swoon in the old copies of these piays is Always written 
sound or swound." Yet Malone might have found, in the first folio, “ Many 
will swoox when they do look on blond.” As you like it, act iv. sc, 3.)— I 
have not altered the "at tyr’d” of the old copy to “ attired,” because, perhaps, 
the pronunciation intended here was “ allitrd, 9 


P, 136. ( 93 ) “He tells her something 

That makes her Mood look out” 

Theobald’s correction. — The folio has “ her blood look on t M (the same 

misprint has occurred before: see note, p. 78 of the present vol.). 


p. 137. p) “and break afoul gap into the matter &c. 
Mr. Collier’s M*. Corrector toads — a foul jape,” &c. 


P. 141. ( 21 ) 

“ Or Ethiopian s tooth or the f ami 1 d snow that's bolted 
11 y thi i northern blasts twice e’er. 

Pol. What follows this ? — ” 

Qy. ought we to rend “ Or Ethiop’s tooth f &c.? (Shakespeare evidently did 
not intend that the arrangement should be, — 

14 Or Ethiopian’s tooth, or the fann’d snow 
That’s bolted by the northern blasts twice o’er.”) 


P. 144. (») 

“ That thou no wore shaft nerer see this knack (as never 
J mean thou shalt)f & c. 

Here Rowe omitted “ never 11 Malone restored it. (However the reader may 
object to the length of the line, lie certainly need not be offended at the double 
negative.) 


P. 146. ( 2a ) ‘‘ most opportune to our need,” &c. 

The folio has “ to her need” (which, according to Boswell, may mean the 

need we have of her, i,e. the vessel): but compare, in the next speech, “ Or 
stronger for your med 11 
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P. 149. ( 37 ) “ We are not furnish'd Hite Bohemia's son , 

Nor shall appear in Sicilia 

i. e. Nor shall appear like Bohemia's son in Sicilia. (The modern editors, in 
opposition to the old copy, put a break after “ Sicilia,” as if the sense were 
incomplete.) 


P. 151. ( 2e ) “(For I do fear eyes over)” 

The usual modern reading is w eyes over you)’ 1 . — Mr. Collier prints, from 

a Ms. correction in Lord Ellesmere’s copy of the folio, f< eyes ever)”. 


P. 154. ( 20 ) “then stand,” & c, 

Capell prints (t there stand” &c. 


P. 157. ( 30 ) “would make her sainted spirit 

Again possess her corpse , and on this stage 
(Where we offend her now) appear, soul- vex'd, 

And begin , f Why to me ?' ” 

The folio has “(Where we Offendors now appearc) Soule-vextf &c. — This 
passage has been amended in various ways. I adopt the alteration of Theo- 
bald, which is by no means violent, aud which connects (as is evidently 
required) the word “ appear” with “sainted spirit.” (A parenthesis wrongly 
marked is not unfrequent in the folio.) 


P.158. ( 31 ) " She had just catisef 

So the third folio. — The earlier folios have u She had just such cause” (an 
error originally occasioned by the word “ such” in the line immediately above). 


P. 158. ( 32 ) “Cleo. Good madam , — 

Paul. / have done. 

Yet, if my lord will marry,” cScc. 

The folio has, 

“ Cleo . Good madame, I haue done. 

Paul. Yet if my Lord will marry,” &c. 

Rowe printed “ Cleo. Good madam , pray, have done ” But the regulation sug- 
gested by Steevens, which I have adopted, is far preferable : — and it must 
not be forgotten that, near the commencement of the present scene, p. 156, 
a word, which undoubtedly belongs to Paulina, is in the folio made a por- 
tion of the preceding speech, thus,— 
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“ Leon. 

Destroy’d the stvcets t Companion, that ere man 
Bred his hopes out of, true. 

Paul Too true (my Lord:),” &c. — 

(Mr. Knight and Mr. Collier give, with the old copy, “ Cleo . Good madam, 
I have done/’ — Cleomenps, they tell us, being overborne by the vehemence of 
Paulina. — For the following remarks I am indebted to Mr. John Forster: 
“ The cpnly thing that could justify the notion of Clcomenes feeling himself 
overborne by Faul inn’s \ehemenee, and retreating with an 1 1 have done/ — 
would he, that the second speech of Paulina should be but a close to the 
impetuous rush of the drat. On the contrary, the ‘Yet’ introduces a con- 
cession on her part, which properly follows the 1 1 have done/ ”) 


P. 139. ( 33 ) “so must tJii/ grave 

Give xcay to what's seen now!” 

Here “ thy grave ” lias been altered to “ thy graces” and to “ thy grace.” (“ Thy 
grate, says Ld wards, “means — thy beauties, which are buried in the gravej 
the continent for the contents.”) 

P. iro. ( 3 i) 

" Would lu cre dead , but that , methinhs , already— 

Wfutt uras he, that did make it? ' &c. 

Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector gives, 

“ Would I were dead, but that, methinhs, already 
I am but dead, stone looking upon stone. 

TTVittf was he,” &c, - 7 — 

on which additional line see Blackwood's Magazine for August, 1853, p. 202, 
Mr. Singers Shakespeare Vindicated , p. 80, and my Few Notes , &c. p. 80s nor 
am I disposed to retract or modify what I have said concerning that line in 
the last-mentioned publication, notwithstanding its genuineness has boon since 
asserted both by a critic in this country and by one in America, 
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DRAMATIS PERSONAS. 


Ki.no John* 

Prince Henry, his son ; afterwards King Henry III. 

A it t ltd: , duke of Bretagne, son to Geffrey, late Duke of Bretagne, 
the elder brother to King John. 

William Maresball, carl of Pembroke. 

Geitrey Fitz -Peter, earl of Essex, chief-justiciary of England. 
William Lo>'gswoiu>, earl of Salisbury. 

Robert Bigot, earl of Norfolk. 

Hubert he Burton, chamberlain to the King. 

Robert Falconbridge, son to Sir Robert Falconbridge. 

Philip Falconbridge, his half-brother, bastard son to King 
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James Gurney, servant to Lady Falconbridge. 

Peter of Pom fret, a prophet. 

Philip, king of Franco. 

Louis, thu Dauphin. 

Archduke of Austria. 

Cardinal Pandulph, the Pope’s legate. 

Me lux, a French lord. 

Chatillon, ambassador from France to King John. 

Elinor, widow of King Henry II. and mother to King John. 
Constance, mother to Arthur. 
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Scene — Sometimes in England , and sometimes in France, 
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ACT I. 

Scene I. Northampton. Aroomofstateinthepiila.ee. 

Enter King J ohn, Queen Elinor, Pembroke. Essex, Salisbury, 
and others , with Chatillon. 

1C John , Now, say, Chatillon, what would France with 
us ? 

Chat, Thus, after greeting, speaks the King of Fiance, 
Iw wf , to tha , 

The borrow’d majesty of England here. 

Eli. A strange beginning; — borrow’d majesty! 

K. John . Silence, good mother ; hear the embassy* 

Chat , Philip of France, in right and true behalf 
Of thy deceased brother Geffrey’s son, 

Arthur Plantagenet, lays most lawful claim 
To this fair island and the territories, — 

To Ireland, Poictiers, Anjou, Touraine, Maine; 

Desiring thee to lay aside the sword 
Which sways usurpingly these several titles, 

And put the same into young Arthur’s hand, 

Thy nephew and right royal sovereign. 

AT. John . What follows, if we disallow of this? 

Chat . The proud control of fierce and bloody war, 

To enforce these rights so forcibly withheld. 

1C. John . Here have we war for war, and blood for blood, 
Controlment for eontrolment : so answer France. 

Chat. Then take my king’s defiance from my mouth. 

The furthest limit of my embassy. 

1C. John . Bear mine to him, and so depart in peace : 
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Be thou as lightning in the eyes of France ; 

For ere thou canst report I will he there, 

The thunder of my cannon shall be heard : 

So, hence ! Be thou the trumpet of our wrath, 

And sullen presage of your own decay. — • 

An honourable conduct let him have :■ — 

Pembroke, look to’t. — Farewell, Cbatillon. 

[ Exeunt Chatillon and Pembroke, 
Elu What now, my son ! have I not ever said 
How that ambitious Constance would not cease 
Till she had kindled France and all the world, 

Upon the right and party of her son ? 

This might have been prevented and made whole 
With very easy arguments of love ; 

Which now the manage of two kingdoms must 
With fearful bloody issue arbitrate. 

K. John . Our strong possession and our right for us. 

Eli, Your strong possession much more than your right, 
Or else it must go wrong with you and mo : 

So much my conscience whispers in your ear, 

Y/ hicli none but heaven and you and I shall hear. 

Enter the Sheriff of Northamptonshire, who whispers Essex. 

Essex, My liege, here is the strangest controversy, 

Come from the country to he judg’d by you, 

That e’er I heard : shall I produce the men ? 

K, John . Let them approach. — [Exit Sheriff, 

Our abbeys and our priories shall pay 
This expedition’s charge. 

Re-enter Sheriff, with Robert Falcon bridge, and Philip his 
bastard brother . 

What men are you ? 

Hast. \ our faithful subject I, a gentleman 
Born in Northamptonshire, and eldest son, 

As I suppose, to Robert i'alconbri dge , — 

A soldier, by the honour-giving hand 
Of Coaur-de-lion knighted in the field. 



SCENE I.] 


KING JOHN, 


1S5 


K. John . What art thou ? 

Rob . The son and heir to that same Falconbridge. 

K . John . Is that the elder, and art thou the heir ? 

You came not of one mother, then, it seems. 

Bast . Most certain of one mother, mighty king, — 

That is well known ; and, as I think, one father : 

But for the certain knowledge of that truth, 

I put you o’er to heaven and to my mother : — 

Of that I doubt, as all men’s children may. 

Eli . Out on thee, rude man ! thou dost shame thy mother 
And wound her honour with this diffidence. 

Bast . I, madam ? no, I have no reason for it,— 

That is my brother’s plea, and none of mine ; 

The which if he can prove, ’a pops me out 
At least from fair five hundred pound a year : 

Heaven guard my mother’s honour and my land! 

K. John . A good blunt fellow. — Why, being younger 
horn, 

Doth he lay claim to thine inheritance ? 

Bast . I blow not why, except to get the land. 

But once he slander’d me with bastardy : 

But wher I be as true begot or no. 

That still I lay upon my mother’s head ; 

But, that 1 am as well begot, my liege, 

(Fair fall the hones that took the pains for me !) 

Compare our faces, and be judge yourself. 

If old Sir Robert did beget us both, 

And were our father, and this son like him, — 

0 old Sir Robert, father, on my knee 

1 give heaven thanks I was not like to thee ! 

K. John . Why, what a madcap hath heaven lentfj) us here ! 
Eli. He hath a trick of Cceur-de-lion’s face ; 

The accent of his tongue affecteth him : 

Do you not read some tokens of my son 
In the large composition of this man ? 

K. John. Mine eye hath well examined his parts, 

And finds them perfect Richard. — Sirrah, speak. 

What doth move you to claim your brother’s land ? 
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Bast , Because he hath a half-face, like my father, 
"With that half-face (-) would he have all my land : 

A half-tacki groat five hundred pound a year ! 

Bob . My gracious liege, when that my father liv d, 
Your brother did employ my father much, — 

Bast. Well, sir, by this you cannot get my land: 
Your tale must be, how he employ’d my mother. 

Bob . And once dispatch’d him in an embassy 
To Germany, there with the emperor 
To treat of high affairs touching that time. 

The advantage of his absence took the king, 

And in the mean time sojourn’d at my father’s; 

Where how he did prevail, I shame to speak,— 

But truth is truth : large lengths of seas and shores 
Between my father and my mother lay 
(As I have heard my father speak himself), 

When this same lusty gentleman was got. 

Upon his death-bed he by will bequeath’d 
His lands to me ; and took it, on his death, 

That this, my mother’s son, was none of his ; 

And if he were, he came into the world 
Bull fourteen weeks before the course of time. 

Then, good my liege, let me have what is mine, 

My father’s land, as was my father’s will. 

K* John . Sirrah, your brother is legitimate,— 

Your father’s wife did after wedlock bear him ; 

And if she did play false, the fault was hers ; 

Which fault lies on the hazards of all husbands 
That marry wives. Tell me, how if my brother, 

Who, as you say, took pains to get this son, 

Had of your father claim’d this son for his ? 

In sooth, good friend, your father might have kept 
This calf, bred from his cow, from all the world ; 

In sooth, he might : then, if he were my brother’s. 

My brother might not claim him ; nor your father, 
Being none of his, refuse him : this concludes,— 

My mother’s son did get your father’s heir; 

Your father’s heir must have your father’s land. 
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Rob. Shall, then, my father’s will be of no force 
To dispossess that child which is not his ? 

Bast. Of no more force to dispossess me, sir, 

Than was his will to get me, as I think. 

Eli. Whether hadst thou rather he a Falconbridge, 

And like thy brother, to enjoy thy land, 

Or the reputed son of Coeur-de-lion, 

Lord of thy presence, and no land beside ? 

j Bast, Madam, an if my brother had my shape, 

And I had his, Sir Robert his, like him ; 

And if my legs were two such riding-rods, 

My arms such eel-skins stuff’d ; my face so thin, 

That in mine ear I durst not stick a rose. 

Lest men should say, “ Look, where three-farthings goes 1” 
And, to his shape, were heir to all this land, — 

Would I might never stir from off this place, 

I’d give it every foot to have this face *, 

I would not he Sir Nob in any case. 

Eli . I like thee well : wilt thou forsake thy fortune, 
Bequeath thy land to him, and follow me ? 

I am a soldier, and now hound to France. 

Bast. Brother, take you my land, I’ll take my chance : 
Your face hath got five hundred pound a year; 

Yet sell your face for five pence, and ’tis dear. — 

Madam, I’ll follow you unto the death. 

Elu Nay, I would have you go before me thither. 

Bast. Our country maimers give our betters way. 

K. John . What is thy name ? 

Bast . Philip, my liege, — so is my name begun, — 

Philip, good old Sir Robert’s wife’s eldest son. 

K. John. From henceforth bear his name whose form thou 
bearcst : 

Kneel thou down Philip, hut arise ( 3 ) more great,- — 

Arise Sir Richard and Plantagenet. 

Bast . Brother by the mother’s side, give me your hand ; 
My father gave me honour, yours gave land. — 

Now blessed be the hour, by night or day, 

When I was got, Sir Robert was away ! 
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Eli. The very spirit of Plantagenet! — 

I am thy grandam, Richard ; call me so. 

Bast, Madam, by chance* but not b j truth : what though ? 
Something about, a little from the right. 

In at the window, or else o’er the hatch; 

Mho dares not stir by day must walk by night ; 

And have is have, however men do catch ; 

Near or far off, well won is still well shot ; 

And I am I, howe'er I was begot. 

X. John . Go, Falconbridge : now hast thou thy desire ; 

A landless knight makes thee a landed squire. — 

Come, madam, — and come, Richard; we must speed 
For France, for France; for it is more than need. 

Bant, Brother, adieu*, good fortune come to thee l 
For thou wast got i J the way of honesty. 

[Exeunt all except the Bastard . 
A foot of honour better than I was ; 

But many a many foot of land the worse. 

Well, now can I make any Joan a lady : — - 

te Good den, Sir Richard; 5 ’ — “ God-a-mercy, fellow;” — 

And if his name be George, I'll call him Peter ; 

For new-made honour doth forget men’s names, — 

'Tis too respective and too sociable 

For your conversion. Now your traveller, — * 

He and his toothpick at my worship’s mess ; 

And when iny knightly stomach is suffic’d, 

Why then I suck my teeth, and catechize 
My picked man of countries : — u My dear sir, 5 ’ 

Thus, leaning on mine elbow, I begin, 

“ I shall beseech you” — that is question now ; 

And then comes answer like an Abcee-book ; — 

“ 0 sir,” says answer, “ at your best command ; 

At your employment ; at your service, sir 
“No, sir,” says question, “ I, sweet sir, at yours;” 

And so, ere answer knows what question would, — 

Saving in dialogue of compliment, 

And talking of tlie Alps and Apennines, 

The Pyrenean and the river Po, — 
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It draws toward supper in conclusion so. 

But this is worshipful society, 

And fits the mounting spirit like myself ; 

For he is but a bastard to the time. 

That doth not smack of observation, — 

And so am I, whether I smack or no ; 

And not alone in habit and device, 

Exterior form, outward accoutrement, 

But from the inward motion to deliver 
Sweet, sweet, sweet poison for the age’s tooth : 

Which, though I will not practise to deceive, 

Yet, to avoid deceit, I mean to learn ; 

For it shall strew the footsteps of my rising. — 

But who comes in such haste in riding-robes ? 

What woman-post is this ? hath she no husband, 

That will take pains to blow a horn before her ? 

j Enter Lady and James Gukney. 

O me ! it is my mother. — How now, good lady ! 

What brings you here to court so hastily ? 

Lady F, Where is that slave, thy brother ? where is he, 
That holds in chase mine honour up and down ? 

Fast. My brother Robert ? old Sir Robert’s son ? 
Colbrand the giant, that same mighty man ? 

Is it Sir Robert’s son that you seek so ? 

Lady F. Sir Robert’s son ! Ay, thou unreverend hoy, 

Sir Robert’s son : why scom’st thou at Sir Robert? 

He is Sir Robert’s son ; and so art thou. 

Bast . James Gurney, wilt thou give us leave awhile ? 

Gut. Good leave, good Philip. 

B ast . Philip ? — spare ow \ — J ames , 

There’s toys abroad: anon I’ll tell thee more. [Exit Gurney. 
Madam, I was not old Sir Robert’s son ; 

Sir Robert might have eat his part in me 
Upon Good-Friday, and ne’er broke his fast : 

Sir Robert could do well : marry, to confess, 

Could not( 4 ) get me ; Sir Robert could not do it, — 

We know his handiwork: — therefore, good mother, 



KIXG JOHN. 


[ACT X. 


To -whom am I beholding for these limbs ? 

Sir Robert never help to make this leg. 

Lady I<\ Hast thou conspired with thy brother too, 
That for thine own gain shouldst defend mine honour ? 
What means this scorn, thou most untoward knave ? 

Bast, fought, knight, good mother, — Basilisco-like : 
What ! I am dubb'd ; I have it on my shoulder. 

But, mother, I am not Sir Robert’s son ; 

I have disclaim'd Sir Robert and my land ; 

Legitimation, name, and all is gone : 

Then, good my mother, let me know my father, — 

Some proper man, I hope : who was it, mother ? 

Lady L\ Hast thou denied thyself a Falconb ridge ? 
Bast . As faithfully as I deny the devil. 

Lady F. King Richard Coeur-de-lion was thy father : 
By long and vehement suit I was seduc’d 
To make room for him in my husband’s bed : — 

Heaven lay not my transgression to my charge ! — 

Thou ( 5 ) art the issue of my dear offence, 

Which was so strongly urg'd, past my defence. 

Bast . Now, by this light, were 1 to get again. 
Madam, I would not wish a better father. 

Some sins do bear their privilege on earth, 

And so doth yours ; your fault was not your folly : 

Needs must you lay your heart at his dispose, 

Subjected tribute to commanding love, 

Against whose fury and unmatched force 
The aweless lion could not wage the fight, 

Nor keep his princely heart from Richard’s hand : 

He that perforce robs lions of their hearts 
May easily win a woman’s. Ay, my mother. 

With all my heart I thank thee for my father ! 

Who lives and dares hut say, thou didst not well 
When I was got, I’ll send his soul to hell. 

Come, lady, I will show time to my kin ; 

And they shall say, when Richard me begot, 

If thou hadst said him nay, it had been sin : 

Who says it was, he lies ; I say ’twas not. 


[Exeunt* 
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ACT II. 

Scene I. France . Before the walls of Anglers. 

Enter, on one side, Philip, king of France, Louis, Constance, 
Arthur, and Forces ; on the other , the Archduke of Austria and 
Forces . 

Lou , Before Angiers -well met, brave Austria. — ■ 

Arthur, that great forerunner of thy blood, 

Richard, that robb’d the lion of his heart, 

And fought the holy wars in Palestine, 

By this brave duke came early to his grave : 

And, for amends to his posterity, 

At our importance hither is he come, 

To spread his colours, boy, in thy behalf ; 

And to rehuke the usurpation 

Of thy unnatural uncle, English John: 

Embrace him, love him, give him welcome hither. 

Arth. God shall forgive you Coeur-deJion’s death 
The rather that you give his offspring life, 

Shadowing their right under your wings of war : 

I give you welcome with a powerless hand, 

But with a heart full of unstained ( G ) love : 

Welcome before the gates of Angiers, duke. 

Lou. A noble boy ! Who would not do thee right ? 

Aust. Upon thy cheek lay I this zealous kiss, ' 

As seal to this indenture of my love ; — 

That to my home I will no more return, 

Till Angiers, and the right thou hast in France, 

Together with that pale, that white '-fac’d shore, 

Whose foot spurns back the ocean’s roaring tides. 

And coops from other lands her islanders, — 

Even till that England, hedg’d in with the main, 

That water-walled bulwark, still secure 
And confident from foreign purposes,— 

Even till that utmost corner of the west 
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Salute thee for her king : till then, fair hoy, 

Will I not think of home, hut follow arms. 

Count . 0, take his mothers thanks, a widow’s thanks, 
Till your strong hand shall help to give him strength 
To make a more requital to your love ! 

Aust, The peace of heaven is theirs that lift their swords 
In such a just and charitable war, 

K. Phi, Well, then, to work: our cannon shall he bent 
Against the brows of this resisting town. — 

Call for our chiefest men of discipline, 

To cull the plots of best advantages *. 

Well lay before this town our royal hones, 

*V\ade to the market-place in Frenchmen's blood, 

But w r e will make it subject to this hoy. 

Const. Stay for an answ T er to your embassy. 

Lest unadvis’d you stain your swords with blood: 

My Lord Chatillon may from England bring 
That right in peace, which here we urge in war; 

And then we shall repent each drop of blood, 

That hot rash haste so indirectly shed. 

A. Phi. A wonder, lady, — lo, upon thy wish, 

Our messenger Chatillon is arriv’d ! 

Enter Chatillon. 

What England says, say briefly, gentle lord ; 

We coldly pause for thee ; Chatillon, speak. 

Chat, Then turn your forces from this paltry siege, 

And stir them up against a mightier task. 

England, impatient of your just demands, 

Hath put himself in arms : the adverse winds, 

Whose leisure I have stay’d, have given him time 
To land his legions all as soon as I ; 

His marches are expedient to this town, 

His forces strong, his soldiers confident. 

With him along is come the mother- queen, 

An Ate, stirring him to blood and strife ; 

With her her niece, the Lady Blanch of Spain; 

"ft ith them a bastard of the king’s deceas’d : 
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And all the unsettled humours of the land, — - 
Rash, inconsiderate, fiery voluntaries. 

With ladies’ faces and fierce dragons’ spleens, — 

Have sold their fortunes at their native homes. 

Bearing their birthrights proudly on their backs, 

To make a hazard of new fortunes here : 

In brief, a braver choice of dauntless spirits, 

Than now the English bottoms have waft o’er, 

Did never float upon the swelling tide. 

To do offence and scath in Christendom. 

The interruption of their churlish drums [I) rums within. 
Cuts off more circumstance : they are at hand, 

To parley or to fight; therefore prepare. 

K, Phi . How much unlook’d for is this expedition ! 

Aust . By how much unexpected, by so much 
We must awake endeavour for defence ; 

For courage mountetli with occasion: 

Let them be welcome, then ; we are prepar’d. 

Enter King John, Elinoii, Blanch, the Bastard, Lords, and 
Forces . 

IC John . Peace he to France, if France in peace permit 
Our just and lineal entrance to our own! 

If not, bleed France, and peace ascend to heaven ! 

Whiles we, God’s wrathful agent, do correct 
Their proud contempt that beat his peace to heaven. 

A. Phi . Peace he to England, if that war return 
From France to England, there to live in peace! 

England we love ; and for that England’s sake 
With burden of our armour here we sweat. 

This toil of ours should be a work of thine ; 

But thou from loving England art so far. 

That thou hast under-wr ought his lawful king, 

Cut off the sequence of posterity, 

Out-faced infant state, and done a rape 
Upon the maiden virtue of the crown. 

Look here upon thy brother Geffrey’s face ; — 

These eyes, these brows, were moulded out of his : 

This little abstract doth contain that large 
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q, llc 1 ^ Geffrey ; and tlie hand of time 

™? a draw this "brief into as huge a volume, 
af Geffrey was thy elder brother born, 
this his son; England was Geffrey’s right, 
n this (?) is Geffrey’s: in the name of God, 
ow comes it, then, that thou art call’d a lung, 
oil living blood doth iu these temples beat, 
hich owe the crown that thou o’ermasterest ? 

John . From whom hast thou this great commission, 
France, 

io draw my answer from thy articles? 

K. Phi . From that supernal judge, that stirs good thoughts 
r 11 breast of strong authority, 
lo look into the blots and stains of right. 

That judge hath made me guardian to this hoy : 

Under whose warrant I impeach thy wrong ; 

And by whose help I mean to chastise it. 

John . Alack, thou dost usurp authority. 

AT, Phi . Excuse, — it is to beat usurping down. 

Eli* Who is it thou dost call usurper, France ? 

Const. Let me make answer j — thy usurping son. 

Eli, Out, insolent ! thy bastard shall he king, 

Fliat thou mayst be a queen, and check the world l 
Const* My bed was ever to thy son as true 
As thine was to thy husband ; and this boy 
Liker in feature to his father Geffrey 
Than thou and John in manners, — being as like 
As rain to water, or devil to his dam. 

My boy a bastard 1 By my soul, I think 
His lather never was so true begot : 

It cannot be, an if thou wert his mother. 

Eli . There’s a good mother, boy, that blots thy father. 
Const * There’s a good grandam, boy, that would blot thee. 
Ansi. Peace 1 

East, Hear the crier. 

dnst. What the devil art thou ? 

East One that will play Hie devil, sir, with you, 

An a. may catch your hide and you alone ; 

You are the hare of whom the proverb goes, 
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Whose valour plucks dead lions by tlie beard: 

I’ll smoke your skin-coat, an I catch you right ; 

Sirrah, look to ’t ; i’ faith, I will, i’ faith. 

Blanch . O, well did he become that lion’s robe 
That did disrobe the lion of that robe ! 

Bast . It lies as sightly on the back of him 
As great Alcides 1 shoes upon an ass : — - 
But, ass, I’ll take that burden from your back, 

Or lay on that shall make your shoulders crack. 

Aust, What cracker is this same that deafs our cars 
With this abundance of superfluous breath ? 

IC Phi.{ 8 ) Louis, determine what we shall do straight. 
Lou . Women and fools, break off your conference. — 
King J ohn, this is the very sum of all, — 

England and Ireland, Anjou, (°) Touraine, Maine, 

In right of Arthur do I claim of thee : 

Wilt thou resign them, and lay down tliy arms ? 

IC John . My life as soon : — I do defy thee, France. — 
Arthur of Bretagne, yield thee to my hand ; 

And, out of my dear love, I’ll give thee more 
Thau e’er the coward hand of France can win : 

Submit thee, hoy. 

Eli, Come to thy gran dam, child. 

Const, Do, child, go to it’ grandam, child; 

Give grandam kingdom, and it’ grandam will 
Give it a plum, a cherry, and a fig : 

There’s a good grandam. 

Arth . Good my mother, peace ! 

I would that I were low laid in my grave : 

I am not worth this coil that’s made for me. 

Liu His mother shames him so, poor boy, he weeps. 
Const . Now shame upon you, wher she does or no ! 
His grandam’s wrongs, and not his mother’s shames, 

Draw those heaven-moving pearls from his poor eyes, 
Which heaven shall take in nature of a fee ; 

Ay, with these crystal heads heaven shall he brib’d 
To do him justice, and revenge on you. 

Eli . Thou monstrous slanderer of heaven and earth I 
Const . Thou monstrous injurer of heaven and earth ! 
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Call not me slanderer ; tliou and thine usurp 
The dominations, royalties, and rights 
Of this oppressed hoy : this is thy eldest son s son,( 10 ) 
Infortunate in nothing but in thee : 

Thy sins are visited in this poor child ; 

The canon of the law is laid on him. 

Being but the second generation 
Removed from thy sin-conceiving womb. 

A". John, Bedlam, have done. 

Const I have but this to say, — 

That he is not only plagued for her sin. 

But God hath made her sin and her the plague 
On this removed issue, plagu’d for her, 

And with her plague, her sin ; his injury 
Her injury, — the beadle to her sin ; 

All punish’d in the person of this child, 

And all for her ; a plague upon her ! 

Eli . Thou unadvised scold, I can produce 
A will that bars the title of thy son. 

Const. Ay, who doubts that ? a will ! a wicked will ; 

A woman’s will; a canker’d grandam’s will! 

A. Phi . Peace, lady ! pause, or be more temperate : 

It ill beseems this presence to cry aim 
To these ill-tuned repetitions. — 

Some trumpet summon hither to the walls 
These men of Angiers : let us hear them speak, 

"Whose title they admit, Arthurs or John’s. 

Trumpet sounds. Enter Citizens upon the walls . 

First Cit . "Who is it that hath warn’d us to the walls? 

A, Phi . ’Tis France, for England. 

A. John. England, for itself: — 

You men of Angiers, and my loving subjects, — 

A. Phi. You loving men of Angiers, Arthur’s subjects, 
Our trumpet call’d you to this gentle parle. 

A. John. For our advantage; therefore hear us first. 
These flags of France, that are advanced here 
Before the eye and prospect of your town. 

Have hither march’d to your endamagement: 
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The cannons have their bowels full of wrath, 

And ready mounted are they to spit forth 
Their iron indignation ’gainst your walls : 

All preparation for a bloody siege 
And merciless proceeding by these French 
Confronts ( u ) your city’s eyes, your winking gates ; 
And, hut for our approach, those sleeping stones. 

That as a waist do girdle you about, 

By the compulsion of their ordnance 
By this time from their fixed beds of lime 
Had been dishabited, and wide havoc made 
For bloody power to rush upon your peace. 

But, on the sight of us, your lawful king, — 

Who painfully, with much expedient march, 

Have brought a countercheck before your gates, 

To save unscratch’d your city’s threaten’d cheeks, — 
Behold, the French, amaz’d, vouchsafe a parle; 

And now, instead of bullets wrapp’d in fire, 

To make a shaking fever in your walls, 

They shoot but calm words, folded up in smoke, 

To make a faithless error in your ears : 

Which trust accordingly, kind citizens, 

And let us in, your king ; whose labour’d spirits, 
Forwearied in this action of swift speed, 

Crave harbourage within your city-walls, 

K . Phi. When I have said, make answer to us both, 
Lo, in this right hand, whose protection 
Is most divinely vow’d upon the right 
Of him it holds, stands young Plantagenet, 

Son to the elder brother of this man, 

And king o’er him, and all that he enjoys : 

For this down-trodden equity, we tread 
In warlike march these greens before your town ; 

Being no further enemy to you 
Than the constraint of hospitable zeal 
In the relief of this oppressed child 
Religiously provokes. Be pleased, then, 

To pay that duty which you truly owe 

To him that owes it, namely, this young prince ; 
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And then our arms, like to a muzzled hear* 

Save in aspect, have all offence seal'd up ; 

Our cannons’ malice vainly shall he spent 
Against the invulnerable clouds of heaven ; 

And with a "blessed and unvex’d retire, 

With unhack’d swords and helmets all unbruis’d, 

We will bear home that lusty blood again, 

Which here we came to spout against your town, 

And leave your children, wives, and you in peace. 

But if you fondly pass our proffer’d offer, ( 13 ) 

’Tis not the rondure ( 13 ) of your old-fac’d walls 
Can hide you from our messengers of war, 

Though all these English, and their discipline, 

Were harbour’d in their rude circumference. 

Then, tell us, shall your city call us lord, 

In that behalf which we have challeng’d it ? 

Or shall we give the signal to our rage, 

And stalk in blood to our possession ? 

First Cil. In brief, we are the king of England’s subjects : 
For him, and in his right, we hold this town. 

1C John. Acknowledge, then, the king, and let me in. 
First Cit , That can we not ; hut he that proves the king, 
To him will we prove lo} T al : till that time 
Have wc ramm’d up our gates against the world. 

1C John . Doth not the crown of England prove the king ? 
And if not that, I bring you witnesses, 

Twice fifteen thousand hearts of England’s breed, — 

Bast . Bastards, and else. 

A. John. To verify our title with their lives. 

1C Phi . As many and as well-born bloods as those, — 
Bast. Some bastards too. 

K . Phi. Stand in his face, to contradict his claim. 

First Cit . Till you compound whose right is worthiest, 
We for the worthiest hold the right from both. 

K. John . Then God forgive the sin of all those souls 
That to their everlasting residence, 

Before the dew of evening fall, shall fleet, 

In dreadful trial of our kingdom’s king ! 

1C Phi . Amen, amen ! — Mount, chevaliers ! to arms ! 
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Bast. Saint George, that swinged the dragon, and e’er 
since 

Sits on his horse’ back at mine hostess’ door, 

Teach us some fence ! — Sirrah [to Austria ], were I at home, 
At your den, sirrah, with your lioness, 

I would set an ox-head to your hen’s hide, 

And make a monster of you, 

Aust . Peace ! no more. 

Bast. 0, tremble, for you hear the lion roar ! 

K. John . Up higher to the plain ; where we’ll set forth 
In best appointment all our regiments. 

Bast. Speed, then, to take advantage of the held. 

K. Phi. It shall be so ; — [to Louis J and at the other hill 
Command the rest to stand. — God and our right ! 

[ Exeunt , severally , the English and French Kings , §c. 

After excursions, enter a French Herald, with trumpets, to 
the gates . 

F. Her. You men of Angiers, open wide your gates, 

And let young Arthur, Duke of Bretagne, in, 

Who, by the hand of France, this day hath made 
Much work for tears in many an English mother, 

Whose sons lie scatter’d on the bleeding ground : 

Many a widow’s husband grovelling lies, 

Coldly embracing the discolour’d earth ; 

And victory, with little loss, doth play 
Upon the dancing banners of the French, 

Who are at hand, triumphantly display’d, 

To enter conquerors, and to proclaim 
Arthur of Bretagne England’s king and yours. 

Enter an English Herald, with trumpets. 

E. Her , Rejoice, you men of Angiers, ring yonr bells; 
King John, your king and England’s, doth approach, 
Commander of this hot malicious day : 

Their armours, that march’d hence so silver-bright, 

Hither return all gilt with Frenchmen’s blood ; 

There stuck no plume in any English crest 
That is removed by a staif of France ; 
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Out colours do return in those same hands 

That did display them when we first march’d forth ; 

And, like a jolly troop of huntsmen, come 
Our lusty English, all with purpled hands, 

Dy’d in the dying slaughter of their foes : 

Open your gates, and give the victors way. 

First Cit*( n ) Heralds, from off our tow T ers we might be- 
hold. 

From first to last, the onset and retire 
Of both your armies ; wdiose equality 
By our best eyes cannot he censured: 

Blood hath bought blood, and blows have answer’d blows; 
Strength match’d with strength, and power confronted power : 
Both are alike ; and both alike we like. 

One must prove greatest ; while they weigh so even, 

We hold our town for neither ; yet for both. 

Re-enter, on one side , King John, Elinor, Blanch, the Bastard, 
Lords, and Forces ; on the other, King Piitlip, Louis, Austria, 
and Forces. 

K \ John , France, hast thou yet more blood to cast 
away ? 

Say, shall the current of our right run( 15 ) on? 

Whose passage, vex’d with thy impediment, 

Shall leave his native channel, and o’erswell 
With course disturb’d even thy confining shores, 

Unless tliou let his silver water keep 
A peaceful progress to the ocean. 

K. Phi . England, thou hast not sav’d one drop of blood, 
In this hot trial, more than we of France ; 

Rather, lost more : and by this hand I swear, 

That sways the earth this climate overlooks, 

Before we wall lay down our just-borne arms, 

We’ll put thee down, ’gainst whom these arms we bear. 

Or add a royal number to the dead, 

Gracing the scroll that tells of this war’s loss 
With slaughter coupled to the name of kings. 

Past. Ha, majesty ! how high thy glory towers, 

When the rich blood of kings is set on fire ! 



SCENE I.] 


KING JOHN. 


201 


0, now cloth Death line his dead chaps with steel ; 

The swords of soldiers are his teeth, his fangs; 

And now he feasts, mousing the flesh of men. 

In undetermin’d differences of kings. — 

Why stand these royal fronts amazed thus ? 

Cry, havoc, kings ! back to the stained field, 

You equal potents, fiery-kindlcd spirits! 

Then let confusion of one part confirm 

The other’s peace ; till then, blows, blood, and death ! 

K. John . Whose party do the townsmen yet admit? 

K. Phi . Speak, citizens, for England ; who ’s your king ? 
First Cit . The king of England, when we know the king, 
A. Phi . Know him in us, that here hold up his right. 

K» John . In us, that are our own great deputy, 

And hear possession of our person here ; 

Lord of our presence, Angiers, and of you. 

First Cit . A greater power than we denies all this ; 

And till it be undoubted, we clo lock 

Our former scruple in our strong-barr’d gates; 

King’d of our fear,( 1B ) until our fears, resolv’d, 

Be by some certain king purg’d and depos’d. 

Bad . By heaven, these seroyles of Angiers flout you, 
kings, 

And stand securely on their battlements, 

As in a theatre, whence they gape and point 
At your industrious scenes and acts of death. 

Your royal presences be rul’d by me : — 

Do like the mutines of Jerusalem, 

Be friends awhile, and both conjointly bend 
Your sharpest deeds of malice on this town: 

By east and west let Prance and England mount 
Their battering cannon, charged to the mouths, 

Till their soul-fearing clamours have brawl’d clown 
The flinty ribs of this contemptuous city : 

I’d play incessantly upon these jades, 

Even till unfenced desolation 
Leave them as naked as the vulgar air. 

That done, dissever your united strengths, 

And part your mingled colours once again ; 
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Turn face to face, and bloody point to point ; 

Then, in a moment, Fortune shall cull forth 
Out of one side her happy minion. 

To whom in favour she shall give the day, 

And kiss him with a glorious victory. 

How like you this wild counsel, mighty states ? 

Smacks it not something of the policy ? 

K. John . Now, by the sky that hangs above our heads, 

I like it well. — France, shall we knit our powers, 

And lay this Angiers even with the ground ; 

Then, after, fight who shall be king of it? 

Bast . An if thou hast the mettle of a king, — 

Being wrong’d, as we are, by this peevish town, — 

Turn thou the mouth of thy artillery, 

As wc will ours, against these saucy walls ; 

And when that we have dash’d them to the ground, 

Why, then defy each other, and, pell-mell, 

Make work upon ourselves, for heaven or hell. 

K. Phi. Let it he so. — Say, where will you assault? 

K. John . We from the west will send destruction 
Into this city’s bosom. 

Aust . I from the north. 

A. Phi. Our thunder from the south 

Shall rain their drift of bullets on this town. 

Bast . O prudent discipline ! From north to south, — 
Austria and France shoot in each other’s mouth : 

I’ll stir them to it. [Aside *] — Come, away, away ! 

First Cit. Hear us, great kings : vouchsafe awhile to stay, 
And I shall show you peace and fair-fac’d league ; 

Win you this city without stroke or wound ; 

Rescue those breathing lives to die in beds, 

That here come sacrifices for the field : 

Perse ver not, but hear me, mighty kings. 

K. John . Speak on, with favour ; we are bent to hear. 
First Cit . That daughter there of Spain, the Lady 
Blanch, 

Is niece ( 17 ) to England : — look upon the years 
Of Louis the Dauphin, and that lovely maid : 

If lusty love should go in quest of beauty, 
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Where should he find it fairer than in Blanch ? 

If zealous love should go in search of virtue. 

Where should he find it purer than in Blanch ? 

If love ambitious sought a match of birth, 

Whose veins bound richer blood than Lady Blanch ? 
Such as she is, in beauty, virtue, birth. 

Is the young Dauphin every way complete, — 

If not complete of, say he is not she ; 

And she again wants nothing, to name want, 

If want it be not, that she is not be : 

He is the half part of a blessed man, 

Left to be finished by such a she ; 

And she a fair divided excellence, 

Whose fulness of perfection lies in him. 

O, two such silver currents, when they join, 

Do glorify the banks that bound them in ; 

And two such shores to two such streams made one, 
Two such controlling bounds shall you he, kings, 

To these two princes, if you marry them. 

This union shall do more than battery can 
To our fast-closed gates ; for, at this match, 

With swifter spleen than powder can enforce, 

The mouth of passage shall we fling wide ope, 

And give you entrance : hut without this match, 

The sea enraged is not half so deaf, 

Lions more confident, mountains and rocks 
More free from motion ; no, not Death himself 
In mortal fury half so peremptory, 

As v 7 e to keep this city. 

Bast . ' Here’s a stay, 

That shakes the rotten carcass of old Death 
Out of his rags ! Here’s a large mouth, indeed, 

That spits forth death and mountains, rocks and seas ; 
Talks as familiarly of roaring lions 
As maids of thirteen do of puppy-dogs ! 

What cannoneer begot this lusty blood? 

He speaks plain cannon, — fire and smoke and bounce ; 
He gives tbe bastinado with his tongue : 
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Oar ears are cudgull'd ; uot a ^*ord. of his 
But buffets better than a fist of France : 

Zounds! I was never so bethump’d with words 
Since I first call’d my brother’s father dad. 

EH Son, list to this conjunction, mate this match; 

Give with our niece a dowry large enough : 

For by this knot thou shalt so surely tie 
Thv now' unsur'd assurance to the crown. 

That yon green boy shall have no sun to ripe 
The bloom that promise th a mighty fruit. 

I see a yielding in the looks of France; 

Mart, how they whisper : urge them while their souls 
Are capable of this ambition, 

Lest zeal, now melted by the windy "breath 
Of soft petitions, pity, and remorse. 

Cool and congeal again to what it was. 

First CiL Why auswer not the double majesties 
This friendly treaty of our threaten’d town ? 

IL Phi Speak England first, that hath been forward first 
To speak unto this city : what say you ? 

X John , If that the Dauphin there, thy princely son, 

Can in this book of beauty read “1 love/ 5 
Her dowry shall weigh equal with a queen : 

For Anjou/ 18 ) and fair Touraine* Maine, Poictiers, 

And all that we upon this side the sea 
(Except this city now by us besieg’d) 

Find liable to our crown and dignity, 

Shall gild her bridal bed ; and make her rich 
In titles, honours, and promotions, 

As she in beauty, education, blood, 

Holds hand with any princess of the world. 

X* Phi "What say’st thou, boy? look in the lady’s face. 
Lou . I do, iny lord ; and in her eye I find 
A wonder, or a wondrous miracle, 

The shadow of myself form’d in her eye ; 

Which, being but the shadow of your son, 

Becomes a sun, and makes your son a shadow ; 

I do protest I never lov’d myself, 
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Till now infixed I "beheld myself 
Drawn in the flattering table of her eye. 

[ Whispers with Blanch . 

Bast . [aside.'\ Drawn in the flattering table of her eye 1 — 
Hang’d in the frowning wrinkle of her brow ! — 

And quarter’d in her heart ! — he doth espy 
Himself love’s traitor : — this is pity now. 

That, hang’d and drawn and quarter'd, there should he 
In such a love so vile a lout as he. 

Blanch . My uncle's will in this respect is mine : 

If he see aught in you that makes him like, 

That any thing he sees, which moves his liking, 

I can with ease translate it to my will ; 

Or if you will, to speak more properly, 

I will enforce it easily to my love. 

Further I will not flatter you, my lord, 

That all I see in you is worthy love, 

Than this, — that nothing do I see in you, 

Though churlish thoughts themselves should be your judge, 
That I cau find should merit any hate. 

K, John . What say these young ones ? — What say you, 
my niece ? 

Blanch . That she is hound in honour still to do 
What you in wisdom still vouchsafe to say. 

K. John. Speak then, Prince Dauphin ; can you love this 
lady ? 

Lou. Nay, ask me if I can refrain from love ; 

For I do love her most unfeignedly. 

II. John . Then do I give Yolquessen, Touraine, Maine, 
Poic tiers, and Anjou, these five provinces, 

With her to thee ; and this addition more. 

Full thirty thousand marks of English coin. — 

Philip of France, if thou be pleas’d withal, 

Command thy son and daughter to join hands. 

K. Phi . It likes us well, — Young princes, close your 
hands. 

Aust, And your lips too ; for I am well assur’d 
That I did so when I was first assur’d. ( 10 ) 

K. Phi . Now, citizens of Anglers, ope your gates, 
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Let in that amity which you have made ; 

For at Saint Mary’s chapel presently 
The rites of marriage shall he solemniz’d. — 

Is not the Lady Constance in this troop ? 

I know she is not ; for this match made up 
Her presence would have interrupted much : 

Where is she and her son ? tell me, who knows. 

Lou. She is sad and passionate at your highness’ tent. 

K. Phi, And, hy my faith, this league that we have made 
Will give her sadness very little cure. — 

Brother of England, how' may we content 
This widow lady ? In her right we came ; 

Which we, God knows, have turn’d another way, 

To our own vantage. 

JC John . We will heal up all ; 

For we’ll create young Arthur Duke of Bretagne 
And Earl of Richmond ; and this rich fail’ town 
We make him lord of. — Call the Lady Constance ; 

Some speedy messenger hid her repair 
To our solemnity I trust we shall, 

If not fill up the measure of licr will, 

Yet in some measure satisfy her so 
That we shall stop her exclamation. 

Go we, as well as haste will suffer us. 

To this unlook’d-for, unprepared pomp. 

[Exeunt all except the Bastard . The Citizens 
retire from the walls . 

Bast . Mad world ! mad kings ! mad composition 1 
John, to stop Arthur’s title in the whole, 

Hath willingly departed with a part ; 

And France, — whose armour conscience buckled on, 

Whom zeal and charity brought to the field 
As God’s own soldier,— rounded in the ear 
With that same purpose-changer, that sly devil ; 

That broker, that still breaks the pate of faith ; 

That daily break-vow ; he that wins of all, 

Of kings, of beggars, old men, young men, maids, — 

Who having no external thing to lose 

But the word maid, cheats the poor maid of that; 
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That smooth-fac'd gentleman* tickling* commodity* — 
Commodity* the bias of the world 5 
The world* who of itself is peised well* 

Made to run even upon even ground* 

Till this advantage, this vile-drawing bias* 

This sway of motion, this commodity* 

Makes it take head from all indifferency* 

From all direction* purpose* course* intent : 

And this same bias, this commodity. 

This bawd, this broker* this all-changing word* 

Clapp’d on the outward eye of fickle France* 

Hath drawn him from his own determin’d aid,( 20 ) 

From a resolv’d and honourable war* 

To a most base and vile-concluded peace* — 

And why rail I on this commodity ? 

But for because he hath not woo’d me yet : 

Not that I have the power to clutch my hand* 

When his fair angels would salute my palm ; 

But for my hand* as un attempted yet* 

Like a poor beggar* raileth on the rich. 

Well, whiles I am a beggar* I will rail* 

And say* There is no sin but to he rich \ 

And being rich* my virtue then shall be* 

To say* There is no vice but beggary : 

Since kings break faith upon commodity, 

Gain* be my lord* — for I will worship thee ! {Exit. 


ACT III. 

Scene I. France . The French King’s tent . 

Enter Constance* Arthur* and Salisbury. 
Const . Gone to be married ! gone to swear a peace ! 
False blood to false blood join’d ! gone to be friends ! 
Shall Louis have Blanch? and Blanch those provinces ? 
It is not so ; thou hast misspoke* misheard j 



208 


KING JOHN. 


[act hi. 


Be well advis'd* tell o’er thy tale again : 

It cannot be; thou dost but say ’tis so : 

I trust I may not trust thee ; for thy word 
Is but the vain breath of a common man : 

Believe me* I do not believe thee* man; 

I have a king's oath to the contrary. 

Thou shalt be punish'd for thus frighting me. 

For I am sick, and capable of fears ; 

Oppress'd with wrongs, and therefore full of fears ; 

A widow, husbandless, subject to fears; 

A woman, naturally born to fears ; 

And though thou now confess thou didst but jest* 

With my vex’d spirits I cannot take a truce* 

But they will quake and tremble all this day. 

What dost thou mean by shaking of thy head ? 

Why dost thou look so sadly on my son ? 

What means that hand upon that breast of thine ? 

Why holds thine eye that lamentable rheum, 

Like a proud river peering o’er bis bounds ? 

Be these sad signs confirmers of thy words ? 

Then speak again, - — not all thy former tale, 

But this one word, whether tliy tale be true. 

SaL As true as I believe you think them false 
That give you cause to prove iny saying true. 

Const. O, if thou teach me to believe this sorrow, 
Teach thou this sorrow how to make me die; 

And let belief and life encounter so 
As doth the fury of two desperate men, 

Which in the very meeting fall and die ! — 

Louis marry Blanch ! 0 boy, then where art thou ? 

France friend with England ! what becomes of me ? — 
Fellow* be gone: I cannot brook thy sight; 

This news hath made thee a most ugly man. 

SaL What other harm have I, good lady, done, 

But spoke the harm that is by others done ? 

Comt . Which harm within itself so heinous is, 

As it makes harmful all that speak of it. 

Arth. I do beseech you, madam, he content. 

Const » If thou, that bidd'st me be content, wert grim, 
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Ugly, and slanderous to thy mother’s womb, 

Full of unpleasing blots and sightless stains, 

Lame, foolish, crooked, swart, prodigious, 

Patch'd with foul moles and eye-offending marks, 

I would not care, I then would be content; 

For then I should not love thee ; no, nor thou 
Become thy great birth, nor deserve a crown. 

But thou art fair ; and at thy birth, dear boy, 

Nature and Fortune join’d to make thee great : 

Of Nature’s gifts thou mayst with lilies boast 
And with the half-blown rose : but Fortune, 0 ! 

She is corrupted, chang’d, and won from thee ; 

She adulterates hourly with thine uncle John ; 

And with her golden hand hath pluck’d on France 
To tread down fair respect of sovereignty, 

And made his majesty the bawd to theirs. 

France is a bawd to Fortune and King John, — 

That strumpet Fortune, that usurping John ! — 

Tell me, thou fellow, is not France forsworn ? 

Envenom him with words ; or get thee gone, 

And leave those woes alone which I alone 
Am bound to under-bear. 

Sal* Pardon me, madam, 

I may not go without you to the kings. 

Const* Thou mayst, thou shalt ; I will not go with thee : 

I will instruct my sorrows to be proud ; 

For grief is proud, and makes his owner stout,( 31 ) 

To me, and to the state of my great grief, 

Let kings assemble ; for my grief’s so great, 

That no supporter but the huge firm earth 
Can hold it up : here I and sorrows sit ; 

Here is my throne, hid kings come how to it. 

[Seats herself on the ground , 

Enter King John, King Philip, Louis, Blanch, Elinok, the 
Bastard, Austria, and Attendants. 

K. Phi. ’Tis true, fair daughter ; and. this blessed day 
Ever in France shall be kept festival : 

To solemnize this day the glorious sun 
vol. in. r 
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Stays in liis course, and plays the alchemist. 

Turning with splendour oHiis precious eye 
The meagre cloddy earth to glittering gold: 

The yearly course that brings this day about 
Shall never see it but a holiday. 

Const. A wicked clay, and not a holy day ! — [ Rising . 

What hath this day deserv’d ? what hath it done, 

That it in golden letters should be set 
Among the high tides in the calendar ? 

Nay, rather turn this day out of the week. 

This day of shame, oppression, perjury: 

Or, if it must stand still, let wives with child 
Pray that their burdens may not fall this clay, 

Lest that their hopes prodigiously be cross’d: 

But on this day let seamen fear no wreck ; 

No bargains break that are not this clay made : 

This day, all things begun come to ill end, — 

Yea, faith itself to hollow falsehood change ! 

K. Phi. By heaven, lady, you shall have no cause 
To curse the fair proceedings of this day : 

Have I not pawn’d to you iny majesty ? 

Const. You have beguil’d me with a counterfeit, 
Resembling majesty ; which, being touch’d and tried, 

Proves valueless ; you are forsworn, forsworn; 

You came in aims to spill mine enemies’ blood, 

But now in arms you strengthen it with yours ; 

The grappling vigour and rough frown of war 
Is cold in amity and painted peace, 

And our oppression hath made up this league. — 

Arm, am, you heavens, against these perjur’d kings 1 
A widow cries ; be husband to me, heavens ! 

Let not the hours of this ungodly day 
Wear out the day in peace ; but, ere sunset. 

Set armed discord ’twixt these peijur’d kings! 

Hear me, O, hear me ! 

shist. Lady Constance, peace ! 

Const. War ! war ! no peace l peace is to me a war. 

0 Lymogfcs! O Austria! thou dost shame 

1 hat bloody spoil : thou slave, thou wretch, thou coward ! 
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Thou little valiant, great in villany ! 

Thou ever strong upon the stronger side l 
Tliou Fortune's champion that dost never light 
But when her humorous ladyship is by 
To teach thee safety ! thou art perjur’d too, 

And sooth’st up greatness. What a fool art thou, 

A ramping fool, to brag, and stamp, and swear, 

Upon my party !. Thou cold-blooded slave, 

Hast thou not spoke like thunder on my side ? 

Been sworn my soldier? bidding me depend 
Upon thy stars, thy fortune, and thy strength ? 

And dost thou now fall over to my iocs ? 

Thou wear a lion’s hide ! doff it for shame, 

And hang a calf’s-skin on those recreant limbs. 

Just. O, that a man should speak those words to me ! 
Bast. And hang a calf’s -skin on those recreant limbs. 
Just* Thou dar’st not say so, villain, for thy life. 
Bast. And hang a calf’s-skin on those recreant limbs. 
K* John. We like not this ; thou dost forget thyself. 
K. Phi. Here comes the holy legate of the pope. 

Enter Pandulph. 

Panel . Hail, you anointed deputies of heaven ! 

To thee, King John, my holy errand is. 

I Pandulpli, of fair Milan cardinal. 

And from Pope Innocent the legate here, 

Do in his name religiously demand, 

Why thou against the church, our holy mother, 

So wilfully dost spurn ; and, force perforce, 

Keep Stephen Eangton, chosen archbishop 
Of Canterbury, from that holy see ? 

This, in our foresaid holy father’s name, 

Pope Innocent, I do demand of thee. 

JC John . What earthly name to interrogatories 
Can task the free breath of a sacred king ? 

Thou eanst not, cardinal, devise a name 
So slight, unworthy, and ridiculous, 

To charge me to an answer, as the pope. 

Tell him this tale ; and from the mouth of England 
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Add thus much more, — That no Italian priest 
Shull tithe or toll in our dominions ; 

But as we under heaven are supreme head, 

So, under him, that great supremacy, 

Where we do reign, we will alone uphold, 

Without the assistance of a mortal hand : 

So tell the pope ; all reverence set apart 
To him and his usurp’d authority, 

7i. Phi. Brother of England, you blaspheme in this. 

K, John, Though you, and all the kings of Christendom, 
Are led so grossly by this meddling priest, 

Dreading the curse that money may buy out ; 

And by the merit of vile gold, dross, dust, 

Purchase corrupted pardon of a man, 

Who in that sale sells pardon from himself ; 

Though you and all the rest, so grossly led, 

This juggling witchcraft with revenue cherish ; 

Yet I, alone, alone do me oppose 

Against the pope, and count his friends my foes. 

Panel. Then, by the lawful power that I have, 

Thou shall stand curs’d and excommunicate : 

And blessed shall he be that doth revolt 
From his allegiance to an heretic ; 

And meritorious shall that hand be call’d, 

Canonized, and worshipped as a saint. 

That takes away by any secret course 
Thy hateful life. 

Const. O, lawful let it be 

That I have room with Rome to curse awhile ! 

Good father cardinal, cry thou amen 
To my keen curses ; for without my wrong 
There is no tongue hath power to curse him right. 

Panel. There’s law and warrant, lady, for my curse. 

Court. And for mine too : when law can do no right. 

Let it he lawful that law bar no wroim • 

O 

Law cannot give my child his kingdom here ; 

For he that holds his kingdom holds the law : 

Therefore, since law itself is perfect wrong, 

How can the law forbid my tongue to curse ? 
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Panel* Philip of France, on peril of a curse, 

Let go the hand of that arch-heretic ; 

And raise the poorer of France upon his head, 

Unless he do submit himself to Rome, 

Eli. Look’st thou pale, France ? do not let go thy hand. 
Const. Look to that, devil j lest that France repent, 

And by disjoining bands, hell lose a soul. 

Aust. King Philip, listen to the cardinal. 

Bast. And hang a calf’s-skin on his recreant limbs, 

Aust . Well, ruffian, I must pocket up these wrongs, 
Because — 

Bast. Your breeches best may carry them. 

K. John . Philip, what say’s t thou to the cardinal ? 

Const. What should he say, but as the cardinal ? 

Lou . Bethink you, father ; for the difference 
Is, purchase of a heavy curse from Rome, 

Or the light loss of England for a friend : 

Forego the easier. 

Blanch , That’s the curse of Rome. 

Const , 0 Louis, stand fast ! the devil tempts thee here 
In likeness of a ne\v-uptrimmed( 22 ) bride. 

Blanch , The Lady Constance speaks not from her faith. 
But from her need. 

Const . O, if thou grant my need. 

Which only lives but by tbe death of faitli. 

That need must needs infer this principle, — 

That faith would live again by death of need ! 

O, then, tread down my need, and faith mounts up ; 

Keep my need up, and faith is trodden down l 

K. John. The king is mov’d, and answers not to this. 
Const. O, be remov’d from him, and answer -well! 

Aust. Do so, King Philip ; hang no more in doubt. 

Bast. Plang nothing but a calf’s-skin, most sweet lout. 
K. Phi . I am perplex’d, and know not what to say, 
Pand. What canst thou say but will perplex thee more, 
If thou stand excommunicate and curs’d ? 

K. Phi . Good reverend father, make my person yours, 
And tell me how you would bestow yourself. 

This royal hand and mine are newly knit, 
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And the conjunction of our inward souls 
Married in league, coupled and link’d together 
With all religious strength of sacred vows; 

The latest breath that gave the sound of words 
Was deep-sworn faith, peace, amity, true love 
Between our kingdoms and our royal selves; 

And even before this truce, but new before,— 

ISFo longer than we well could wash our hands, 

To clap this royal bargain up of peace, — 

Heaven knows, they were besmear’d and overstain’d 
With slaughter’s pencil, where revenge did paint 
The fearful difference of incensed kings : 

And shall these hands, so lately purg’d of blood. 

So newly join’d in love, so strong in both, 

Unyoke this seizure and this kind regreet ? 

Play fast and loose with faith? so jest with heaven, 
Make such unconstant children of ourselves, 

As now again to snatch our palm from palm ; 

Unswear faith sworn ; and on the marriage-bed 
Of smiling peace to march a bloody host. 

And make a riot on the gentle brow 
Of true sincerity ? O, holy sir, 

My reverend father, let it not be so ! 

Out of your grace, devise, ordain, impose 
Some gentle order; and then we shall be bless’d 
To do your pleasure, and continue friends. 

PcuuL All form is formless, order orderless, 

Save what is opposite to England’s love. 

Therefore, to arms ! he champion of our church 1 
Or let the church, our mother, breathe her curse, — 
A mother’s curse, — on her revolting son. 

France, thou mayst hold a serpent by tire tongue, 

A chafed ( 23 ) lion by the mortal paw, 

A fastiug tiger safer by the tooth. 

Than keejj in peace that hand which thou dost hold. 
K. Phi . I may disjoin my hand, hut not my faith. 
I 3 and. So mak’st thou faith an enemy to faith ; 
And, like a civil w;ir, scttVt oatli to oath, 

Thy tongue against thy tongue. O, let thy vow 
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First made to heaven, first he to heaven perform’d, — - 
That is, to he the champion of our church ! 

What since thou swor’st is sworn against thyself, 

And may not he performed hy thyself : 

For that which thou hast sworn to do amiss 
Is not amiss when it is truly done ; ( 21 ) 

And being not done, where doing tends to ill. 

The truth is then most done not doing it : 

The better act of purposes mistook 
Is to mistake again ; though indirect, 

Yet indirection thereby grows direct, 

And falsehood falsehood cures ; as fire cools fire 
Within the scorched veins of one new hurn’ch 
It is religion that doth make vows kept ; 

But thou hast sworn against religion, 

By what thou swear'st against the thing thou swear'st 
And mak’st an oath the surety for thy truth 
Against an oath : the truth thou art unsure 
To swear, swears ( 25 ) only not to be forsworn; 

Else what a mockery should it be to swear ! 

But thou dost swear only to be forsworn ; 

And most forsworn, to keep what thou dost swear* 
Therefore thy later vows against thy first 
Is in thyself rebellion to thyself ; 

And better conquest never canst thou make 
Than arm thy constant and thy nobler parts 
Against these giddy loose suggestions ; 

Upon which better part our prayers come in, 

If thou vouchsafe them ; hut if not, then know 
The peril of our curses light on thee. 

So heavy as thou shalt not shake them off, 

But in despair die under their black weight. 

Amt, Rebellion, fiat rebellion ! 

Bast . Will*! not be ? 

Will not a ealf’s-skin stop that mouth of thine ? 

Lou, Father, to arms ! 

Blanch . Upon thy wedding-day ? 

Against the blood that thou hast married ? 

What, shall our feast he kept with slaughter'd men ? 
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Shall braying trumpets and loud churlish drums, 

Clamours of hell, — be measures to our pomp ? 

0 husband, hear me ! — ay, alack, how new 

Is husband in my mouth ! — even for that name. 

Which till this time my tongue did ne’er pronounce. 

Upon iny knee I beg, go not to arms 
Against mine uncle. 

Const , O, upon my knee, 

Made hard with kneeling, I do pray to thee, 

Thou virtuous Dauphin, alter not the doom 
Forethought by heaven ! 

Blanch , Now shall I see thy love : what motive may 
Be stronger with thee than the name of wife ? 

Count, That which upholdeth him that thee upholds, 

His honour : — 0, thine honour, Louis, thine honour ! 

Lou . I muse your majesty doth seem so cold, 

When such profound respects do pnll you on. 

Band. I will denounce a curse upon his head. 

K, PhL Thou slialt not need.— England, I will fall from 
thee. 

Cowl. 0 fair return of banish’d majesty ! 

Eli . O foul revolt of French inconstancy ! 

K. John . France, thou shall rue this hour within this 
hour. 

Bast, Old Time the clock-setter, that bald sexton Time, 
Is it as he will ? well, then, France shall rue. 

Blanch . The sun’s o’ercast with blood : fair day, adieu ! 
"Which is the side that I must go withal ? 

1 am with both : each army hath a hand ; 

And in their rage, I having hold of both, 

They whirl asunder and dismember me. 

Husband, I cannot pray that thou mayst win ; 

Uncle, I needs must pray that thou mayst lose ; 

Father, I may not wish the fortune thine ; 

Grandam, I will not wish thy wishes thrive : 

Whoever wins, on that side shall I lose ; 

Assured loss before the match be play’d. 

Lou . Lady, with me ; with me thy fortune lies. 

Blanch . There where my fortune lives, there my life dies. 
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If* John * Cousin, go draw our puissance together. — 

[Exit Bastard* 

France, I am burn’d up with inflaming wrath ; 

A rage whose heat hath this condition, 

That nothing can allay, nothing hut blood, — 

The blood, ( 26 ) and dearest- valu'd blood of France. 

If, Phi . Thy rage shall burn thee up, and thou shalt turn 
To ashes, ere our blood shall quench that fire : 

Look to thyself, thou art in jeopardy. 

If. John . No more than he that threats. — To arms let’s hie ! 
[Exeunt, severally, the English and French Kings , §c. 


Scene II. The same. Plains near Anglers. 

Alarums, excursions. Enter the Bastard, with Austria's head* 

Bast . Now, by my life, this day grows wondrous hot ; 
Some airy ( 27 ) devil hovers in the sky, 

And pours clown mischief. — Austria’s head lie there, 

While Philip breathes. 

Enter King John, Arthur, and Hubert. 

If. John. Hubert, keep this boy. — Philip, make up : 

My mother is assailed in our tent, 

And ta’en, I fear. 

Bast . My lord, I rescu’d her; 

Her highness is in safety, fear you not : 

But on, my liege ; for very little pains 

Will bring this labour to an happy end. [Exeunt. 


Scene III. The same . Another part of the plains* 

Alarums, excursions, retreat. Enter King J oiin, Elinor, Arthur, 
the Bastard, Hubert, and Lords. 

If. John . So shall it be; your grace shall stay behind, 

[To Elinor. 
[To Arthur * 


So strongly guarded* — Cousin, look not sad: 
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Thy gran dam loves thee ; and thy uncle will 
As dear be to thee as thy father was. 

A rth. Q, tliis will make my mother die with grief! 

I{. John . Cousin \to the Bastard ], away for England ; 
haste before : 

And, ere our coming, see thou shake the hags 
Of hoarding abbots ; imprison’d angels (- 8 ) 

Set at liberty : the fat ribs of peace 
Must by the hungry now be fed upon : 

Use our commission in his utmost force. 

Bast, Bell, book, and candle shall not drive me back, 
When gold and silver becks me to come on. 

I leave your highness. — Gran dam, I will pray 
(If ever I remember to be holy) 

For your fair safety ; so, I kiss your hand. 

Eli. Farewell, gentle cousin. 

K, John . Coz, farewell. 

[Exit Bastard . 

Eli . Come hither, little kinsman ; hark, a word. 

[She lakes Arthur aside . 

K< John . Come hither, Hubert. 0 my gentle Hubert, 
We owe thee much! within this wall of llcsh 
There is a soul counts thee her creditor, 

And with advantage means to pay thy love : 

And, my good friend, thy voluntary oath 
Lives in this bosom, dearly cherished. 

Give me thy hand. I had a thing to say, — 

But I will fit it with some better time. ( 2 9 ; 

By heaven, Hubert, I am almost asham’d 
To say what good respect I have of thee. 

Hub . I am much bounden to your majesty. 

K. John . Good friend, thou hast no cause to say so yet; 
But thou shall have ; and creep time ne’er so slow, 

Yet it shall come for me to do thee good. 

I had a thing to say,- — but let it go : 

The sun is in the heaven, and the proud day, 

Attended with the pleasure^ of the world, 

Is all too wanton and too full of gawds 
To give me audience : — if the midnight bell 
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Did, with his iron tongue and brazen mouth, 

Sound one into the drowsy ear("°) of night ; 

If this same were a churchyard where we stand. 

And thou possessed with a thousand wrongs ; 

Or if that surly spirit, melancholy, 

Had bak’d thy blood, and made it heavy, thick, 

(Which else runs tiekling( 31 ) up and down the veins, 

Making that idiot, laughter, keep men’s eyes, 

And strain their cheeks to idle merriment, — 

A passion hateful to my purposes) ; 

Or if that thou couldst see me without eyes, 

Hear me without thine ears, and make reply 
Without a tongue, using conceit alone, 

Without eyes, ears, and harmful sound of words ; 

Then, in despite of brooded watchful day, 

I would into thy bosom pour my thoughts : 

But, ah, I will not! — yet I love thee well; 

And, by my troth, I think thou lov’st me well. 

Hub . So well, that what you bid me undertake, 

Though that my death were adjunct to my act. 

By heaven, I would do it. 

IC John . Do not I know thou w r ouldst ? 

Good Hubert, Hubert, Hubert, throw thine eye 
On yon young boy : I’ll tell thee what, my friend, 
lie is a very serpent in my w r ay ; 

And wheresoe’er this foot of mine doth tread, 

He lies before me : — dost thou understand me ? 

Thou art his keeper. 

Hub. And I’ll keep him so. 

That he shall not offend your majesty. 

K. John . Death, 

Hub . My lord ? 

K. John . A grave. 

Hub. He shall not live. 

K. John , Enough. 

I could be merry now. Hubert, I love thee ; 

Well, I’ll not say what I intend for thee : 

Remember. — Madam, fare yon well : 

I’ll send those powers o’er to your majesty. 
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A/h My blessing go with thee ! 

A\ /oi/ 2 . For England, cousin, go : 

HubiTt shall he your man, attend on you 
With all true duty.— Ou toward Calais, ho ! [ Exeunt . 


Scene IV. The same . 27/e French Xing’s tent . 

AVu* King Philip. Louis, Tandulph, and Attendants. 

A”. P/A So, by a roaring tempest on the flood, 

A whole arniado of convicted ( 33 ) sail 
Is scatter’d and disjoin’d from fellowship. 

Panel. Courage and comfort ! all shall yet go well. 

Ah Phi, What can go well, when we have run so ill ? 

Are we not beaten ? Is not Anglers lost ? 

Arthur ta’en prisoner ? clivers dear friends slain ? 

And bloody England into England gone, 

O’er bearing interruption, spite of France ? 

Lou, What he hath won, that hath he fortified : 

So hot a speed with such advice dispos’d, 

Such temperate order in so fierce a cause, 

I)oth want example: who hath read or heard 
Of any kindred action like to this ? 

A. Phi. Well could I hear that England had this praise, 
So we could find some pattern of our shame. — 

Look, who comes here ! a grave unto a soul ; 

Holding the eternal spirit, against her will, 

In the vile prison of afflicted breath. 

Enter Constance. 

I prithee, lady, go away with me. 

Const. Lo, now ! now see the issue of your peace ! 

K. Phi. Patience, good lady ! comfort, gentle Constance! 
Const. xNo, I defy all counsel, all redress, 

But that which ends all counsel, true redress, 

Death, death : — O amiable lovely death ! 

Thou odoriferous stench ! sound rottenness ! 

Arise forth from the couch of lasting night, 

Thou hate and terror to prosperity. 
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And I will kiss thy detestable bones; 

And put my eyeballs in thy vanity brows ; 

And ring* these fingers with thy household worms ; 

And stop this gap of breath with fulsome dust, 

And be a carrion monster like thyself : 

Come, grin on me ; and I will think thou smiPst, 

And buss thee as thy wife ! Misery’s love, 

O, come to me ! 

AT. Phi. 0 fair affliction, peace ! 

Const . No, no, I will not, having breath to cry :■ — 

0, that my tongue were in the thunder’s mouth I 
Then with a passion would I shake the world ; 

And rouse from sleep that fell anatomy 
Which cannot hear a lady’s feeble voice. 

Which scorns a modern invocation. 

Panel. Lady, you utter madness, and not sorrow". 
Const. Tliou art not holy to belie me so ; 

T am not mad : this hair I tear is mine ; 

My name is Constance ; I was Geffrey’s wife ; 

Young Arthur is my son, and he is lost : 

I am not mad ; — I would to heaven I were ! 

For then ’tis like I should forget myself : 

0, if I could, what grief should I forget ! — 

Preach some philosophy to make me mad, 

And thou shalt be canoniz’d, cardinal ; 

For, being not mad, but sensible of grief, 

My reasonable part produces reason 
How T may he deliver’d of these ivoes, 

And teaches me to kill or hang myself : 

If I were mad, I should forget my son, 

Or madly think a babe of clouts were lie : 

I am not mad ; too well, too well I feel 
The different plague of each calamity. 

K. Phi . Bind np those tresses. — 0, what love I note 
In the fair multitude of those her hairs ! 

Where but by chance a silver drop hath fallen, 

Even to that drop ten thousand wiry, friends 
Do glue themselves in sociable grief; 
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Like true, inseparable, faithful love?, 

Sticking together in calamity. 

Const* To England, if you will. 

K. Fhi , Bind up youv hairs. 

Const. Yes, that I will ; and wherefore will 1 do it ? 

I tore them from their bonds, and cried aloud, 

“ O that these hands could so redeem my son, 

As they have given these hairs their liberty 1” 

But now I envy at their liberty, 

And will again commit them to their bonds, 

Because my poor child is a prisoner. — ^ 

And, father cardinal, I have heard you say 
That we shall sec and know our friends in heaven : 

If that he true, I shall see my boy again ; 

For since the birth of Cain, the first male child, 

To him that did but yesterday suspire, 

There was not sucb a gracious creature born. 

But now will canker-sorrow eat my bud, 

And chase the native beauty from his cheek, 

And he will look as hollow as a ghost, 

As dim and meagre as an ague’s fit ; 

And so he’ll die; and, rising so again. 

When I shall meet him in the court of heaven 
I shall not know him : therefore never, never 
Must I behold my pretty Arthur more. 

Fand. You hold too heinous a respect of grief. 

Count. He talks to me that never had a son. 

K. Flu . You are as fond of grief as of your child, 

Count. Grief fills the room up of my absent child, 

Lies in his bed, walks up and down with me, 

Puts on his pretty looks, repeats his words, 

Remembers me of all his gracious parts, 

Stuffs out his vacant garments with his form; 

Then have 1 reason to be fond of grief. 

Pare you well : had you such a loss as 1, 

1 could give better comfort than you do. — 

I will not keep this form upon my head, 

[■ Tearing off her head-dress. 
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When there is such disorder in my wit. 

0 Lord ! my hoy, my Arthur, my fair son! 

My life, my joy, my food, my all the world! 

My widow-comfort, and my sorrows’ cure ! [Exit. 

K. Phi . I fear some outrage, and I’ll follow her. [Exit. 
Loa . There’s nothing in this world can make me joy: 
Life is as tedious as a twice-told tale 
Vexing the dull ear of a drowsy man; 

And hitter shame hath sp oil'd the sweet world’s taste, 

That it yields naught hut shamc( a;i ) and bitterness* 

Pand . Before the curing of a strong disease, 

Even in the instant of repair and health, 

The fit is strongest; evils that take leave, 

On their departure most of all show evil : 

What have you lost by losing of this day ? 

Lou. All days of glory, joy, and happiness. 

Pand . If you had won it, certainly you had. 

No, no ; when Fortune means to men most good, 

She looks upon them with a threatening eye. 

*Tis strange to think how much King John hath lost 
In this which he accounts so clearly won : 

Are not you griev’d that Arthur is his prisoner? 

Lou . As heartily as he is glad he hath him, 

Pand , Your mind is all as youthful as your blood. 

Now hear me speak with a prophetic spirit; 

For even the breath of what I mean to speak 
Shall blow each dust, each straw, each little rub, 

Out of the path which shall directly lead 

Thy foot to England’s throne ; and therefore mark. 

John hath seiz’d Arthur; and it cannot he, 

That, whiles warm life plays in that infant’s veins. 

The misplac’d John should entertain ail hour, 

One minute, nay, one quiet breath of rest : 

A sceptre snatch’d with an unruly hand 
Must he as boisterously maintain’d as gain’d; 

And he that stands upon a slippery place 
Makes nice of no vile hold to stay him up : 

That John may stand, then Arthur needs must fall*; 

So be it, for it cannot be but so. 
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Lon. But what shall I gain by young Arthur’s fall ? 
Land. You, in the right of Lady Blanch your wife, 
May then make all the claim that Arthur did. 

Lou . And lose it, life and all, as Arthur did. 

Land . How green you are, and fresh in this old world! 
John lays you plots; the times consjure with you; 

For he that steeps his safety in true blood 
Shall find but bloody safety and untrue. 

This act, so evilly borne, shall cool the hearts 
Of all his people, and freeze up their zeal, 

That none so small advantage shall step forth 
To check his reign, hut they will cherish it; 

No natural exhalation in the sky, 

No scape of nature, no distemper’d day, 

No common wind, no eustomed event, 

But they will pluck away his natural cause, 

And call them meteors, prodigies, and signs, 

Abortives, presages, and tongues of heaven, 

Plainly denouncing vengeance upon John. 

Lou. May he he will not touch young Arthur’s life, 

But hold himself safe in his prisonment. 

Panel. 0, sir, when he shall hear of your approach. 

If that young Arthur be not gone already, 

Even at that news he dies ; and then the hearts 
Of all his people shall revolt from him, 

And kiss the lips of unacquainted change ; 

And pick strong matter of revolt and wrath 
Out of the bloody fingers’ ends of John. 

Methinks I see this hurly all on foot : 

And, 0, what better matter breeds for you 
Than I have nam'd !— The bastard Falconbridge 
Is now in England, ransacking the church. 

Offending charity : if hut a dozen French 
Were there in arms, they would be as a call 
To train ten thousand English to their side; 

Or, as a little snow, tumbled about, 

Anon becomes a mountain. O noble Dauphin, 

Go with me to the king : — ’tis wonderful 
What may be wrought out of their discontent, 
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Now that their souls are topful of offence : 

For England go : — I will whet on the king. 

Lou . Strong reasons make strong ( 34 ) actions; let us go: 
If you say ay, the king will not say no. [Exeunt 


ACT IY. 

Scene I. Northampton . A room in the castle. 

Enter Hubert and two Attendants. 

Hub . Heat me these irons hot; and look thou stand 
Within the arras : when I strike my foot 
Upon the bosom of the ground, rush forth, 

And bind the boy which you shall find with me 
Fast to the chair : be heedful : hence, and watch. 

First Attend « I hope your warrant will bear out the deed. 
Hub. Uncleanly scruples ! fear not you ; look to *t. 

[Exeunt Attendants . 

Young lad, come forth ; I have to say with you. 

Enter Arthur. 

Arth . Good morrow, Hubert. 

Hub . Good morrow, little prince. 

Arth . As little prince, having so great a title 
To he more prince, as may be. — You are sad. 

Hub. Indeed, I have been merrier. 

Arth . Mercy on me ! 

Methinks no body should he sad but I: 

Yet, I remember, when I was in France, 

Young gentlemen would he as sad as night, 

Only for wantonness. By my Christendom, 

Sol were out of prison, and kept sheep, 

I should he as merry as the day is long ; 

And so I would be here, hut that I doubt 
My uncle practises more harm to me ; 

VOL. III. Q 



226 


KING JOHN. 


[act IV, 


He is afraid of me, and I of him : 

Is it my fault that I was Geffrey’s son? 

No, indeed, is ’t not; and I would to heaven 
I -were your son, so you would love me, Hubert, 

Hub . [aside.'] If I talk to him, with his innocent prate 
He will awake my mercy, which lies dead: 

Therefore I will be sudden and dispatch. 

Arth. Are you sick, Hubert? you look pale to-day: 

In sooth, I would you were a little sick, 

That I might sit all night and watch with you : 

I warrant I love you more than you do me. 

Hub . [aside*] His words do take possession of my bosom. — 
Read here, young Arthur. [SJwioing ci jmper. 

[Aside.] How now, foolish rheum ! 
Turning dispiteous torture out of door ! 

I must be brief, lest resolution drop 

Out at mine eyes in tender womanish tears. — 

Can you not read it ? is it not fair writ ? 

Arth . Too fairly, Hubert, for so foul effect: 

Must you with hot irons burn out both mine eyes ? 

Hub . Young boy, I must, 

Arth . And will you ? 

Hub. And I will. 

Artli . Have you the heart ? When your head did but ache, 
I knit my handkercher about your brows 
(The best I had, a princess wrought it me), 

And I did never ask it you again ; 

And with my hand at midnight held your head ; 

And like the watchful minutes to the hour. 

Still and anon cheer’d up the heavy time, 

Saying, “What lack you ?” and, ** Where lies your grief?” 
Or, (f What good love may I perform for you ?” 

Many a poor man’s son. would have lien still, 

And ne’er have spoke a loving word to you ; 

But you at your sick service had a prince. 

Nay, you may think my love was crafty love, 

And call it cunning do, an if you will ; 

If heaven he pleas’d that you must use me ill, 

W bj, then jou must. W ill you put out mine eyes ? 
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These eyes that never did nor never shall 
So much as frown on you? 

Hub . I have sworn to do it ; 

And with hot irons must I hum them out. 

Arth . Ah, none hut in this iron age would do it ! 

The iron of itself, though heat red-hot, 

Approaching near these eyes, would drink my tears, 

And quench his fiery indignation, 

Even in the matter of mine innocence ; 

Nay, after that, consume away in rust, 

But for containing fire to harm mine eye. 

Are yon more stubborn-hard than hammer’d iron? 

An if an angel should have come to me, 

And told me Hubert should put out mine eyes, 

I would not have believ’d him, — no tongue but Hubert’s. 
Hub, Come forth. [ Stamps . 

Rz-mlw Attendants, with cord, irons, <fcc. 

Do as I bid you do, 

Arth , O, save me, Hubert, save me ! my eyes are out 
Even with the fierce looks of these bloody men. 

Hub . Give me the iron, I say, and bind him here, 

Arth * Alas, what need you he so boisterous-rough ? 

I will not struggle, I will stand stone-still. 

Eor heaven-sake, Hubert, let me not be bound! 

Nay, hear me, Hubert ! — drive these men away, 

And I will sit as quiet 'as a lamb ; 

I will not stir, nor wince, nor speak a word, 

Nor look upon the iron angerly : 

Thrust but these men away, and I’ll forgive you, 

Whatever torment you do put me to. 

Hub . Go, stand within ; let me alone with him. 

First Attend . I am best pleas’d to be from such a deed. 

[ Exeunt Attendants , 

Arth Alas, I then have chid away my friend ! 

He hath a stern look, but a gentle heart : — 

Let him come back, that his compassion may 
Give life to yours. 

Huh 


Come, boy, prepare yourself. 
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Arthm Is there no remedy ? 

Hub . None, hut to lose your eyes. 

Arth. O heaven ! — that there were but a mote in yours, 
A grain, a dust, a gnat, a wandering hair, 

Any annoyance in that precious sense ! 

Then, feeling what small things are boisterous there, 

Your vile intent must needs seem horrible. 

Hub . Is this your promise ? go to, hold your tongue. 
Arth . Hubert, the utterance of a brace of tongues 
Must needs want pleading tor a pair of eyes : 

Let me not hold my tongue, — let me not, Hubert ; 

Or, Hubert, if you will, cut out my tongue, 

Sol may keep mine eyes : 0, spare mine eyes, 

Though to no use but still to look on you ! — 

Lo, by my troth, the instrument is cold, 

And would not harm me. 

Huh . I can heat it, hoy. 

Arth, No, in good sooth; the fire is dead with grief, 
Being create for comfort, to be us’d 
In undeserv’d extremes : see else yourself ; 

There is no malice in this burning coal ; 

The breath of heaven hath blown his spirit out, 

And strew’d repentant ashes on his head. 

Hub . But with my breath I can revive it, boy. 

Arth . And if you do, you will but make it blush, 

And glow' with shame of your proceedings, Hubert : 

Nay, it, perchance, will sparkle in your eyes ; 

And, like a dog that is compelled to fight, 

Snatch at his master that doth tarre him on. 

All things that you should use to do me wrong, 

Deny tlieir office : only you do lack 

That mercy which fierce fire and iron extends, 

Creatures of note for mercy-lacking ruses. 

Hub. Well, see to live ; I will not touch thine eyes 
For all the treasure that thine uncle owes : 

Yet am I sworn, and I did purpose, boy, 

Y/ ith this same very iron to burn them out, 

Arth . O, now you look like Hubert! all this while 
You were disguised. 
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Peace ; no more. Adieu, 

Y our uncle must not know but you are dead ; 

I’ll fill these dogged spies with false reports : 

And, pretty child, sleep doubtless and secure, 

That Hubert, for the wealth of all the world, 

Will not offend thee. 

Arilu O heaven ! I thank you, Hubert. 

Hub. Silence ; no more : go closely in with me : 

Much clanger do I undergo for thee, [ Exeunt . 


Scene II. The same . A room of stale in the palace. 

Enter King John, crowned; Pembroke, Salisbury, and other Lords. 
The King takes Ids state. 

K. John . Here once again we sit, once again crown’d. 
And look’d upon, I hope, with cheerful eyes. 

Pem, This once again, hut that your highness pleas’d, 
Was once superfluous : you were crown’d before, 

And that high royalty was ne’er pluck’d ojQf; 

The faiths of men ne’er stained with revolt; 

Fresh expectation troubled not the land 
With any long’d-for change or better state. 

Sal. Therefore, to be possess’d with double pomp, 

To guard a title that was rich before, 

To gild refined gold, to paint the lily, 

To throw a perfume on the violet, 

To smooth the ice, or add another hue 
Unto the rainbow, or with taper-light 
To seek the beauteous eye of heaven to garnish, 

Is wasteful and ridiculous excess. 

Pern. But that your royal pleasure must be done, 

This act is as an ancient tale new told ; 

And in the last repeating troublesome, 

Being urged at a time unseasonable. 

Sal. In this, the antique and well-noted face 
Of plain old form is much disfigured ; 

And, like a shifted wind unto a sail. 
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It makes the course of thoughts to fetch about ; 
Startles and frights consideration ; 

Makes sound opinion sick, and truth suspected. 

For putting on so new a fashion’d robe. 

l J cm. When workmen strive to do better than well, 
They do confound their skill in covetousness ; 

And oftentimes excusing of a fault 

Doth make the fault the worse by the excuse* — 

As patches set upon a little breach 
Discredit more in hiding of the fault 
Than did the fault before it was so patch’d. 

SaL To this effect, before you were new-cr own'd, 
We breath’d our counsel : but it pleas’d your highness 
To overbear it ; and we Eire all well pleas’d, 

Since all and every part of what we would 
Doth make a stand at what your highness will. 

K. John . Some reasons of this double coronation 
I have possess’d you with, and think them strong ; 

And more, more strong (when (^lesser is my fear), 

I shall indue von with : meantime but ask 
What you would have reform'd that is not well, 

And well shall you perceive how willingly 
I will both hear and grant you your requests. 

Pern . Then I (as one that am the tongue of these, 
To sound the purposes of all their hearts), 

Both for myself and them (hut, chief of all, 

Tour safety, for the which myself and them 
Bend their best studies), heartily request 
The enfranchisement of Arthur ; whose restraint 
Doth move the murmuring lips of discontent 
To break into tins dangerous argument, — 

If wliat in rest you have in right you hold, 

Why, then/ 8 ®) your fears (which, as they say, attend 
The steps of wrong) should move you to mew up 
T our tender kinsman, and to choke his days 
With barbarous ignorance, and deny his youth 
The rich advantage of good exercise ? 

I hat the time's enemies may not have this 
To grace occasions, let it be our suit 
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That you have hid us ask his liberty ; 

Which for our goods we do no further ask 
Than whereupon our weal, on you depending, 
Counts it your weal he have his liberty. 

IL John , Let it he so : I do commit his youth 
To your direction. 


Enter Hubert. 

Hubert, what news with you ? 

Pem* This is the man should do the bloody deed ; 

He show’d his warrant to a friend of mine : 

The image of a wicked heinous fault 

Lives in his eye ; that close aspect of his 

Doth show the mood of a much-troubled breast ; 

And I do fearfully believe ’tis done, 

What we so fear’d he had a charge to do. 

SaL The colour of the king doth come and go 
Between his purpose and his conscience, 

Like heralds ’twixt two dreadful battles set ; 

4 

His passion is so ripe, it needs must break. 

Pern, And when it breaks, I fear will issue thence 
The foul corruption of a sweet child’s death. 

K . John . We cannot hold mortality’s strong hand: — * 
Good lords, although my will to give is living, 

The suit which you demand is gone and dead: 

He tells us Arthur is deceas’d to-night. 

SaL Indeed, we fear’d his sickness was past cure, 

Pem * Indeed, we heard how near his death he was 
Before the child himself felt he was sick : 

This must he answer’d either here or hence. 

K. John . Why do you bend such solemn brows on me ? 
Think you I bear the shears of destiny ? 

Have I commandment on the pulse of life ? 

SaL It is apparent foul-play ; and ’tis shame 
That greatness should so grossly offer it : 

So thrive it in your game ! and so, farewell. 

Pem* Stay yet, Lord Salisbury ; I’ll go with thee. 

And find the inheritance of this poor child. 

His little kingdom of a forced grave. 
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That blood which ow’d the breadth of all this isle, 

Three foot of it doth hold:— bad world the while ! 

This must not he thus borne : this will break out 

To all our sorrows, and ere long I doubt, [Exeunt Lords . 

K , John ♦ They burn in indignation. I repent: 

There is no sure foundation set on blood, 

No certain life achiev’d by others* death. — 


Enter u Messenger. 

A fearful eye thou hast : where is that blood 
That I have seen inhabit in those cheeks ? 

So foul a sky clears not without a storm : 

Pour down thy weather : — how goes all in France ? 

Mess. From France to England, — Never such a power 
For any foreign preparation 
"Was levied in the body of a land. 

The copy of your speed is learn’ d by them ; 

For when you should be told they do prepare, 

The tidings come that they are all arriv’d, 

K. John . O, where hath our intelligence been drunk ? 
"Where hath it slept ? Where is my mother’s care,( 37 ) 

That such an army could be drawn in France, 

And she not hear of it ? 

Mess. My liege, her ear 

Is stopp’d with dust ; the first of April died 
Your noble mother : and, as I hear, my lord, 

The Lady Constance in a frenzy died * 

Three days before; but this from rumour’s tongue 
I idly heard, — if true or false I know not. 

K. John . Withhold thy speed, dreadful occasion! 

O, make a league with me, till I have pleas’d 
My discontented peers 1 — What ! mother dead ! 

How wildly, then, walks my estate in France ! — 

Under whose conduct came those powers of France 
That thou for truth giv’st out are landed here ? 

Mess. Under the Dauphin. 

7C John . Thou hast made me giddy 

With these ill tidings. 
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Enter the Bastard and Petek of PomfreL 

Now, what says the world 
To your proceedings ? do not seek to stuff 
My head with more ill news, for it is full. 

Bast . But if you he afeard to hear the worst, 

Then let the worst, unheard, fall on your head, 

1C John . Bear with me, cousin ; for I was amaz’d 
Under the tide : but now I breathe again 
Aloft the flood ; and can give audience 
To any tongue, speak it of what it will. 

Bast. How I have sped among the clergymen, 

The sums I have collected shall express. 

But as I travell’d hither through the land, 

I find the people strangely fanlasied ; 

Possess’d with rumours, full of idle dreams, 

Not knowing what they fear, hut full of fear : 

And here’s a prophet, that 1 brought with me 
From forth the streets of Pomfret, whom I found 
With many hundreds treading on his heels ; 

To whom he sung, in rude harsh-sounding rhymes, 

That, ere the next Ascension-day at noon, 

Your highness should deliver up your crown* 

K . John. Thou idle dreamer, wherefore didst thou so ? 
Peter. Foreknowing that the truth will fall out so. 

1C John . Hubert, away with him; imprison him ; 

And on that day at noon, whereon he says 
I shall yield up my crown, let him he hang’d. 

Deliver him to safety; and return, 

For I must use thee, [Exit Hubert with Peter. 

0 my gentle cousin, 

Hear’st thou the news abroad, who are arriv’d ? 

Bast . The French, my lord ; men’s mouths are full of it : 
Besides, I met Lord Bigot and Lord Salisbury 
(With eyes as red as new-enkindled fire), 

And others more, going to seek the grave 
Of Arthur, whom they say is kill’d to-night 
On your suggestion. 

1C John. 


Gentle kinsman, go, 
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And thrust thyself into their companies : 

1 have a way to win their loves again ; 

Bring them before me. 

Hast, I will seek them out. 

A'. John . Nay, hut make haste ; the better foot before. 
Q, let me have no subject enemies, 

When adverse foreigners affright my towns 
With dreadful pomp of stout invasion l 
Be Mercury, set feathers to thy heels, 

And fly like thought from them to me again. 

Hast, The spirit of the time shall teach me speed. 

X. John. Spoke like a spriteful noble gentleman. 

\Exit Bastard . 

Go after him ; for lie perhaps shall need 
Some messenger betwixt me and the peers; 

And be thou he. 

.Mess. With all my heart, my liege. [Exit. 

A”. John. My mother dead t 

Iti-iab r IT ubeiit. 

Huh. My lord, they say live moons were seen to-night ; 
Four fixed ; and the fifth did whirl about 
The other four in wondrous motion. 

A”. John. Five moons ! 

■Zfak Old men and beldams in the streets 

Do prophesy upon it dangerously : 

\ oung Arthur's death is common in their mouths ; 

And when they talk of him, they shake their heads, 

And whisper one another in the ear ; 

And he that speaks doth gripe the hearer’s wrist ; 

Whilst he that hears makes fearful action, 

W r ith wrinkled brows, with nods, with rolling eyes. 

I saw a smith stand with his hammer, thus, 

The whilst his iron did on the anvil cool, 

With open mouth swallowing a tailor’s news ; 

W r ho, with his shears and measure in his hand, 

Standing oil slippers (which liis nimble haste 
Had falsely thrust upon contrary feet), 

Told of a many thousand warlike French 
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That were embattailed and rank’d in Kent : 

Another lean unwash’d artificer 

Cuts off his tale, and talks of Arthur’s death. 

X. John . Why seek’st thou to possess me with these fears? 
Why urgest thou so oft young Arthur’s death ? 

Thy hand hath murder’d him : I had a mighty cause 
To wish him dead, hut thou hadst none to kill him. 

Hub. No had,( 38 ) my lord! why, did you not provoke me? 
X . John . It is the curse of kings to he attended 
By slaves that take their humours for a warrant 
To break within the bloody house of life ; 

And, on the winking of authority, 

To understand a law ; to know the meaning 
Of dangerous majesty, when perchance it frowns 
More upon humour than advis’d respect. 

Hub. Here is your hand and seal for what I did. 

K. John . O, when the last account ’twixt heaven and earth 
Is to be made, then shall this hand and seal 
Witness against us to damnation ! 

How oft the sight of means to do ill deeds 
Make( 39 ) ill deeds done ! Hadst not thou been by, 

A fellow by the hand of nature mark’d, 

Quoted, and sign’d, to do a deed of shame, 

This murder had not come into my mind : 

But, taking note of thy abhorr’d aspect, 

Binding thee fit for bloody villany. 

Apt, liable to be employ’d in danger, 

I faintly broke with thee of Arthur’s death ; 

And thou, to be endeared to a king, 

Made it no conscience to destroy a prince. 

Hub. My lord, — 

X. John . Hadst thou hut shook thy head, or made a pause, 
When I spake darkly what I purposed, 

Or turn’d an eye of doubt upon my face, 

As bid me tell my tale in express words, 

Deep shame had struck me dumb, made me break off, 

And those thy fears might have wrought fears in me : 

But thou didst understand me by my signs, 

And didst in signs again parley with sin ; ( 40 ) 
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Yea, without stop, didst let thy heart consent. 

And consequently thy rude hand to act 

The deed, which both our tongues, held vile to name. — 

Out uf my Mglit, and never see me more! 

My nobler leave me ; and my state is brav’d, 

Even at my gates, with ranks of foreign powers : 

Nay, in the body of this fleshly land, 

This kingdom, this confine of blood and breath, 

Hostility and civil tumult reigns 

between my conscience and my cousin’s death. 

Hub. Arm you against your other enemies, 

1 11 make u peace between your soul and you. 
loung Arthur is alive: this hand of mine 
Is yet a maiden and an innocent hand, 

Not painted with the crimson spots of blood. 

"Within this bt.soin never enter’d yet 

The dreadful motion of a murderous thought; 

And you have slander'd nature in my form, — 

W inch, howsoever rude exteriorly, 

Is yet the cover of a fairer mind 
Than to be butcher of an innocent child. 

A. John. Doth Arthur live i O, haste tliee to the peers, 
Throw this report on their incensed rage, 

And make them tame to their obedience! 

Forgive the comment that my passion made 
Upon thy feature; for my rage was blind. 

And foul imaginary eyes of blood 
Presented thee more hideous than thou art, 

0, answer not ; but to my* closet bring 
The angry lords with all expedient haste ! 

I conjure thee but slowly ; run more fast. [ Exeunt. 

Sclne III, The a cone. Before the castle* 

Eater Authuii, on the walls. 

ArtL The wall is high, and yet will I leap down:— 

Good ground, he pitiful, and hurt me not !— 

Ihere ^ few or none do know me : if they did, 
lids ship-hoy’s semblance hath disguiPd me quite. 
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I am afraid ; and yet I’ll venture it* 

If I get down* and do not break my limbs, 

I’ll find a thousand shifts to get away : 

As good to die and go, as die and stay. [Leaps dozen. 

0 me ! my uncle’s spirit is in these stones: — 

Heaven take my soul, and England keep my bones! [Dies. 

Enter Pembroke, Salisbury, and Bigot. 

Sal, Lords, I will meet him at Saint EdmundVBury : 

It is our safety, and we must embrace 
This gentle offer of the perilous time. 

Pern , Who brought that letter from the cardinal ? 

Sal, The Count Mclun, a noble lord of France ; 

Whose private with me( 41 ) of the Dauphin's love 
Is much more general than these lines import. 

Big, To-morrow morning let us meet him, then. 

Sal. Or rather then set forward ; for ’twill he 
Two long days’ journey, lords, or e’er w^e meet. 

Enter the Bastard. 

Bast . Once more to-day well met, distemper’d lords ! 

The king by me requests your presence straight. 

Sal. The king hath dispossess’d himself of us : 

We will not line his thin bestained( 4 ~) cloak 
With our pure honours, nor attend the foot 
That leaves the print of blood where’er it walks. 

Return and tell him so : we know the worst. 

Bast. Whate’er you think, good words, I think, were best. 
Sal. Our griefs, and not our manners, reason now. 

Bast . But there is little reason in your grief; 

Therefore ’twere reason you had manners now. 

Bern, Sir, sir, impatience hath his privilege. 

Bast, ’Tis true, — to hurt his master, no man else. 

Sal . This is the prison : — what is he lies here ? 

[Seemg Arthur . 

Bern. O death, made proud with pure and princely beauty ! 
The earth had not a bole to hide this deed. 

Sal, Murder, as hating what himself hath done. 

Doth lay it open to urge on revenge. 
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Pound it too precious-princely for a grave. 

Sal. Sir Richard, what think you ? Have you beheld, 
Or have you read or heard ? or could you think ? 

Or do you almost think, although you see, 

That you do see ? could thought, without this object, 
Form such another ? This is the very top. 

The height, the crest, or crest unto the crest, 

Of murder’s arms : this is the bloodiest shame, 

The wildest savagery, the vilest stroke, 

That ever wall-ey’d wrath or staring rage 
Presented to the tears of soft remorse. 

Bern, All murders past do stand excus’d in this: 

And this, so sole and so unmatehable, 

Shall give a holiness, a purity, 

To the yet unbegotten sin of times ; 

And prove a deadly bloodshed hut a jest, 

Exampled by this heinous spectacle. 

Bast. It is a damned and a bloody work ; 

The graceless action of a heavy hand,— 

If that it be the work of any hand. 

Sal. If that it be the work of any hand?— 

We had a kind of light what would ensue : 

It is the shameful work of Hubert’s hand ; 

The practice and the purpose of the king : — • 

From whose obedience I forbid my soul, 

Kneeling before this ruin of sweet life, 

And breathing to lus breathless excellence 
The incense of a vow, a holy vow, 

Never to taste the pleasures of the world, 

Never to be infected with delight, 

Nor conversant with ease and idleness, 

Till I have set a glory to this liaiul,( 43 ) 

By giving it the worship of revenge. 

jj™' | Our souls religiously confirm thy words. 

Eater Hubert. 

Hub. Lords, I am hot with haste in seeking you : 
Arthur doth live ; the king hath sent for you. 
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Sal. 0, he is bold, and blushes not at death : — 

Avaunt, thou hateful villain, get thee gone ! 

Huh . I am no villain. 

Sal. Must I rob the law? 

[ Drawing his sword. 

Bast. Your sword is bright, sir ; put it up again. 

Sal . Not till I sheathe it in a murderer’s skin. 

Huh. Stand hack, Lord Salisbury, — stand hack, I say; 
By heaven, I think my sword ’s as sharp as yours : 

I would not have you, lord, forget yourself, 

Nor tempt the danger of my true defence; 

Lest I, by marking of your rage, forget 
Your worth, your greatness, and nobility. 

Big. Out, dunghill i dar’st thou brave a nobleman? 

Huh. Not for my life : but yet I dare defend 
My innocent life against an emperor. 

Sal. Thou art a murderer. 

Huh . Do not prove me so ; 

Yet I am none ; whose tongue soe’er speaks false, 

Not truly speaks ; who speaks not truly, lies. 

Bern. Cut him to pieces. 

Bast. Keep the peace, I say. 

Sal. Stand by, or I shall gall you, Falconbridge. 

Bast. Thou wert better gall tlie devil, Salisbury : 

If thou hut frown on me, or stir thy foot, 

Or teach thy hasty spleen to do me shame, 

I’ll strike thee dead, ’ Put up thy sword befcime; 

Or I’ll so maul you and your toasting-iron, 

That you shall think the devil is come from hell. 

Big . What wilt thou do, renowned Falconbridge ? 
Second a villain and a murderer ? 

Hub. Lord Bigot, I am none. 

Big . Who kill’d this prince? 

Huh. ’Tis not an hour since I left him well : 

I honour’d him, I lov’d him ; and will weep 
My date of life out for Iris sweet life’s loss. 

Sal . Trust not those cunning waters of his eyes, 

For villany is not without such rheum ; 

And he, long traded in it, makes it seem 
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Like rivers? of remorse anti iimoceney. 

Away with me, all jou whose souls abhor 
The uncleanly savours of a slaughter-liouse ; 

For I am stilled with this smell of bin. 

Biq. Away toward Bury, to the Dauphin there l 
Pcm. There, tell the king, he may inquire us out. 

[Evceunt Lords, 

Bast, Here’s a good world ! — Knew you of this fair work ? 
Beyond die infinite and boundless reach 
Of mercy, if thou didst this deed of death, 

Art thou damn’d, Hubert, 

Huh* Do but hear me, sir : — 

Bast, Ha ! I'll tell thee what ; 

Thourt damn’d as black — nay, nothing is so black ; 

Thou art more deep damn’d than Prince Lucifer : 

There is not yet so ugly a fiend of hell 
As thou shalt be, if thou didst kill this child. 

Huh , Upon my soul, — 

Bast, If thou didst but consent 

To this most cruel act, do but despair ; 

And if tliou want’st a cord, the smallest thread 
That ever spider twisted from her womb 
Will serve to strangle thee ; a rush will be a beam 
To hang thee on ; or wouldst thou drown thyself. 

Put but a little water in a spoon, 

And it shall be as all the ocean, 

Enough to stifle such a villain up. 

I do suspect thee very grievously. 

Huh » If I in act, consent, or sin of thought, 

Be guilty of the stealing that sweet breath 
Winch was embounded in this beauteous clay. 

Let hell want pains enough to torture me ! 

I left him well. 

Bast, Cro, bear him in thine arms. — 

I am amaz’d, methinks ; and lose my way 
Among the thorns and dangers of this world.— 

How easy dost thou take all England up ! 

From forth this morsel of dead royalty, 

The life, the right, and truth of all this realm 
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Is fled to heaven ; and England now is left 
To tug and s Gamble, and to part by the teeth 
I he unow’d interest of proud-swelling state. 

Now for the bare-pick’d bone of majesty 
Doth dogged war bristle his angry crest, 

And snarl eth in the gentle eyes of peace : 

Now powers from home and discontents at home 
Meet in one line ; and vast confusion waits, 

As doth a raven oil a sick-fallen beast, 

Hie imminent decay of wrested pomp. 

Now happy he whose cloak and cincture can 
Hold out this tempest. — Bear away that child, 

And follow me with speed : I’ll to the king : 

A thousand businesses are brief in hand, 

And heaven itself doth frown upon the land. [Exeunt. 


ACT V. 

Scene I. Norihamjyton . A room in the palace* 

Enter King John, Pandulph with the crown > and Attendants. 

if. John * Thus have I yielded up into your hand 
The circle of my glory. 

Panel. ■ Take again 

[Giving King John the crown* 
From this my hand, as holding of the pope, 

Your sovereign greatness and authority. 

K . John . Now keep your holy word : go meet the French; 
And from his holiness use all your power 
To stop their marches ’fore we are inflam’d. 

Our discontented counties do revolt ; 

Our people quarrel with obedience ; 

Swearing allegiance and the love of soul 
To stranger blood, to foreign royalty. 

This inundation of mistemper’d humour 
Rests by you only to be qualified : 
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Then pause not ; for the present time’s so sick. 

That present medicine must he minister’d. 

Or overthrow incurable ensues. 

Band. It was my breath that blew this tempest up, 

Upon your stubborn usage of the pope: 

But since you are a gentle convertite, 

My tongue shall hush again this storm of war, 

And make fair weather in your blustering laud. 

On this Ascension-day, remember well. 

Upon your oath of service to the pope, 

Go I to make the French lay down their arms. [Exit. 

Ah John . Is this Ascension-clay ? Did not the prophet 
Say, that before Ascension-day at noon 
My crown I should give off? Even so I have : 

I did suppose it .should be on constraint ; 

But, heaven be thank’d, it is hut voluntary. 

Enter the Bastard. 

East. All Kent bath yielded; nothing there holds out 
But Dover Castle : London hath receiv’d, 

Like a kind host, the Dauphin and liis powers : 

Your nobles will not hear you, but are gone 
To offer service to your enemy ; 

And wild amazement hurries up and .down 
The little number of your doubtful friends, 

A. John, Would not my lords return to me again. 

After they heard young Arthur was alive ? 

Bast. They found him dead, and cast into the streets ; 

An empty casket, where the jewel of life 
By some damn’d hand was robb’d and ta’en away. 

A , John « That villain Hubert told me he did live. 

Bast. So, on my soul, he did, for aught lie knew. 

But wherefore do you droop ? why look you sad ? 

Be great in act, as you have been in thought; 

Let not the world see fear and sad distrust 
Govern the motion of a kingly eye : 

Be stirring as the time ; be fire with fire ; 
lhmiten the thxeatener, and outface the brow 
Ot Wagging horror; so shall inferior eyes. 
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That borrow tlieir behaviours from the great. 

Grow great by your example, and put on 
The dauntless spirit of resolution. 

Away, and glister like the god of war, 

When he intendeth to become the field: 

Show boldness and aspiring confidence. 

What, shall they seek the lion in his den. 

And fright him there ? and make him tremble there ? 

O, let it not he said! — Forage, (**) and run 
To meet displeasure further from the doors, 

And grapple with him ere he come so nigh, 

K. John , The legate of the pope hath been with me, 

And I have made a happy peace with him ; 

And he hath promis’d to dismiss the powers 
Led by the Dauphin. 

Bast. O inglorious league ! 

Shall we, upon the footing of our land, 

Send fair-play orders, ( 45 ) and make compromise, 

Insinuation, parley, and base truce, 

To arms invasive ? shall a beardless boy, 

A cocker’d silken wanton, brave our fields, 

And flesh his spirit in a warlike soil, 

Mocking the air with colours idly spread. 

And find no check ? Let us, my liege, to arms ; 

Perchance the cardinal cannot make your peace ; 

Or if he do, let it at least he said, 

They saw we had a purpose of defence, 

Ji. John . Have thou the ordering of this present time. 
Bast Away, then, with good courage ! yet, I know, 

Our party may well meet a prouder foe. [Exeunt. 


Scene II. Near St Edmund? s-Bury, The French camp, 

Enter, in arms , Louis, Salisbury, Melot, Pembroke, Bigot, 
and Soldiers. 

Lou . My Lord Melun, let this be copied out, 

And keep it safe for our remembrance : 
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Return the precedent to these lords again ; 

That, having our fair order written down. 

Both they and we, perusing o’er these notes, 

May know wherefore we took the sacrament, 

And keep our faiths firm and inviolable. 

SaL Upon our sides it never shall he broken. 
And, noble Dauphin, albeit we swear 
A voluntary zeal and unurg’d faith 
To your proceedings ; yet, believe me, prince, 

I am not glad that such a sore of time 
Should seek a plaster by contemn’d revolt, 

And heal the inveterate canker of one wound 
By making many. 0, it grieves my soul, 

That I must draw this metal from my side 
To be a widow-maker! 0, and there 
Where honourable rescue and defence 
Cries out upon the name of Salisbury ! 

But suck is the infection of the time, 

That, for the health and physic of our right, 

We cannot deal hut with the very hand 
Of stern injustice and confused wrong.— 

And ib’t riot pity, O my grieved friends ! 

That we, the sons and children of this isle, 

Were horn to see so sad an hour as this ; 

Wherein we step after a stranger-march 
Upon her gentle bosom, and fill up 
Her enemies’ ranks (I must withdraw and weep 
Upon the spot ( 46 ) of this enforced cause), 

To grace the gentry of a land remote, 

And follow* unacquainted colours here ? 

What, here ? — O nation, that thou couldst remove ! 
That Neptune’s arms, who clippetli thee about, 
Would bear thee from the knowledge of thyself, 
And grapple ( 17 j thee unto a pagan shore ; 

Where these two Christian armies might combine 
The blood of malice in a vein of league, 

And not to-j'pend it so unneighbourly ! 

Lou. A noble temper dost thou show in this ; 
And great a flections wrestling in thy bosom 
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Do make an earthquake of nobility. 

O , what a noble combat hast thou fought 
Between compulsion and a brave respect l 
Let me wipe off this honourable dew, 

That silverly doth progress on thy cheeks : 

My heart hath melted at a lady’s tears, 

Being an ordinary inundation. ; 

But this effusion of such manly drops, 

This shower, blown up by tempest of the soul, 

Startles mine eyes, and makes me more amaz’d 
Than had I seen the vanity top of heaven 
Figur’d quite o’er with burning meteors. 

Lift up thy brow, renowned Salisbury, 

And with a great heart heave away this storm : 

Commend these waters to those baby eyes 
That never saw the giant world enrag’d ; 

Nor met with fortune other than at feasts. 

Full warm of blood, of mirth, of gossipping. 

Come, come 5 for thou shalt thrust thy hand as deep 

Into the purse of rich prosperity 

As Louis himself : — so, nobles, shall you all, 

That knit your sinews to the strength of mine. — 

And even there, me thinks, an angel spake : 

Look, where the holy legate comes apace, 

To give us warrant from the hand of heaven, 

And on our actions set the name of right 
With holy breath. 


Enter Pa^dulph. 

Pand. Hail, noble prince of France ! 

The next is this, — King John hath reconcil’d 
Himself to Rome ; his spirit is come in, 

That so stood out against the holy church, 

The great metropolis and see of Rome : 

Therefore thy threatening colours now wind up ; 
And tame the savage spirit of wild war, 

That, like a lion foster’d-up at hand, 

It may lie gently at the foot of peace. 



And he no furthci harmful than in show* 

Lon. Your grace shall pardon me, I will not hack : 
I am too high-born to be propertied, 

Tt> be a secondary at control, 

Or useful serving-man, and instrument, 

To any sovereign state throughout the world. 

Your breath first kindled the dead coal of wars 
Between this chastis’d kingdom and myself, 

And brought in matter that should feed this fire ; 

And now* 5 tis far too huge to be blown out 
With that same weak wind which enkindled it. 

You taught me how to know the face of right, 
Acquainted me with interest to this land, 

Yea, thrust this enterprise into my heart; 

And come ye now* to tell me John hath made 
His peace with Home ? What is that peace to me ? 

I, by the honour of my marriage-bed, 

After young Arthur, claim this land for mine ; 

And, now* it is half conquer’d, must I hack 
Because that John hath made his peace with Rome ? 
Am I Rome’s slave ? 'What penny hath Rome borne, 
What men provided, what munition sent, 

To underprop this action ? Is ’t not I 
That undergo this charge ? who else but I, 

And such as to my claim are liable, 

Sweat in this business and maintain this war ? 

Have I not heard these islanders shout out, 

Vive le roi / as I have bank’d their tows ? 

Have I not here the best cards for the game, 

To win this easy match play’d for a crown ? 

And shall I now give o’er the yielded set ? 

No, no,( la ) on my soul, it never shall be said. 

Land. You look but on the outside of this work. 
Lou , Outside or inside, I wall not return 
Till my attempt so much be glorified 
As to my ample hope was promised 
Before I drew this gallant head of war, 

And cull’d these fiery spirits from the world, 
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To outlook conquest^ and to win renown 

Even in the jaws of danger and of death. — [Trumpet sounds* 

What lusty trumpet thus doth summon us l 

Enter the Bastard. 

East. According to the fair-play of the world, 

Let me have audience ; I am sent to speak : — 

My holy lord of Milan, from the king 
I come; to learn how you have dealt for him ; 

And, as you answer, I do know the scope 
And warrant limited unto my tongue. 

Pand . The Dauphin is too wilful-opposite, 

And will not temporize with my entreaties ; 

He flatly says he’ll not lay down his arms. 

Bast. By all the blood that ever fury breath’d, 

The youth says well. — Now hear our English king , 

For thus his royalty doth speak in me. 

He is prepar’d ; and reason too he should : 

This apish and unmannerly approach, 

This harness’d masque and unadvised revel, 

This unhair’d ( 49 ) sauciness and boyish troops, 

The king doth smile at ; and is well prepar’d 
To whip this dwarfish war, these pigmy arms. 

From out the circle of Inis territories. 

That hand which had the strength, even at your door. 

To cudgel you, and make you take the hatch ; 

To dive, like buckets, in concealed wells ; 

To crouch in litter of your stable planks ; 

To lie, like pawns, lock’d up in chests and trunks ; 

To hug with swine ; to seek sweet safety out 
In vaults and prisons ; and to thrill and shake 
Even at the crying ( d0 ) of your nation’s crow, 

Thinking his( 51 ) voice an armed Englishman ; — 

Shall that victorious hand he feebled here, 

That in your chambers gave you chastisement ? 

No : know the gallant monarch is in arms ; 

And like an eagle o’er his aery towers, 

To souse annoyance that comes near his nest. — 

And you degenerate, yoii ingrate revolts. 



KING JOHN. 


[act V, 


us 

You bloody Neroes, ripping up the womb 
Of your dear mother England, blush for shame ; 

For your own ladies and pale-visag’d maids, 

Like Amazons, come tripping after drums, — 

Their thimbles into armed gauntlets chang’d,^*) 

Their needles to lances, and their gentle hearts 
To fierce and bloody inclination. 

Lou. There end thy brave, and turn thy face in peace ; 
We grant thou canst outscold us : tare thee well ; 

We hold our time too precious to be spent 
With such a brabbler. 

j Panel. Give me leave to speak. 

Bast. No, I will speak. 

Lou ♦ We will attend to neither. — 

Strike up the drums 5 and let the tongue of war 
Plead for our interest and our being here. 

Bast . Indeed, your drums, being beaten, will cry out ; 
And so shall you, being beaten : do but start 
An echo with the clamour of thy drum, 

And even at hand a drum is ready brac’d 
That shall reverberate all as loud as thine ; 

Sound but another, and another shall, 

As loud as thine, rattle the welkin’s ear. 

And mock the deep-mouth’d thunder : for at hand 
(Not trusting to this halting legate here. 

Whom he hath us’d rather for vsport than need,) 

Is warlike John ; and in his forehead sits 
A bare-ribb’d death, whose office is this day 
To feast upon whole thousands of the French, 

Lou . Strike up our drums, to find this danger out. 

Bast. And thou shalt find it. Dauphin, do not doubt, 

[Exeunt. 


Scene III. The same. J field of battle. 

Alarums. Eutir King John and Hubert. 

K, John. How goes the day with us ? 0, tell me, Hubert. 
Hub. Badlv, I fear. How fares your majesty ? 
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K. John . This fever, that hath troubled me so long, 

Lies heavy on me ; — 0, my heart is sick ! 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess . My lord, your valiant kinsman, Falconbridge, 
Desires your majesty to leave the field, 

And send him word by me which way you go. 

K , John, Tell him, toward Swinstead, to the abbey there* 
Mess, Be of good comfort; for the great supply. 

That was expected by the Dauphin here, 

A_re wreck’d three nights ago on Goodwin Sands. 

This news was brought to Richard but even now : 

The French fight coldly, and retire themselves. 

K, John, Ay me this tyrant fever burns me up, 

And will not let me welcome this good news. — 

Set on toward Swinstead: to my litter straight; 

Weakness possesseth me, and I am faint. [ Exeunt . 


Scene IV. The same. Another part of the same . 

Enter Salisbury, Pembroke, and Bicot. 

i S al, I did not think the king so stor’d with friends. 
Pen, Up once again ; put spirit in the French : 

If they miscarry, we miscarry too. 

Sal, That misbegotten devil, Falconbridge, 

In spite of spite, alone upholds the day. 

Pern, They say King John sore-sick hath left the field. 

Enter Melon v:ou7ided } and led by Soldiers. 

Mel. Lead me to the revolts of England here. 

Sal , When we were happy we had other names. 

Pem, It is the Count Melun. 

Sal, Wounded to death. 

Mel, Fly, noble English, you are bought and sold; 
Unthread the rude eye of rebellion, 

And welcome home again discarded faith. 

Seek out King John, and fall before his feet ; 

For if the French be lords of this loud day, 
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lie means to recompense the pains you take 
By cutting off your heads: thus hath he sworn. 

And I with him, and many more with me. 

Upon the altar at Saint Edmund’s-Bury i 
Even on that altar where we swore to you 
Dear amity and everlasting love. 

Sat. May this he possible ? may this be true ? 
Met. Have I not hideous death within my view, 
Detaining hut a quantity of life, 

"Which bleeds away, even as a form of wax 
Resol veth from his figure ’gainst the fire ? 

What in the world should make me now deceive, 
Since I must lose the use of all deceit ? 

Why should I, then, he false, since it is true* 

That I must die here, and live hence by truth ? 

I say again, if Louis do win the day, 

He is forsworn, if e’er tiros e eyes of yours 
Behold another day break in the east: 

But even this night, — whose black contagious breath 
Already smokes about the burning crest 
Of the old, feeble, and day-wearied sun, — 

Even this ill night, your breathing shall expire. 
Paying the line of rated treachery, 

Even with a treacherous fine of all your lives, 

If Louis by your assistance win the day. 

Commend me to one Hubert, with your king : 

The love of him, — and this respect besides, 

For that my gvandsire was an Englishman, — 

Awakes my conscience to confess all this. 

In lieu whereof, I pray you, bear me hence 
From forth the noise and rumour of the field; 

Where I may think the remnant of my thoughts 
In peace, and part this body and my soul 
With contemplation and devout desires, 

SaL We do believe thee : — and beshrew my soul 
But I do love the favour and the form 
Of this most fair occasion, by the winch 
We will untread the steps of damned flight; 

And, like a bated and retired flood. 
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Leaving our rankness and irregular course. 

Stoop low within those bounds we have o’crlook’d, 

And calmly run on in obedience, 

Even to our ocean, to our great King John. — 

My arm shall give thee help to bear thee hence ; 

Eor I do see the cruel pangs of death 

Right( 53 ) in thine eye. — Away, my friends! New bight; 

And happy newness, that intends old right. 

[ Exeunt , leading off Mehnu 


Scene V. The same . The French camp. 

Enter Louis and his Train . 

Lou . The sun of heaven methouglit was loth to set, 

But stay’d, and made the western welkin blush, 

When the English measur’d ( 54 ) backward their own ground, 
In faint retire, 0, bravely came we off, 

When with a volley of our needless shot, 

After such bloody toil, we hid good night ; 

And wound our tattering ( 55 ) colours clearly up, 

Last in the field, and almost lords of it ! 

Enter a Messenger, 

Mess . Where is my prince, the Dauphin ? 

Lou . Here :*—■ vvliat news ? 

Mess. The Count Melun is slain ; the English lords, 

By his persuasion, are again fallen off; 

And your supply, which you have wish’d so long, 

Are cast away and sunk on Goodwin Sands. 

Lou , Ah, foul shrewd news ! — beshrew thy very heart ! — ■ 
I did not think to he so sad to-night 
As this hath made me. — Who was he that said 
King John did ffy an hour or two before 
The stumbling night did part our weary powers ? 

Mess. Whoever spoke it, it is true, my lord. 

Lou . Well ; keep good quarter and good care tQ-riight : 
The day shall not he up so soon as I, 

To try the fair adventure of to-morrow. \_ExeunL 
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Scene VI. An open place in the neighbourhood of S winstead 

Abbey * 

Enter, strpratfy, the Bustard and Hubert. 

Huh, V ho’s there ? speak, ho ! speak quickly, or I shoot. 

Hast, A friend, — What art thou? 

Hub , Of the part of England, 

East Whither dost thou go ? 

Hub. , W hat’s that to thee ? why may not I demand 
Of thine affairs, as well as thou of mine ? 

East, Hubert I think ? 

Hub . Thou hast a perfect thought : 

I will, upon all hazards, well believe 

Thou art my friend, that know st my tongue so well. 

Who art thou ? 

East, Who thou wait : an if thou please. 

Thou rnayst befriend me so much as to think 
I come one way of the Plantagenets. 

Hub, Unkind remembrance ! thou and eyeless ( s6 ) night 
Have done me shame : — brave soldier, pardon me, 

That any accent breaking from thy tongue 
Should scape the true acquaintance of mine ear. 

Last, Come, come; sans compliment, what news abroad ? 

Hub, Why*, here walk I, in the black brow of night. 

To find you out. 

Brief, then ; and what’s the news ? 

Hub , 0, my sweet sir, new s fitting to The night, — 

Black, fearful, comfortless, and horrible. 

East, Show me the very wound of this ill news : 

I am no woman, IT1 not swoon at it. 

Hub, The king, X fear, is poison’d by a monk : 

I left him almost speechless ; and broke out 
To acquaint you with this evil, that you might 
The better arm you to the sudden time, 

Than if you had at leisure known of this. 

East, How did he take it? who did taste to him? 

^ Hub . A monk, I tell you ; a resolved villain. 

Whose bowels suddenly burst out : the king 
Yet speaks, and pemdventure may recover. 
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Bast . Who didst thou leave to tend his majesty ? 

Hub . Why, know you not ? the lords are all come hack, 
And brought Prince Henry in their company ; 

At whose request the king hath pardoned them, 

And they are all about his majesty. 

Bast. Withhold thine indignation, mighty heaven, 

And tempt us not to bear above our power! — 

I’ll tell thee, Hubert, half my power this night, 

Passing these flats, are taken by the tide, — 

These Lincoln washes have devoured them ; 

Myself, well-mounted, hardly have escap’d. 

Away, before ! conduct me to the king ; 

I doubt he will be dead or e’er I come. [Exeunt. 


Scene VII. The orchard of Swinstead Abbey . 

Enter Prince Henry, Salisbury, and Bigot. 

P. Hen . It is too late : the life of all Ms blood 
Is touch’d corruptibly j and his pure brain 
(Which some suppose the soul’s frail dwelling-house) 

Doth, by the idle comments that it makes, 

Foretell the ending of mortality. 

Ent e? m Pembroke. 

Pern. His highness yet doth speak ; and holds belief, 
That, being brought into the open air. 

It would allay the burning quality 
Of that fell poison which assaileth him. 

P . Hen , Let him be brought into the orchard here. — 
Doth he still rage ? [Exit Bigot. 

Pern . He is more patient 

Than when you left him ; even now he sung. 

P . lien . 0 vanity of sickness ! fierce extremes 
In their continuance will not feel themselves. 

Death, having prey’d upon the outward parts, 

Leaves them invisible ; ( 57 ) and his siege is now 
Against the mind, the which he pricks and wounds . 



With many legions of strange fantasies. 

Which, in their throng anti press to that last hold. 

Confound themselves. ’Tis strange that death should sing. — 
I am the cygnet to thi^ pale faint swan. 

Who chants a doleful hymn to his own death, 

Ami from the organ-pipe of frailty sings 
His soul and body to their lasting rest. 

StiL Be of good comfort, prince; for you are born 
To set a form upon that indigest 
Which he hath left so shapeless and so rude. 

Ik-euhr Bigot, with Attendants carrying King Johx in a chair, 

K* John* Ay, marry, now my soul hath elbow-room; 

It would not out at windows nor at doors. 

There is so hot a summer in my bosom* 

Tlmt all my boweds crumble up to dust: 

1 am a scribbled form, drawn with a pen 
Upon a parchment ; and against this lire 
Do I shrink up. 

1\ lien* How fares your majesty? 

K. John . Poison’d, — ill fare ; — dead, forsook, cast off: 
And none of you will bid the winter come, 

To thrust his iev finders in my maw ; 

Nor let my kingdom’s rivers take their course 
Through my burn’d bosom ; nor entreat the north 
To make his bleak winds kiss my parched lips, 

And comfort me with cold ; — I do not ask you much, 

I beg cold comfort ; and you are so strait, 

And so ingrateful, you deny me that. 

P. Men* O that there were some virtue in my tears. 

That might relieve you ! 

K* John . The salt in them is hot, — 

Within me is a hell ; and there the poison 
Is, as a fiend, confin’d to tyrannize 
On unreprxevahle condemned blood. 

Eater the Bastard. 

Bant* 0, I am scalded with my violent motion, 

And spleen of speed to see your majesty ! 



SCXXJ2 VU.j 


Kim JOHN. 


9 


K . John . 0 cousin, thou art come to set mine eye : 

The tackle of my heart is crack’d and burn’d $ 

And all the shrouds, wherewith my life should sail, 

Are turned to one thread, one little hair : 

My heart hath one poor string to stay it by, 

Which holds but till thy news be uttered ; 

And then all this thou see’st is hut a clod, 

And mo del ( M ) of confounded royalty. 

Bast . The Dauphin is preparing hitherward. 

Where heaven he knows how we shall answer him 5 
Dor in a night the best part of m} r power, 

As I upon advantage did remove, 

Were in the washes all unwarily 

Devoured by the unexpected flood. [ King John cii 

Sal. You breathe these dead news in as dead an ear. — 
My liege ! my lord ! — but now a king, — now thus. 

B. Hen . Even so must I run 011, and even so stop. 
What surety of the world, what hope, what stay, 

When this was now a king, and now is clay 2 

Hast. Art thou gone so ? I do hut stay behind 
To do the office for thee of revenge, 

And then my soul shall wait on thee to heaven, 

As it on earth hath been thy servant still. — 

Now, now, you stars that move in your right spheres, 
Where be your powers 2 show now your mended faiths ; 
And instantly return with me again, 

To push destruction and perpetual shame 
Out of the weak door of our fainting land. 

Straight let ns seek, or straight we shall he sought ; 

The Dauphin rages at our very heels. 

Sal. It seems you know not, then, so much as we : 

The Cardinal Pandulph is within at rest, 

Who half an hour since came from the Dauphin, 

And brings from him such oilers of our peace 
As we with honour and respect may take, 

With purpose presently to leave this war. 

Bast. He will the rather do it when he sees 
Ourselves well sinewed to our defence. 

Sal. Nay, it is in a manner done already ; 
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For many carriages he hath dispatch’d 
To the sea-side, and put his cause and quarrel 
To the disposing of the cardinal : 

“With whom yourself, myself, and other lords. 

If you think meet, this afternoon will post 
To consummate this business happily. 

East, Let it he so s — and you, my noble prince, 

’With other princes that may best be spar’d, 

Shall wait upon your fathers funeral. 

P. Hen. At Worcester must his body be iuterr'd; 

For so he will’d it. 

Bast. Thither shall it, then : 

And happily may your sweet self put on 
The lineal state and glory of the land ! 

To whom, with all submission, on my knee, 

I do bequeath my faithful services 
And true subjection everlastingly. 

Sal, And the like tender of our love we make, 

To rest without a spot for evermore. 

P. Hen, I have a kind soul that w'ould give you thanks, 
And knows not how to do it but with tears. 

Bast, 0 } let us pay the time but needful woe, 

Since it hath been beforehand with our griefs. — 

This England never did, nor never shall, 

Lie at the proud foot of a conqueror. 

But when it first did help to wound itself. 

Now these her princes are come home again, 

Come the three comers of the w r orld in arms, 

And we shall shock them ; naught shall make us rue, 

If England to itself do rest but true, [Exeunt. 
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P. 185. (») 

“ Why. what a madcap hath heaven lent us here?' 

Mr. W. X. Lett-om informs me- that the late Mr. Sidney Walker would read 
« . — _ tent ik here f’— very unnecessarily* I apprehend. 


P. ISC. ( 2 ) 

w ITV/4 f/w£ half-face would he have all my laud. 9 * 

Theobald's correction. — The folio has** With half that fanf &e. (which Mr. 
Collier retains:— see my Ii&mttrka on 3/r. Collier's and 3/r. Knight's PiU. of 
Shakespeare, p. 87, and my Few &c, p. Si 5 >„ 


P. 187. (®) “ hut time more 37 cat. — 

Arise Sir Richard and PlantagenetJ 11 

The folio has xi hut rise more great f &e. 


P. 189. O 

lt Sir Robert could do well: marry, to confess. 

Could not get me ; Sir Robert could not do itf &c. 

The folio has “ Could get me sir Robert could not doe it ,** &e, The usual 
modern reading is u Could he get me? Sir Robert &e. But there is no 
mark of interrogation In the old copy $ and it seems better to insert, with 
Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector, “ notC 

P. 190. ( 3 ) li Thou art the issue of my dear offence** &c. 

The folio has u That art the &c. (The words “thou" and “ that,” — being 
often written M y” and “y,”— were not unfmjuently confounded.) 


P. 191. («) 

M But with a heart full of unstained /ore,” &c. 

Mr. Collier’s Ms, Corrector reads “ unstrained love,” &e. j — against 

which plausible alteration Mr. Knight (Spec, of the Stratford Shahpere, p. 2 ) 
lias adduced from Pericles , act I. sc, 1 , “iny unspotted lire of love” Com- 
pare, too, a passage towards the close of the present play, p. 2 jG, — 

11 Anti the like tender of our love we make. 

To rest without a spot for evermore.” 


P. 194. ( 7 ) “ England teas Geffrey's right , 

And this is Geffrey's" 

Mason would read “And his is Geffreys ” (i.e. whatever w r as Geffrey’s is now 
his (Arthur's), 

VOL. III. S 
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P. 193. C> 

u AtM. T Vhnt cr zch r is this name that deafi our ears 
Wltlt this ahd^dmrr of ^tp^rjlvou^ hreath? 

K. VhL L" w\ tit tnudnr what fee shall do straight. 

L* u Wf>L m tn)dj»‘d s', hrt'uk off” &<\ 

IhnfiJi^haq; 

^ A ust. What cracker is this same that deafes our earea 
With this abundance of nupoyiluous breath? 

Kin" I* vii?. dofermin** \ihut we ^Iiall doe strait. 

L?n\ Wouu n & forties, breuke ofi'/’ &c.: — 

and the iato 'Sir. Sydney Walk* r (ShaU <pt are's Versification, See. p. 4), after 
rtriuiking thur in our p'^t "JLnris [Xwh\] is always a monosyllable,” de- 
c!ure^ that Mr. Knight ha*- bore u properly restored” the reading of the folio, 
— tilt- punotiMtinii alt>n il to *• Kim;, — Lewi-, determine, 1 * &e. But, since Mr* 
Walker wroff*, Mr. Kniirht lias agreed with tho more recent editors that the 
word M Km"" is the prefix to the third line : — nor are reasons wanting for 
rmj Milt ring it as such. Tn tin 1 first place, the folio prefixes “ King 11 to the 
time earliest Speer fa s of Philip in this scene. Secondly, if Austria were 
fa*rc ?( dil res -in" Philip, he would nut term him simply “King,” but “King 
Philip/’ as he afWuanfa does, p. ‘Jig, — 

" him i Philips listen to the cardinal.’* 

“I>>* - King Philip • hang no more in doubt.** 

Third!}, if Austria had called mi Philip and Louis to determine what was to 
be dniiM, we can hardly suppose that the Dauphin would take upon himself to 
speak before hfa father had uttoivd a word. — Theobald left Austria in posses- 
sion of the third line, altering it to -King Philip , determine what we shall do 
straight and prefixed A", Philip ” to the next speech, — the commencement 
irf which, howotcr. Is more suited to the young and impetuous Dauphin than 
to his father. 


P. 195. CO u Anjou," & c. 

The folio has “Anglers/* &c. 


I*. IPO. 0°) 

w Of this oppressed hoy : this is thy eldest son's son' 1 &c. 

Itftnou and Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector would shorten the line thus, — 

“ Of this oppress! d boy, thy deist son's son” See. 

e at lea'-fc mu^t nut read “ oppress'd :*’ compare, in the next page, “In the 
relief of this oppressld child/* &o.) 

197, if} “Ad preparation for a bhody siege 

And larrciky. i proceeding by these. French 
Confronts your city's eyes,” See. 

foho Ac, *’C' unfurl y<mr> Cittie v elect f &e, (the s appended to the second 
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of these words belonging, it would seem, to the preceding misprinted one). 
Howe gave “ Confront 5” Capell “ Confronts — “ preparation, - ’ Mr, Knight 
observes, “ is here the nominative.” 


P. 198. O 2 ) 

"'But if you fondly pass our proffer'd off try' 1 See. 

Mr. W. N, Lettsom informs me that the late Mr. Sydney "Walls er proposed to 
read “ proffer'd love,” &c. 

P, 108. (i3) 

ii9 Tis not the rondure of your old-fac'd iralhf See., 

Here the spelling of the folio is “rounder hut in our author’s 21st Sound 
rve have 

“ and all things rare 

That heaven’s air in this huge rondure herns.” 

(Pr. rondeur .) 


P. 200. ( 14 ) “First Cit. Heralds,” &c. 

To this and to the subsequent speeches of the same person the folio prefixes 
“Hubert — which Mr, Knight chooses to retain. “Possibly/’ as Mr. Collier 
remarks ad l, " the actor of the part of Hubert also personated the Citizen, 
and this may have led to the insertion of his name in the Ms.” That the 
doubling of parts was formerly not unusual, we have evidence in the early eels, 
of various old plays. 

P. 200. ( 15 ) 

“ Say, shall the current of our right run on ? 

A peaceful progress to the ocean f 

So the second folio. — The first has “ tome on.?*’ (a misprint, I presume, 

for “ runne,” which is the spelling of the folio in act, iii. sc. 4, act v. sc. 1, — or 
perhaps for “ ronno,” since the Ms. might have had that spelling.— In defence 
of “roam,” Malone inappo&itely quotes from The Tempest, “the wandering 
brooks;” and Mr. Knight strangely calls the reading of the second folio “a 
fancied improvement. 11 Steevons well observes ; “ The King would rather 
describe his right as running on in a direct than in an irregular course, such as 
would be implied by the word roam ” — Compare a later passage of this play, 
p. 251 j 

“And calmly run on in obedience, 

Even to our ocean, to our great King John.” 


P. 201, ( 1G ) u And till it be undoubted , w e do lock 

Our former scruple in our strong-bar r'd gates; 





Kmfd ofoirft ar t until unrfta rs, resolv'd. 

Be hy c fl/vfw/i .* //«/ p«n/V urn/ c/c/Nb'J/' 

The f5 bn has “Kiri^ of o is fan f Ar. . — which is retained by Mr. Collier, 
iU 4 •ordin'r t“ whom "th*- 1 m nnimr «'f th** Citi/* ns is, that they will be luted hy 
f 7 t r ft *i>-, riJuiitii'i^* ii » iftlur monarch, until/' &e,, — a meaning which it is 
»i dte imp Isolde v> tin it hvm tN* wunK— Mr. Knight prints *‘A7«ys of our 
tt»trf A.t„ niihuii; " Km ,f a vocative, addrcs-al to John and Philip: he 
- 1 hi L i?i/ m n pl> . ou at hum t *>f our fear, or though our fear, or by 
onr itar. we hold nur f »rmer scruple, king*/' — an explanation with which it 
odd that ho s\vm\A h sw been satisfied. — I adopt Tyv whitt’s read- 
ing ; compare lhury V. act ii. *c\ 4, ‘ k For, my good liege, die [i.e. England] 
K m* idly l niff" &e. The citizi.ns, n> Mason remarks, U must suppose their 
f ax-, to he kings Inf ire they tould depose them/' 


V . 202 . 

“ 77eif d aught \ r there of Spain, the Lady Blanch , 

/>’ niece to England." 

The foli - 1 ha& U E nocre to England " — but. since we find at p. 192, “With 
her her mtcc, the Lady Btanih of Spain," at p. 204, w Gi\e with our niece a 
dowry large enough/' &c., and at p. 205, ** What say you, my niece'" — in 
wh>ch parages the filing of the folio is "nceccf— I make no doubt that Mr. 
tnlli!‘r% M". (,'orn etor is riirht in regarding the ** nee re” of the present pas- 
sage as a misprint for " k nnce." — Mr, Knight patronizes the old reading: 
h< there is," h*‘ \as, “a divinnue propti* ty m making a humble citizen speak 
SnihTuiitily <T the rtlatinn-djVp/' Spec, of the Stmt ford Shahsperc, p. 4. On 
the contrary, I think it quite natural that the Citizen should speak with pre- 
cision on so important an am nr as the proposed alliance, and describe tho 
lady as il da light i r of Spain" and h% meet to England,” (Lest some o'ver-subtle 
critic should object to ihL \try slight alteration, on the ground that the 
folio gi\es‘ ?ze< rt" with a capital letter and “ neerc” without one, I may ob- 
«trw‘ that, as a math r of emuse, the compositor would not us e a capital 
letter fur a word which he had erroneously supposed to be an adjective.) 

1*. 204 . ( ls ) u Anjou" &c. 

The folio ha^ a Anglers," See. 


1\ 205, ( i<, r ) ' l fnr lam well assur'd 

That / did >u> whtn I teas first atsurW' 

Tin emendation made hero by the late Mr. Sydney Walker (and coinmuni- 

i ah d to me hy Mr. W. X. Lt ttsom), k * nditn I was first allied,” is quite 

unbilled- for : — the >eeend k * a^urW an axis — aifianeed, iontr acted-, and the 
r* pi £iu in "i tin* wuul is in Shake -p juA mania r. 


i\ 2or. t-j 

''Hath dm on him fro, > Us own detuminduidf &c. 
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Martin would read “ determin'd aim," &e.: — and >o Mr, Colliers Ms. 

Corrector. 


P. 209. ( J1 ) 

u I trill instruct hi?/ scotch's to he proud; 

For grief is proud , and makes fas uir,wr stout.'' 

So Hanmer, — The folio lias “ and mikes his owners, toopo:” which Malone 

is at no little pains to defend, 


P. 213. ( ffl ) s 'ihe devil tempts thee fare 

In likeness if a new -nptr burnt d hridej 

The folio has ’* a new ent rimmed Bride," — In support of the? cvnveti"n 

“ up trimmed' (which I was the firat to propose, — see Stiles and Qaer test's <>\, vi. 
p, G, and my -Few Aotcs, & c. p. $7), it is» perhaps unnecessary to cite the fol- 
lowing line from another pluy of Shakespeare, where a bride is spoken of; 

“ Go, waken Juliet ; gi», and trim her up." 

Borneo and Juliet , act iv, sc. 4, 


P. 214. p) “A chafed lion bp the mortal paw," &c. 

The folio has (t A cased lion,” See., — which could only mean “a lion stripped 
of his skin, flayed so in All's well that ends well, MW11 make you some 
sport with the fox, ere we case him,” act iii. sc, G; and in Beaumont and 
PI etcher’s Scornful Lady, 

** then have you cas'd. 

And hung up i 5 the warren.” 

Act v, sc. 1 , — 


The alteration, U A chafed lionf &c. h ubiiou.-dy wrong : nor is u *i caged 
lion," & c. much better j for, as Mr. Knight ad l. remarks “the paw of a con- 
fined lion is often held with impunity.” — The right reading i» undoubtedly 
U A chafed lion," Sec.: — in the following* parage of Beaumont and Pie roller's 
Philastcr , where the 4to of 1 G20 lias “ Chaf'd f the other eds. have “Chast,” 
and (let it be particularly observed) u Ca&t j” 

“And what there is of vengeance in a lioji 
Chaf'd among* dogs or rubb’d of liis dear young,” &c. 

Act v. sc. 3, 


Moreover, in our author’s Henry VIII. we find, 


“ so looks the chafed lion 

ITpon the daring huntsman that has gall’d him,” See. 

Act iii. sc, 2, 


and in Pletcher’s Loyal Subject, 

“ he frets like a chaf'd lion f 


Act v. sc, 3. 


VOL. III. 



C J 


P. 315. O') 

“ F< r that /««# sworn to do amiss 

/' f // »■* f/tWC.” 

F»t “■ ? 2 c ? a?i?W Mr. Collar^ M.s. Corrector substitutes “but amiss ” — an 
alt^rilLMit w hieh ub<* occurred to Mr. W. X. Lettsom: and it is probably the 
trim Vi Ming ; but -« t* the nul*‘S of KiNun anil Malone ad i 

P, 21m (~ J ) "the truth thou art unsure 

To a near, &u m fJrs only not to he forsworn.” 

T lit- niiiul ir.uih rn reading is ** swear only not,” See.: but it may be dan- 

gt-rmi** to Tueddl.* with so obscure a passage. 


i\ 217. (f ) “nothing but bland , — 

The blood , ami dcareU-talud blood of France 

I learn from Mr. IV. N. Lettsom that tlio late Mr. Sidney Walker proposed 
to ivad **■ The bc--t and dturcst-vahid," Le. 


P, 217. {*' ) " Some airy devd hovers in the shy, 

And pours down mischief.” 

Theobald, “ by Mr, Warburtun's direction,’' substituted u Some fiery devil,” 
See., — an alteration which Mr. Collier’s M&. Corrector also makes. — But ITen- 
tier -on give& an extract from Nash’s Tierce Tamil esse his Supplication , &c., 
which is alone Miftiricnt to determine that the old reading is right. 


I\ 213. (-^ * k Offioai dintj abbots ; imprison'd angels 

Set at liberty : the fat ribs of peace,” &e. 

This parage has been variously amended by the critics, — by none, perhaps, 
so well as by the late Mr. Sidney "Walker, who, as Mr. W. N. Lettsom in- 
forms me, made the following transposition ; — 

“ Of hoarding abbots ; set at liberty 
Imprison'd anyth: the fat ribs of peace,” &c. 


P. 218. (■ M ) 44 But. I iv ill fit it with some better time 

i*' o Pope. — The folio has “ ■ — - better tune. 


P. sill*. ( ,jri ) “ if the midnight bell 

Did, with his it on tongue and brazen mouth, 

Sound one into the dmtvsy ear of night,” &c. 

The folio In-. u Sound on into the diotvzie race of night” 8s c. But here (as 
in many j utsj*;* sm 1,1 on’ is mi vely the old spelling of “ one;” and that 

"ra,‘S' is a misprint for “eu/e” (which u-ed almost always tu lmvc the final 
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e,~us m the folio in the next scene, *• Vexing tlie dull tare of a drw'zie 
man”), I had felt confident long before Mr, Collier ad L Miggusted the latter 
reading* — which, it now appears, was also that of his Mp. Corrector. On the 
supposed contradiction in “ the midnight bell sounding one” see my Few Koft^ 
&c. p. 83. 

r. 219. ( 31 ) 

“ Which else runs tickling up aiul down the veins," &e, 

For “ tickling ” Mr. Collier’s Ms, Corrector substitutes * ( tingling.” 


P. 220. ( 32 ) U A whole armada nf convicted sail" &t\ 

Here u convicted” is explained to mean — overpowered. — Pope printed “ col- 
lected.” — Mason would read *■ convented and so Mr. Collier’s M>. Correc- 
tor. In my Remarks on Mr. Collier's and Mr. Knight's eds. of Shaken ware, 
p. 93, 1 queried “did Shakespeare write ‘convert v d* (from the Latin row rec- 
ta,?) ?” — Mr, Singer (Shakespeare Vindicated, p. S3) proposes ‘•connected.’ 1 


P. 223, ( 31 ) 

w And hitter shame hath spoil d the sweet world's taste, 

That it yields naught hut shame and bitterness,” 

Mr. W. U. Lettsom tells me that the late Mr. Sydney "Walker conjectured 

li gall and bitterness i" but if Mr, Walker objected to 11 shame” because 

that word occurs in the first line, why did he not also object to “ bitterness” on 
account of the preceding w hitter f u Thu fact is, repetitions of this kind were 
admired in Shakespeare’s days. 


P. 225, ( 24 ) u Strong reasons make strong actions." 

So the sec. folio. — The first folio has “ — — strange actions /* 


P. 230. ( 35 ) 11 And more, more strong (when lesser is my fear), 
1 shall indue you with." 

So Tyrwhitt.— 1 The folio has " then lesser is my f care" &c. 


P. 230. ( M ) 

" Why, then, your fears (which, as they say , attend 
The steps of wrong) should move you to mm up* &c. 

Here Theobald made “then” and “should” change places; and so Mr. Collier’s 
his. Corrector. The old reading is defended on the supposition that the 
question is elliptic ally expressed, — “ Why then is it that your fears should 
move you,” &c. 
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p. ( r ) u Where in my mothers care" See. 

The late Mr, Sv.hu y Waller (us Mr. AV. X. Lots om informs me) thought 

that here Shake are wrote »• my mother's oar:'— I cannot agree with 

him. 

P. 235* p"*’) “ / /iud a mighty cause 

Ti> ui'h him (hail, hut thou It a* hi none to hill him. 

Huh. iVo had, my lord! why , did you not prouohc me?" 

I subjoin from Xohs and Queries (vol. vii. p. 321) the three first of the 
v.triou> parallel pa^ag#* by which Mr, Anwsinith has proved beyond all 
possibility of diubt that here “Ay had" is the genuine reading : — 

k *J'vrU Oh, hud I such a hat, then were I braue. 

Where-* he that made it ? 

Sold. Dead, and tho whole world 

Yeelds not a workman that can frame the like. 

Fort, j. V o does'?" 

Utkker’h Old Fortunatus , 1600, si". D2. 

“ John. I am an el do fellow e of fifty wy liter and more, 

And jet in all my 1 \ A* X knevve not this before. 

Parson. So dyd, why mye-»t thou so? upon thyselfe thou lyest, 
Thou haste Liter know on the sacramento t»» be the body of Christ.*' 

John Bon and Mast Person. 

“ CJaihey. Christ ^akh ‘Take, eat, this is my body;* and not ‘Take ye, 
eat } p/ 

Phil/ i d. Au rhd, nn*.pr doctor ? Tie not these the words of Christ, 
* Acvipito, munducate’ ? And do not th t<e words in the plural number, sig- 
nify, ‘Take ye, tut jo;” and not ‘ Take thou, eat thou,’ as you would sup- 
pose r 

FoxCs Acts' and Monuments, vol. vii. p. 637, Cutley’s ed. 


1*. 213. ( 31 ) “//cur oft the sight of means to do ill deeds 
Male ill died? done F 

The 1 folio has “ Muhe deeds ill dune." — AVitli Mr. Xvnight and Mr. Collier’s 
Ms. Corrector, I have made u transposition, which is obviously necessary, not 
so much because, u> Mr. Knight &uv.% the old reading “might apply to good 
deuK unskilfully performed,’* us because in such passages the order of the 
words which rax emphatically repeated is rarely, if ever, changed. — Here the 
nion recent editor-, alter “ Make" to “Make -A’ but see note on Xoi-e’s La- 
hua>\ !ost % vol. ii. p. ICO. (Kirlhr in tho present play, p. 213, we have had 
an * .vaznple of tho *>ame phraseology, 

‘‘The peril of our curse-, light on thee,” &c.) 


V, 233 , { lb ) “ But thou diiht widen hind me hy my signs, 

Anti daht in signs again parky with sin” 

Mr. Collar's Mfc, Corrector alters “ jarhy with sin" to “ parley with sign;” 
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and Mr. Singer ( Shakespeare Vindicated , p. 91) calls the alteration f * spe- 
cious,” — which I cannot think it is. What J — 

“ understand me by my signs. 

And didst in signs again parley with stgs”l 


P. 237. ( 4 ») 

“ T Y hose private with me of the Dauphin's love,” See. 

Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector reads “ Whose private missive of the,” &e., i. e., as 
explained by Mr. Collier,— Whose private written communication, &t\: but 
the old text is doubtless right, — “ private ” meaning the oral communication 
with which the Dauphin had intrusted Melun : see Mr. Singer’s Shakespeare 
Vindicated, p. 92 ; and Pope’s note ad l. 


P. 237. ( 42 ) 11 We will not line his thin hestainbd cloak 

With our pure honours 

Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector alters u thin be stained" to “si n-lestainedf — which 
must be regarded as nothing more than a \ery ingenious attempt to introduce 
— what Shakespeare never dreamed of here — a compound epithet. Indeed, 
that “ thin* is the genuine reading, we have evidence iu the context. w The 
king’s cloak (that is, his authority) was thin, because not lined and strength- 
ened with the power and honours of his nobles.” Blackwood's Magazine for 
Sept. 1853, p. 306 : see also Mr. Knight’s Spec, of the Stratford Shahsperc , 
p. 10. (In recommending to the public the new lection “sin-bestained,” Mr. 
Collier makes a remark which is calcidated to deceive those who arc not 
familiar with the typographical peculiarities of the early editions: — “the 
folios,” he says, “place a hyphen between * thin’ and ‘bestained,’ as if to lead 
tis to the discovery of the error” Put though it be true that the folio lias 
“ thin-bes tained” it is equally certain that the Ms, Corrector’s alteration does 
not receive the slightest support from the words being so hyphened; for the folio 
exhibits numerous passages* in which, contrary to modern usage, the hyphen 
is employed: e. g., elsewhere in the present play ; 

“ \\ ho hath read or heard 
Of any kindred-action like to this ?” 

Act iii. sc. 4. 

M The mis-plac'd-John should entertaine an lion re,” Sec. 

Ibid. 


“A cockrcd-silken wanton braue our fields,” &c. 

Act v. sc, 1. 


in the Tempest; 


“ I will rend an Oake 
And peg-thee in his knotty entrailes,” &c» 

Act i. sc. 2. 


“ Her, and her blind-Boyes scandal ’d company,” &c. 

Act iv. sc, 1. 
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Tin's Ayrie-channe K for,” &e. 


Act v, sc. 1. 


in The Tali ; 


the face to swcott n 


Of thy whole dungy-oirthT 


Act ii. sc. 1. 


** Vi hom you know 

Of *j tujf d~s u fficit ncyT Ibid. 

*• which in their pidene&s shares 
With great crea tlny-Na tureT 

Act if. sc. 3, 


in Hr n ry IV., Part Fir&l g 

“And hid his erhpe-ftead in the hollow banke,” &C. 

Act i. sc. 3. 

w ii* me of these mad JMastachio-purpJeIiu\b MahiroTTnesfi &e. 

Act ii. sc. 1. 


ill Julius CfVsar ; 

“Low croQ^cif-curtsids, and base Spaniell fawning/ 

Act iii. sc. 1.) 


I\ S, 35, (■ r: ) * { Till I have seta glory to this hand, 

.By giving it the worship of revenge 

Farmer flint, a** freijnemly stated, Pope) conjectured fi a glory to this 

In id” [i.e. the heid of Arthur j ; and so reads Mi, Collier's Ms. Corrector,— 
mi dell by th» word'i "yhry" and k * worship T 

tk The old renting means — ‘till I ha>e famed and renowned my own hand 
by giving it the honour uf revenge for so foul a deed. 5 ” Tollet. 

“ In the next act [p. 246] wo have the following lines} 

* I will not return 

Till my attempt so much be glorified 
As to my ample hope was promised. 7 

The following passage in Tioilus and Crcssida [activ.sc. 1] is decisive in 
support of the old reading; 

6 «Tove, let ASneas live, 

If to my si cord his into be not the glory , 

A thousand complete courses of the sun 1* ” 

Malone. 

I may odd that a parage of The Odybsce (Book xxiv. v. 478), — 

Oil ^ap 3h toCtov ^ocAeucras voqv auri^j 
'Gs j]tu( /ffilvavi ’O&ucrci/s d7r0TiVeTai ekQdiv. 
stands thui iu Chapmans trail datum,— 

u Ikwt not thou decreed 
1h it Ithaciw should conus and yiue his died 
The ijlwij of uuuhjl on tlitau and theirs?” 

p. 374, ed, folio. 
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P. 243. ( 44 ) “ Forage, and run” &c. 

See Johnson's note a d L — Hr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector reads “Courage, and 
71/71,“ &c. 


P. 243. ( 4S ) “ Send f airplay orders” &c. 

Mr. Collier's Ms. Corrector substitutes speciously “ Send fair-play offers,” &c. 

P. 244. (- <0 ) “( / must withdraw and weep 

Upon the spot of this enforced causey * 

Here “spot” is explained u stain or disgrace ” — Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector 
reads “ Upon the thought,” &e. — Qy. “ Upon the spur,” &e.? 

P. 244. ( 4 7) “ And grapple thee” &c. 

Pope’s correction. — The folio has “ And cripple thee " See. 


P, 246. ( 4S ) *■ Ao, wo, on my soul \ it never shall he said' 3 

Mr. N. Lottsom observes to me, — “Read ‘iVo, on. my soul &c.; for, even 
putting the metrical question aside, Shakespeare, I think, would never have 
repeated the negative before an asseveration.” 


P. 247. ( ,9 ) “ This unhair'd sauciness and boyish troops” See. 

The folio has “ This vn-lieard saiccinesse,” & c, — “un-heard” being merely 
the old spelling of ** unhair'd” (see my Hcmarhs on Mr. Collier's and Mr. 
Knight's eds. of Shakespeare, p. 95; also my Few Motes, &c. p. 90, — where the 

reading of Mr. Colliers Ms. Corrector, “ save iness of boyish troops &c., 

is shown to be very improbable). 


P. 247, ('°) “ Even at the crying of your Tuition's crow” See. 

If the alteration of Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector, “Even at the crowing of your 
nation's cock,” &c. — be, us Mr. Knight terms it, “a decided improvement” 
{Spec, of the Stratford Shakespeare, p. 13), it is not obtained without consider- 
able violence to the text. 


P. 247. ( 5l ) “ Thinking his voice” &c. 

The folio has “ Thinking this voycef &c, — which Mr. Collier and Mr. Knight 
retain, — wrongly, I believe. The misprint of “ this” for “ his” is frequent: so, 
earlier in the present play, p. 227, the folio 1ms “ And quench this fierie in- 
dignation,” &c, 

P. 248. ( 52 ) “ Their thimbles into armed gauntlets chang'd &c. 

The folio has “ change,” &c — an error which I had corrected long* be- 



f„ri I ivai iraiirf that Mr. Yt\ X, Letf-om liatl sfl the l'n^age right. (X'tir- 
th< r titt. the ie'iie hast,;, ini-raU* - lit. a-ure” fitr *• matur'd bee note l 54 ).) 

K 2j1, f s * > *• l\,r / do ste the cntil pump of death 

Hof tt in thine 

Mr. (MUr's M>. Con>et«<r r<uds “Bright in thine eye ? — and while Mr. 

r (Sh'iKi Vuh /<•,//«/, p. !Uj pronounces the alteration to ho “pluu- 

Ml'h , but i.ot noit^'arv," Mr, Knight t Spec, of the Strafford Shalt&pcre, 
p. lOj think* that It "ought to ho introduc'd in eiery edition.” For my 
v \.i\ r-art, J am ci •mined that i) is utterly wrong; and, in eoniirnmtion of 
mv nj« iliMli. I could cite tlx^ authority of an eminent living physician. Mr, 
i_*. Bkr tril* a* that "Bright” U to bo understood “in reference to tho remark- 
ably b.'iiiianev of the tves of many per-ions just before death but if that 
lighting at* of the «*\e it or occurs, it lb only when enmparuth u tranquilliLy 
pis . < *h - di.-zMuflon, — not during “ the fury* « >f ih atli ;** and most assuredly 
it is ii »cr to be witne-std in tho**e p-Toous who, like Mel un, are dying of 
w < Minis ~~tf exhaustion fra. 1 1 i a s nf blood , — in which case, the eye. immediately 
before dhath. bu.**me-i yla/wl and lurirth ss. 

P, 2,"tl. “‘ir/tcit the line.! ft measur'd backward? &e. 

Tin* folio has *• 1 \ hen English mt.isurc backward? &e. 

P. 2,11. (“ j '"And wound < air tut ft ring colours,” See. 

The f»Iio Ini's “ our totiTiin* flour*? See , — where “to taring” is nothing 

iwttv than the old *p riling of ” tutdnny .'' — Pope printed *■ our tatter’d 

m/fUrV &.c . ; and so Mr. < ’tdlivr'b Ms. Curveetor road*: but, as Malone re- 
marks. “the active and pu*>fc» participle* are employed by Shakespeare very 
indi'crirmnati \yf iJMr. Sineer, SiiuU'speurC Vindicated, p. 94, insists that 
here “* tottTing* in the putt's word, and signifies war* ring, shaking.” But 
compare a jra—uge of Unity IV . , Fust Part, unt iv. se. 2, which stands thus 
in tie* folio,— “ that Iliad almmlr. tl and fittio totter d Prodigalls,” &c. : and 
bee Ford's TTVZs, ii. 572,— where, on the line “Though I die in totters? 
Gifford {who is obliged to retain that spelling for the sake uf the rhyme) ob- 
serves, “i. e. tatter *. i?o the word was usually written by our old dramatists.") 

P. (•*) “ thou and eyeless night? See. 

I hi io3iii bus " thou, y r miles night, ’ See. — I adopt Theobald’s reading ; which 
i" a ho that of Mr. Collier's Ms. Corrector. (The propriety of the alteration 
K I tlnuk, sunieientiy established by the notes of »S tee vcn* and Malone ad l.) 

P. IhVi, t ?) *- Jhath . hating prey'd upon the outward parts, 

Lt it !’{>*, thti/i tiuisd/Ic; and his sit ye is now? &e. 

Mab'Lc "ays that "‘iiuPibi Ch here u^ed udverbiully and adds that “ our 
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poet, in his 7 r c>m and Adonis, calls Death * invisible commander. 1 n — Dope 
(and Theobald) gave ”* Leaves them ; invisible his siege is nowS — Ifamuev 
printed “Leaves them insensible; his siege is now” & c. — Ste evens conjectured 
“Leaves them invincible,” &c. — The Dev. J. Mitfnrd ( Cent Magazine for 
August 1844, p. 133) reads, with a transposition* “Leaves them ; ami his in- 
visible siege is now*' See. — Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector substitutes tm Leaves 
them mmsited,” &c., — which is next to nonsense. 


P. 255. ( ,,B ) “And model of confounded royalty” 

I may notice that here (as also in All's are// that ends welU act iv f sc. 3) the 
folio has “module:” but in all other passages, it bus “model” Mali mo ob- 
serves; “Module and model were, in our author’s time, only different modes 
of spelling the same word” (In the Dictionary of my learned friend Dr. 
Richardson, the spelling wot/afe is not recognized.) 
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KING RICHARD II. 


ACT I. 

Sclne I. London . A room in the palace. 

Enter King Hichard, nttavkd , John of Gaunt, <u(d other Noble*. 

K. Rich. Old Jolin of Gaunt, time-houour’d Lancaster, 
Hast tliou, according to thy oath and hand, 

Brought hither Henry Hereford thy hold son, 

Here to make good the boisterous late appeal, 

Which then our leisure would not let us hear, 

Against the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray? 

Gaunt . I have, my liege. 

K . Rich. Tell me, moreover, hast thou sounded him, 

If he appeal the duke on ancient malice ; 

Or worthily, as a good subject should, 

On some known ground of treachery in him ? 

Gaunt. As near as I could sift him on that argument, — 
On some apparent danger seen in him 
Aim’d at your highness, — no inveterate malice. 

K. Rich. Then call them to our presence : face to face, 
And frowning brow to brow, ourselves will hear 
The accuser and the accused freely speak : — 

\_E.reunt some Attendants . 
High-stomach’d are they both, and full of ire, 

In rage deaf as the sea, hasty as fire. 

Re-enter Attendants, with Bolingbkoke and Norfolk. 

Boling . Many (*) years of happy days befal 
My gracious sovereign, my most loving liege l 

vol. hi. t 
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Nor. Each day still better other’s happiness ; 

Until the heavens, envying earth’s good hap. 

Add an immortal title to your crown ! 

K. Rich , We thank you both: yet one but flatters us, 
As well appeareth by the cause you come j 
Namely, to appeal each other of high treason. — 

Cousin of Hereford, what dost thou object 
Against the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray ? 

Boling. First (heaven be the record to my speech !), 

In the devotion of a subject’s love, 

Tendering the precious safety of my prince. 

And free from other misbegotten bate. 

Come I appellant to this princely presence, — 

Now, Thomas Mowbray, do I turn to thee, 

And mark my greeting well ; for what I speak 
My hod}’ shall make good upon this earth, 

Or my divine soul answer it in heaven. 

Thou art a traitor and a miscreant, 

Too good to be so, and too bad to live, — 

Since the more fair and crystal is the sky, 

The uglier seein the clouds that in it fly. 

Once more, the more to aggravate the note, 

With a foul traitor’s name stuff I thy throat ; 

And wish (so please my sovereign), ere I move, 

What my tongue speaks, my right-drawn sword may prove. 

Nor. Let not my cold words here accuse iny zeal : 

Mis not the trial of a woman’s war, 

The bitter clamour of two eager tongues. 

Can arbitrate this cause betwixt us twain ; 

The hlood is hot that must be cool’d for this : 

Yet can I not of such tame patience boast 
As to be hush’d, and naxight at all to say : 

First, the fair reverence of your highness curbs me 
From giving Terns and spurs to my free speech ; 

Which else would post until it had return’d 
These terms of treason doubled down his throat. 

Setting aside his high blood’s royalty, 

And let him be no kinsman to my liege, 

I do defy him, and I spit at him ; 
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Call liim a slanderous coward and a villain : 

Which to maintain, I would allow him odds ; 

And meet him, were I tied to run a-foot 
Even to the frozen ridges of the Alps, 

Or any other ground inhabitable, 

Wherever Englishman durst set his foot. 

Meantime let this defend my loyalty, — 

By all my hopes, most falsely doth he lie. 

Boling . Pale trembling coward, there I throw my gage, 
Disclaiming here the kindred of the king ) 

And lay aside my high blood’s royalty, 

Which fear, not reverence, makes thee to except. 

If guilty dread hath left thee so much strength 
As to take up mine honour's pawn, then stoop : 

By that and all the rites of knighthood else, 

Will I make good against thee, arm to arm, 

What I have spoke, or thou canst worse devise. 

Nor, I take it up ; and by that sword I swear, 

Which gently laid my knighthood on my shoulder, 

I’ll answer thee in any fair degree, 

Or chivalrous design of knightly trial : 

And when I mount, alive may I not light, 

If I he traitor or unjustly fight ! 

1C Hick, What doth our cousin lay to Mowbray’s charge ? 
It must be great that can inherit us 
So much as of a thought of ill in him. 

Boling . Look, what I speak, my life shall prove it true ; — 
That Mowbray hath receiv’d eight thousand nobles 
In name of lendings for yonr highness’ soldiers, 

The which he hath detain’d for lewd employments. 

Like a false traitor and injurious villain. 

Besides, I say, and will in battle prove, — 

Or here, or elsewhere to the furthest verge 
That ever was survey’d by English eye, — 

That all the treasons for these eighteen years 

Complottecl and contrived in this land 

Fetch’d from false Mowbray their first head and spring. 

Further, I say, — and further will maintain 

Upon his bad life to make all this good,— 
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That he did plot the Duke of Grloster’s death, 

Suggest his soon-believing adversaries. 

And consequently, like a traitor -coward, 

Sluic’d out his innocent soul through streams of blood : 
Which blood, like sacrificing Abel’s, cries, 

Even from the tongueless caverns of the earth. 

To me for justice and rough chastisement; 

And, by the glorious worth of my descent, 

This arm shall do it, or this life he spent. 

JC Rich How high a pitch his resolution soars ! — 
Thomas of Norfolk, what say’st thou to this? 

Nor. 0, let my sovereign turn away his face, 

And hid his ears a little while be deaf, 

Till I have told this slander of his blood, 

How God and good men hate so foul a liar! 

K. Rich. Mowbray, impartial are our eyes and ears ; 
Were he my brother, nay? my kingdom’s heir 
(As he is hut my father’s brother's son), 

Now, hy my sceptre’s awe, I make a vow, 

Such neighbour-nearness to our sacred blood 
Should nothing privilege him, nor partializc 
The unstooping firmness of my upright soul*: 
lie is our subject, Mowbray, so art tliou; 

Free speech and fearless I to thee allow. 

Nor. Then, Bolingbroke, as low as to thy heart. 
Through the false passage of thy throat, thou liesti 
Three parts of that receipt I hud for Calais 
Disburs’d I duly to his highness’ soldiers ; 

The other part reserv’d I hy consent, 

For that my sovereign liege was in my debt 
Upon remainder of a clear account. 

Since last I went to France to fetch liis queen : 

Now swallow down that lie. — For Gloster’s death, — 

I slew him not ; but, to mine own disgrace, 

Neglected my sworn duty in that case. — - 
For you, my noble Lord of Lancaster, 

The honourable father to my foe, 

Once did I lay an ambush for your life, 

A trespass that doth vex my grieved soul : 
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But, ere I last receiv’d the sacrament, 

I did confess it ; and exactly b egg’d 
Your grace’s pardon, and I hope I had it. 

This is my fault: as for the rest appeal’d, 

It issues from the rancour of a villain, 

A recreant and most degenerate traitor : 

Which in myself I boldly will defend ; 

And interchangeably hurl down my gage 
Upon this overweening traitor’s foot, 

To prove myself a loyal gentleman 

Even in the best blood chamber’d in his bosom. 

In haste whereof, most heartily I pray 
Your highness to assign our trial-day. 

1C, Rich . Wrath-kindled gentlemen, be rul’d by me ; 
Let’s purge this choler without letting blood : 

This we prescribe, though no physician ; 

Deep malice makes too deep incision : 

“Forget, forgive ; conclude and be agreed ; 

Our doctors say this is no month to bleed. — 

Good uncle, let this end where it begun ; 

We’ll calm the Duke of Norfolk, you your son, 

Gaunt . To be a make-peace shall become my age : — 
Throw down, my son, the Duke of Norfolk’s gage. 

AT. Rich . And, Norfolk, throw down his. 

Gaunt. When, Harry ? when ? 

Obedience bids I should not bid again, 

IC Rich. Norfolk, throw down; we bid; there is no boot. 
Nor. Myself I throw, dread sovereign, at thy foot. 

My life thou slialt command, but not my shame : 

The one my duty 7 owes ; but my fair name 
(Despite of death, that lives upon my grave), 

To dark dishonour’s use thou slialt not have. 

I am disgrac’d, impeach’d, and baffled here ; 

Pierc’d to the soul with slander’s venom’d spear, 

The which no balm can cure but his heart-blood 
Which breath’d this poison. 

IC. Rich. Page must be withstood : — 

Give me his gage : — lions make leopards tame. 

Nor. Yea, but not change his spots: take but my shame, 
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And I resign my gage. My dear dear lord, 

The purest treasure mortal times afford, 

Is spotless reputation ; that away. 

Men are hut gilded loam or painted clay. 

A jewel in a ten-times-barr'd-up chest 
Is a hold spirit in a loyal breast. 

Mine honour is my life ; both grow in one ; 

Take honour from me, and my life is done : 

Then, dear my liege, mine honour let me try ; 

In that I live, and for that will I die. 

K. Rich . Cousin, throw down your gage 5 do you begin. 
JBoling. 0, God defend nay soul from such foul sin ! 

Shall I seem crest-fallen in my father’s sight ? 

Or with pale beggar-fear impeach my height 
Before this outdar’d dastard? Ere my tongue 
Shall wound mine honour with such feeble wrong, 

Or sound so base a parle, my teeth shall tear 
The slavish motive of recanting fear, 

And spit it bleeding in his high disgrace, 

Where shame doth harbour, even in Mowbray’s face. 

[Exit Gaunt . 

K. Rich , We were not born to sue, but to command; — 
Which since we cannot do to make you friends, 

Be ready, as your lives shall answer it. 

At Coventry, upon Saint Lambert’s day : 

There shall your swords and lances arbitrate 
The swelling difference of your settled hate : 

Since we can. not atone you, we shall see 
Justice design the victor’s chivalry. — 

Lord marshal, command our officers-at-anns 

Be ready to direct these home-alarms. [Exeunt. 


Scene II. The same . A room in the Duke of Lancaster’s 

palace. 

Enter Gaunt and Duchess of Glostcr. 

Gaunt. Alas, the part I had in Gloster’s blood 
Doth more solicit me than your exclaims, 
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To stir against the butchers of his life ! 

But since correction lieth in those hands 
Which made the fault that we cannot correct. 

Put we our quarrel to the will of heaven ; 

Who, when they see ( 2 ) the hours ripe on earth, 

Will rain hot vengeance on offenders' heads. 

Buck . Finds brotherhood in thee no sharper spur? 
Hath love in thy old blood no living fire ? 

Edward's seven sons, whereof thyself art one, 

Were as seven vials of his sacred blood, 

Or seven fair branches springing from one root : 

Some of those seven are dried by nature’s course, 

Some of those branches by the Destinies cut; 

But Thomas, my dear lord, my life, my Gloster, 

One vial full of Edward’s sacred blood, 

One flourishing branch of his most royal root, 

Is crack'd, and all the precious liquor spilt, 

Is hack’d down, and his summer-leaves all faded, 

By envy’s hand and murder’s bloody axe. 

Ah, Gaunt, his blood was thine ! that bed, that womb, 
That mettle, that self-mould, that fashion’d thee, 

Made him a man ; and though thou liv’st and breath’s!. 
Yet art thou slain in him : thou dost consent 
In some large measure to thy father’s death, 

In that thou seesfc thy wretched brother die, 

Who was the model of thy father's life. 

Call it not patience, Gaunt, — it is desj)air: 

In suffering thus thy brother to he slaughter'd, 

Thou show’st the naked pathway to thy life, 

Teaching stem murder how to butcher thee : 

That which in mean men we entitle patience. 

Is pale cold cowardice in noble breasts. 

What shall I say ? to safeguard thine own life, 

The best way is to venge my Gloster’s death. 

Gaunt . God’s is the quarrel ; for God's substitute, 
His deputy anointed in his sight. 

Hath caus’d his death : the which if wrongfully, 

Let heaven revenge ; for I may never lift 
An angry arm against his minister. 

VOL. 1TI. 



280 


KING RICHARD II. 


[act I. 


Duck, Where, then, alas, may I complain myself ? 
Gaunt* To God, the widow’s champion and defence. 
Ditch, Why, then, T will. Farewell, old Gaunt. 

Thou go’st to Coventry, there to behold 
Our cousin Hereford and fell Mowbray light: 

O, sit my husband’s wrongs on Hereford's spear, 

That it may enter butcher Mowbray’s breast! 

Or, if misfortune miss the first career, 

Be Mowbray’s sins so heavy in bis bosom, 

That they may break his foaming courser’s back, 

And throw the rider headlong in the lists, 

A caitiff recreant to my cousin Hereford ! 

Farewell, old Gaunt : thy sometimes brother's wife 
With her companion grief must end her life. 

Gaunt. Sister, farewell ; I must to Coventry : 

As much good stay with thee as go with me ! 

Duck. Yet one word more : — grief boundeth where it 
falls, 

Not with the empty hollowness, but weight: 

I take my leave before I have begun ; 

For sorrow ends not when it seemetli done. 

Commend me to my brother, Edmund York. 

Lo, this is all : — nay, 3 ^et depart not so ; 

Though this be all, do not so quickly go ; 

I shall remember more. Bid him — 0, what ? — 

With all good speed at Flashy visit me. 

Alack, and what shall good old York there see, 

But empty lodgings and unfurnished walls. 

Unpeopled offices, untrodden stones ? 

And what hear there for welcome, but my groans ? 
Therefore commend me ; let him not come there, 

To seek out sorrow that dwells every where. 

Desolate, desolate, will I hence and die: 

The last leave of thee takes my weeping eye. 


[Exeunt. 
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Scene III. Gosford Green, near Coventry . 

Lists set out, and a throne ; heralds, dc. attending* Enter the Lord 
Marshal and Aumeiile, 

Mar. My Lord Aumerle, is Harry Hereford arm’d ? 
Aunn. Yea, at all points; and longs to enter in. 

Mar . The Duke of Norfolk, sprightfully and hold, 

Stays hut the summons of the appellant’s trumpet. 

Aim* Why, then, the champions are prepar’d, and stay 
For nothing hut his majesty’s approach. 

Flourish of trumjMts, Enter King Richard, who takes his seat on 
his throne ; Gatjnt, Bushy, Bagot, Green, and others , who take 
their places . A trumpet is sounded , and answered by another 
trumpet within . Then enter Norfolk in armoury preceded by a 
Herald. 

X . Rich . Marshal, demand of yonder champion 
The cause of his arrival here in arms : 

Ask him his name • and orderly proceed 
To swear him in the justice of his cause. 

Mar. In God’s name and the king’s, say who thou art, 
And why thou com’st thus knightly clad in arms; 

Against what man thou com’st, and what thy quarrel : 

Speak truly, on thy knighthood and thine oath ; 

As so defend thee heaven and thy valour 1 

Nor. My name is Thomas Mowbray, Duke of Norfolk ; 
Who hither come engaged by my oath 
(Which God defend a knight should violate !), 

Both to defend my loyalty and truth 
To God, iny king, and liis succeeding issue. 

Against the Duke of Hereford that appeals me ; 

And, by the grace of God and this mine arm, 

To prove him, in defending of myself, 

A traitor to my God, my king, and me : 

And as I truly fight, defend me heaven ! 

Trumpet sounds. Enter Bqlinghroke in armour, preceded hj a 

Herald* 

X. Rich . Marshal, ask yonder knight in arms. 
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Both who he is, and why he cometh hither 
Thus plated in habiliments of war; 

And formally, according to onr law. 

Depose him in the justice of his cause. 

Mar . What is thy name ? and wherefore com’st thou 
hither, 

Before King Richard in his royal lists ? 

Against whom comest thou ? and what’s thy quarrel ? 

Speak like a true knight, so defend thee heaven ! 

Boling . Harry of Hereford, Lancaster, and Derby, 

Am I ; who ready here do stand in arms, 

To prove, by God’s grace and my body’s valour, 

Jn lists, on Thomas Mowbray, Duke of Norfolk, 

That he’s a traitor, foul and dangerous, 

To God of heaven, King Richard, and to me ; 

And as I truly fight, defend me heaven ! 

Mar. On pain, of death, no person be so bold 
Or daring-hardy as to touch the lists, 

Except the marshal and such officers 
Appointed to direct these fair designs. 

Boling ♦ Lord marshal, let me kiss my sovereign’s 
hand, 

And bow my knee before his majesty : 

For Mowbray and myself are like two men 
That vow a long and weary pilgrimage ; 

Then let us take a ceremonious leave t . 

And loving farewell of our several friends. 

Mar . The appellant in all duty greets your highness, 
And craves to kiss your hand and take his leave. 

if. Rich . We will descend and fold him in our arms. — 
Cousin of Hereford, as thy cause is right. 

So be thy fortune in this royal fight ! 

Farewell, my blood ; which if to-day thou shed. 

Lament we may, but not revenge thee dead. 

Boling , O, let no noble eye profane a tear 
For me, if I be gor’d with Mowbray’s spear: 

As confident as is the falcon’s flight 
Against a bird, do I with Mowbray fight.— 

My loving lord, I take my leave of you ; — 
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OF you, my noble cousin. Lord Aumerle ; 

Not sick, although I have to do with death. 

But lusty, young, and cheerly drawing breath. — 

Lo, as at English feasts, so I regreet 

The daintiest last, to make the end more sweet : 

O thou, the earthly author of my blood, — 

Whose youthful spirit, in me regenerate. 

Doth with a twofold vigour lift me up 
To reach at victory above my head, — 

Add proof unto mine armour with thy prayers ; 

And with thy blessings steel my lance’s point, 

That it may enter Mowbray’s waxen coat, 

And furbish new the name of John o’ Gaunt, 

Even in the lusty ’haviour of his son. 

Gaunt . God in thy good cause make thee prosperous ! 
Be swift like lightning in the execution ; 

And let thy blows, doubly redoubled, 

Eall like amazing thunder on the casque 
Of thy adverse pernicious enemy : 

Rouse up thy youthful blood, be valiant and live. 

Boling . Mine innocency and Saint George to thrive ! 
Nor, However God or fortune cast my lot. 

There lives or dies, true to King Richard’s throne, 

A loyal, just, and upright gentleman : 

Never did captive with a freer heart 
Cast off his chains of bondage, and embrace 
His golden uncontrolled enfranchisement, 

More than my dancing soul doth celebrate 
This feast of battle with mine adversary. — 

Most mighty liege, — and my companion peers, — 

Take from my mouth the wish of happy years : 

As gentle and as jocund as to jest 
Go I to fight ; truth hath a quiet breast. 

X. Rich. Farewell, my lord : securely I espy 
Virtue with valour couched in thine eye. — 

Order the trial, marshal, and begin. 

Mar . Harry of Hereford, Lancaster, and Derby, 
Receive thy lance ; and God defend the right ! 
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Boling . Strong as a tower in hope, I cry amen. 

Mar . Go bear this lance [to an Officer ] to Thomas, Duke 
of Norfolk. 

First Her . Harry of Hereford, Lancaster, and Derby, 
Stands here for God, his sovereign, and himself, 

On pain to he found false and recreant, 

To prove the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray, 

A traitor to his God, his king, and him ; 

And dares him to set forward to the fight. 

Sec . Her. Here standeth Thomas Mowbray, Duke of Nor- 
folk, 

On pain to he found false and recreant. 

Both to defend himself, and to approve 
Henry of Hereford, Lancaster, and Derby, 

To God, his sovereign, and to him disloyal ; 

Courageously, and with a free desire, 

Attending hut the signal to begin. 

Mar. Sound, trumpets ; and set forward, combatants. 

[A charge sounded. 

Stay, the king hath thrown his warder down. 

K. Rich. Let them lay by their helmets and their spears, 
And both return hack to their chairs again : — 

"Withdraw with us : — and let the trumpets sound 
While we return these dukes what we decree. — 

[A long flourish. 

Draw near, [To the combatants . 

And list what with our council we have done. 

For that our kingdom’s earth should not he soil’d 
With that dear blood which it hath fostered ; 

And for our eyes do hate the dire aspect 

Of civil wounds plough’d up with neighbours’ swords ; 

And for we think the eagle-winged pride 
Of sky-aspiring and ambitious thoughts, 

With rival-hating envy, set on you 

To wake our peace, which in our country’s cradle 

Draws the sweet infant breath of gentle sleep ; 

Which so rous’d up with boisterous untun’d drums, 

With harsli-resounding trumpets’ dreadful bray, 
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And grating shock of wrathful iron arms. 

Might from our quiet confines fright fair peace, 

And make us wade even in our kindred’s blood; — 
Therefore, we banish you our territories : — 

You, cousin Hereford, upon pain of life, 

Till twice five summers have enrich’d our fields 
Shall not regreet our fair dominions, 

But tread the stranger paths of banishment. 

Boling . Your will be done : this must my comfort 
he, — 

That sun that warms you here shall shine on me ; 

And those his golden beams to you here lent 
Shall point on me and gild my banishment. 

IC, Rich . Norfolk, for thee remains a heavier doom, 
Which I with some unwillingness pronounce: 

The sly-slow ( 3 ) hours shall not determinate 
The dateless limit of thy dear exile ; — 

The hopeless word of — never to return 
Breathe I against thee, upon pain of life. 

Nor, A heavy sentence, my most sovereign liege, 

And all unlook’d-for from your highness’ mouth : 

A dearer merit, not so deep a maim 
As to be cast forth in the common air, 

Have I deserved at your highness’ hands. 

The language I have learn 5 d these forty years, 

My native English, now I must forego : 

And now my tongue’s use is to me no more 
Than an unstringed viol or a liarp ; 

Or like a cunning instrument cas’d up, 

Or, being open, put into his hands 
That knows no touch to tune the harmony : 

Within my mouth you have engaol’d my tongue, 

Doubly portculliskl with my teeth and lips ; 

And dull, unfeeling, barren ignorance 
Is made my gaoler to attend on me. 

I am too old to fawn upon a nurse, 

Too far in years to be a pupil now : 

What is thy sentence, then, but sjmechless death, 

Which robs my tongue from breathing native breath ? 



2S6 


KING RICHARD II. 


[act I. 


K. Rich . It "boots thee not to he compassionate : 

After our sentence plaining comes too late. 

Nor, Then thus I turn me from my country’s light, 

To dwell in solemn shades of endless night. [ Retiring , 

K> Rich . Return again, and take an oath with thee. 

Lay on our royal sword your banish’d hands ; 

Swear by the duty that you owe to God 
(Our part therein we banish with yourselves), 

To keep the oath that we administer t — 

You never shall (so help you truth and God!) 

Embrace each other’s love in banishment ; 

Nor never look upon each other’s face; 

Nor never write, regreet, nor reconcile 

This lowering tempest of your home-bred hate ; 

Nor never by advised purpose meet 
To plot, contrive, or complot any ill 
’Gainst us, our state, our subjects, or our land. 

Boling. I sweiir. 

Nor * And I, to keep all this. 

Boling. Norfolk, so far as to mine enemy ; — 

By this time, had the king permitted us. 

One of our souls had wander’d in the air, 

Banish’d this frail sepulchre of our flesh, 

As now our flesli is banish’d from this land : 

Confess thy treasons, ere tliou fly the realm ; 

Since thou hast far to go, bear not along 
The clogging burden of a guilty soul. 

Nor . No, Bolingbroke : if ever I were traitor, 

My name he blotted from the book of life, 

And I from heaven banish’d, as from hence ! 

But what thou arr, God, thou, and I do know ; 

And all too soon, 1 fear, the king shall rue.— 

Tare well, my liege. — Now no way can I stray: 

Save hack to England, all the world’s my way. [Exit. 

K. Rich. Uncle, even in the glasses of thine eyes 
I see thy grieved heart: thy sad aspect 
Hath from the number of his banish’d years 
Pluck d four away. [ To Boling .] Six frozen winters spent, 
Return with welcome home from banishment. 
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Boling . How long a time lies in one little word ! 

Four lagging winters and four wanton springs 
End in a word : such is the breath of kings. 

Gaunt . I thank my liege, that in regard of me 
He shortens four years of my son’s exile : 

But little vantage shall I reap thereby ; 

For, ere the six years that he hath to spend 

Can change tlieiv moons and bring their times about, 

My oil -dried lamp and tiine-bewasted light 
Shall he extinct with age and endless night ; 

My inch of taper will be burnt and done, 

And blindfold death not let me see my son. 

K. Rich . Why, uncle, thou hast many years to live. 
Gaunt . But not a minute, king, that thou canst give : 
Shorten my days thou canst with sullen sorrow, 

And pluck nights from me, hut not lend a morrow ; 

Thou canst help time to furrow me with age, 

But stop no wrinkle in his pilgrimage ; 

Thy word is current with him for my death, 

But dead, thy kingdom cannot buy my breath. 

K. Rich . Thy son is banish’d ujion good advice, 

Whereto thy tongue a party-verdict gave : 

Why at our justice seem’st thou, then, to lower? 

Gaunt . Tilings sweet to taste prove in digestion sour. 

You urg’d me as a judge ; but I had rather 
You would have bid me argue like a father. 

O, had it been a stranger, not my child, 

To smooth his fault I should have been more mild : 

A partial slander sought I to avoid, 

And in the sentence my own life destroy’d. 

Alas, I look’d when some of you should say, 

I was too strict to make mine own away ; 

But you gave leave to my unwilling tongue 
Against my will to do myself this wrong. 

K, Rich . Cousin, farewell and, uncle, bid him so : 

Six years we banish him, and he shall go. 

[ Flourish . Exeunt King Richard and tram . 
Aim . Cousin, farewell : what presence must not know, 
From where you do remain let paper show. 
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Mar. My lord, no leave take 1 ; for I will ride, 

As far as land will let me, by your side. 

Gaunt. O, to what purpose dost thou hoard thy words, 
That thou retum’st 110 greeting to thy friends ? 

Boling . I have too few to take my leave of you, 

When the tongue’s office should be prodigal 
To breathe the abundant dolour of the heart. 

Gaunt . Thy grief is but thy absence for a time. 

Boling. Joy absent, grief is present for that time. 

Gaunt . What is six winters ? they are quickly gone. 
Boling . To men in joy ; but grief makes one hour ten. 
Gaunt . Call it a travel that thou tak’st for pleasure. 
Baling. My heart will sigh when I miscall it so, 

Which finds it an enforced pilgrimage. 

Gaunt , The sullen passage of thy weary steps 
Esteem a foil, wherein thou art to set 
The precious jewel of thy home -return. 

Boling. Nay, rather, every tedious stride I make 
Will but remember me, what a deal of world 
I wander from the jewels that I love. 

Must I not serve a long apprenticehood 
To foreign passages ; and in the end, 

Having my freedom, boast of no tiling else 
But that I was a journeyman to grief? 

Gaunt . All places that the eye of heaven visits 
Are to a wise man ports and hajipy havens. 

Teach thy necessity to reason thus ; 

There is no virtue like necessity. 

Think not the king did banish thee, 

But thou the king : woe doth the heavier sit, 

Where it perceives it is but faintly borne. 

Go say, I sent thee forth to purchase honour. 

And not, the king exil’d thee ; or suppose 
Devouring pestilence hangs in our air, 

And thou art flying to a fresher clime : 

Look, what thy soul holds dear, imagine it 

To lie that way thou go’st, not whence thou confist : 

Suppose the singing-birds musicians, 

The grass whereon thou tread’st the presence strew’d, 
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The flowers fair ladies, and thy steps no more 
Than a delightful measure or a dance ; 

For gnarling sorrow hath less power to bite 
The man that mocks at it and sets it light. 

Boling . 0, who can hold a fire in his hand 
By thinking on the frosty Caucasus ? 

Or cloy the hungry edge of appetite 
By hare imagination of a feast? 

Or wallow naked in December snow 
By thinking on fantastic summer’s heat ? 

0, no ! the apprehension of the good 
Gives hut the greater feeling to the worse : 

Fell sorrow’s tooth doth never rankle more 
Than when it bites, hut lanceth not the sore. 

Gaunt , Come, come, my son, 111 bring thee on thy way : 
Had I thy youth and cause, I would not stay. 

Boling . Then, England’s ground, farewell; sweet soil, 
adieu ; 

My mother, and my nurse, that hears me yet 1 
Where’er I wander, boast of this I can, — 

Though banish’d, yet a trueborn Englishman. [ Exeunt . 


Scene IY. The court . 

Enter King Bichard, Bagot, and Green j Aumerle following. 

K. Rich . We did observe. — Cousin Aumerle, 

Flow far brought you high Hereford on his way ? 

Aum. I brought high Hereford, if you call him so, 

But to the next highway, and there I left him. 

j8T. Rich . And say, what store of parting tears were shed ? 
Aum . Faith, none for me ; except the north-east wind. 
Which then blew bitterly against our faces, 

Awak'd the sleeping rheum, and so by chance 
Did grace our hollow parting with a tear. 

K. Rich . What said our cousin when you parted with him ? 
Aum. ff Farewell 

And, for my heart disdained that my tongue 
Should so profane the word, that taught me craft 
von. nr. u 
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To counterfeit oppression of such grief, 

That words seemed huried in my sorrow’s grave, 

Marry, would the word c< farewell” have lengthen d hours, 
And added years to his short banishment. 

He should have had a volume of farewells ; 

But since it would not, he had none of me. 

K m Rich. He is our cousin, cousin ; but ’tis doubt, 

When time shall call him home from banishment. 

Whether our kinsman come to see his friends. 

Ourself, and Bushy, Bagot here, and Green, 

Observ’d his courtship to the common people ; 

How he did seem to dive into their hearts 
With humble and familiar courtesy ; 

What reverence he did throw away on slaves ; 

Wooing poor craftsmen with the craft of smiles, 

And patient nnderb earing of his fortune, 

As 'twere to banish their affects with him. 

Off goes his bonnet to an oyster-wench ; 

A brace of draymen bid God speed him well, 

And had the tribute of his supple knee, 

With u Thanks, my countrymen, my loving friends 
As were our England in reversion liis. 

And he our subjects’ next degree in hope. 

Green. Well, be is gone ; and with him go these thoughts. 
How for the rebels which stand out in Ireland, — 

Expedient manage must be made, my liege, 

Ere further leisure yield them further means 
Eor their advantage and your highness’ loss. 

K , Rich.- We will ourself in person to this war : 

And, for our coffers, — with too great a court 
And liberal largess, — are grown somewhat light. 

We are enforc’d to farm our royal realm ; 

The revenue whereof shall furnish us 
Eor our affairs in hand. If that come short, 

Our substitutes at borne shall have blank charters ; 

Whereto, when they shall know what men are rich 3 
They shall subscribe them for largo sums of gold, 

And send them after to supply our wants ; 

For we will make for Ireland presently. 
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Enter Bushy. 

Bushy, what news ? 

Bushy. Old J ohn of Gaunt is grievous sick, my lord, 
Suddenly taken \ and hath sent post-haste 
To entreat your majesty to visit him. 

K. Rich . Where lies he ? 

Bushy , At Ely-house. 

K. Rich . Now put it, God, in his physician’s mind 
To help him to his grave immediately ! 

The lining of his coffers shall make coats 
To deck our soldiers for these Irish wars, — 

Come, gentlemen, let’s all go visit him : 

Pray God we may make haste, and come too late ! [Exeunt. 


ACT II. 

Scene I, London . A room in Ely-house . 

Gaunt on a couch ; the Duke of York ancl other's standing by him , 

Gaunt . Will the king come, that I may breathe my last 
In wholesome counsel to his unstaid youth l 

York , Vex not yourself, nor strive not with your breath ; 
For all in vain comes counsel to his ear. 

Gaunt . 0, but they say the tongues of dying men 
Enforce attention like deep harmony : 

Where words are scarce, they are seldom spent in vain ; 

For they breathe truth that breathe their words in pain. 

He that no more must say is listen’d more 

Than they whom youth and ease have taught to glose ; 
More are men’s ends mark’d than their lives before : 

The setting sun, and music at the close, 

As the last taste of sweets, is sweetest last, 

Writ in remembrance more than things long past : 

Though Richard my life’s counsel would not hear, 

My death’s sad tale may yet undeaf his ear. 
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York, No ; it is stopp’d with, other flattering sounds, 
As, praises of his state : then there are found 
Lascivious metres, to whose venom-sound 
The open ear of youth doth always listen ; 

Report of fashions in proud Italy, 

Whose manners still our tardy-apish nation 
Limps after, in base imitation. 

Where doth the world thrust forth a vanity 
(So it be new, there’s no respect how vile), 

That is not quickly buzz’d into his ears ? 

Then all too late comes counsel to be heard, 

Where will doth mutiny with wit’s regard. 

Direct not him, whose way himself will choose : 

’Tis breath thou lack’st, and that breath wilt thou lose. 

Gaunt, Methinks I am a prophet new inspir’d, 

And thus, expiring, do foretell of him : 

His rash fierce blaze of riot cannot last, 

Tor violent fires soon burn out themselves ; 

Small showers last long, but sudden storms are short ; 
Tie tires betimes that spurs too fast betimes ; 

With eager feeding food doth choke the feeder : 

Light vanity, insatiate cormorant, 

Consuming means, soon preys upon itself. 

This royal throne of kings, this scepter’d isle, 

This earth of majesty, this seat of Mars, 

This other Eden, demi-paradise ; 

This fortress built by Nature for herself 
Against infection ( 4 ) and the hand of war ; 

This happy breed of men, this little world ; 

This precious stone set in the silver sea, 

Which serves it in the office of a wall, 

Or as a moat defensive to a house, 

Against the envy of less happier lands ; 

This blessed plot, this earth, this realm, this England, 
This nurse, this teeming womb of royal kings, 

Tear’d by their breed, and famous by their birth, 
Renowned for their deeds as far from home 
(For Christian service and true chivalry) 

As is the sepulchre in stubborn Jewry 
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Of the world’s ransom, "blessed Mary’s Son ; — 

This land of such dear souls, this dear dear land, 

Dear for her reputation through the world, 

Is now leas’d out (I die pronouncing it), 

Like to a tenement or pelting farm : 

England, hound in with the triumphant sea, 

Whose rocky shore beats hack the envious siege 
Of watery Neptune, is now bound in with shame, 

With inky blots, and rotten parchment bonds ; 

That England, that was wont to conquer others, 

Hath made a shameful conquest of itself. 

Ah, would the scandal vanish with my life, 

How happy then were my ensuing death ! 

Enter King Bichard and Queen, Atiherle, Bushy, Greei*, Bagot, 
Boss, and Willoughby. 

York, The king is come ; deal mildly with his youth ; 
For young hot colts being rag’d0 do rage the more. 

Queen. How fares our noble uncle, Lancaster ? 

If, Rich, What comfort, man ? how is’t with aged Gaunt ? 
Gaunt, 0, how that name befits my composition ! 

Old Gaunt, indeed; and gaunt in being old: 

Within me grief hath kept a tedious fast ; 

And who abstains from meat, that is not gaunt? 

For sleeping England long time have I watch’d ; 

Watching breeds leanness, leanness is all gaunt : 

The pleasure that some fathers feed upon, 

Is my strict fast, — I mean, my children’s looks ; 

And therein fasting, hast thou made me gaunt : 

Gaunt am I for the grave, gaunt as a grave, 

Whose hollow womb inherits naught but hones* 

K. Rich. Can sick men play so nicely with their names ? 
Gaunt. No, misery makes sport to mock itself: 

Since thou dost seek to kill my name in me, 

I mock my name, great king, to flatter thee. 

If. Rich . Should dying men flatter with those that live ? 
Gaunt, No, no, men living flatter those that die, 

IC Rich. Thou, now a-dying, say’st thou flatter'st me. 
Gaunt. O, no ! thou diest, though I the sicker he. 
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K. Rich . 1 am in health, I breathe, and see thee ill. 
Gaunt . Now, He that made me knows I see thee ill ; 
111 in myself to see, and in thee seeing ill. 

Thy death-bed is no lesser than the land 
Wherein thou liest in reputation sick ; 

And thou, too careless patient as thou art, 

Committ’st thy anointed body to the cure 
Of those physicians that first wounded thee : 

A thousand flatterers sit within thy crown, 

Whose compass is no "bigger than thy head ; 

And yet, in caged in so small a verge, 

The waste is no whit lesser than thy land. 

O, had thy grandsire, with a prophet’s eye, 

Seen how his son’s son should destroy liis sons, 

From forth thy reach he would have laid thy shame, 
Deposing thee before thou wert possess’d, 

Which art possess’d now to depose thyself. 

Why, cousin, wert thou regent of the world. 

It were a shame to let this land by lease ; 

But for thy world enjoying hut this land, 

Is it not more than shame to shame it so ? 

Landlord of England art thou now, not lung : 

Thy state of law is bondslave to the law ; 

And — 

K. Rich . And thou a lunatic lean-witted fool, 
Presuming on an ague’s privilege, 

Dar’st with thy frozen admonition 

Make pale our cheek, chasing the royal blood 

With fury from his native residence. 

Now, by my seat’s right royal majesty, 

Wert thou not brother to great Edward’s son, 

This tongue that runs so roundly in thy head 
Should run thy head from thy unreverend shoulders. 

Gaunt . 0, spare me not, my brother Edward’s son, 
For that I was his father Edward’s son; — 

That blood already, like the pelican. 

Hast thou tapp’d out, and drunkenly carous’d : 

My brother Gloster, plain well-meaning soul, 

(Whom fair betal in heaven ’mongst happy souls !) 
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May be a precedent and witness good 

That thou rcspect’st not spilling Edward’s hlood : 

Join with the present sickness that I have ; 

And thy unkindness be like crooked a ge. 

To crop at once a too-long wither’d flower. 

Live in thy shame, hut die not shame with thee ! — 

These words hereafter thy tormentors be ! — 

Convey me to my bed, then to my grave : 

Love they to live that love and honour have. 

[Exit, borne out by his Attendants . 
K . Rich . And let them die that age and sullens have; 
For both hast thou, and both become the grave. 

York. I do beseech your majesty, impute his words 
To wayward sickliness and age in him : 

He loves you, on my life, and holds you dear 
As Harry Duke of Hereford, were he here. 

K Rich. Pught, you say true : as Hereford’s love, so his ; 
As theirs, so mine ; and all be as it is. 

Enter Northumberland. 

North . My liege, old Gaunt commends him to your ma- 
jesty, 

1C Rich . What says he ? 

North . Nay, nothing ; all is said ; 

His tongue is now a stringless instrument ; 

Words, life, and all, old, Lancaster hath spent. 

York . Be York the next that must be bankrupt so t 
Though death be poor, it ends a mortal woe. 

K. Rich . The ripest fruit first falls, and so doth he ; 

His time is spent, our pilgrimage must he : 

So much for that. — Now for our Irish wars : 

We must supplant those rough rug-headed kerns, 

Which live like venom, where no venom else, 

But only they, hath privilege to live. 

And for these great affairs do ask some charge, 

Towards our assistance we do seize to us 
The plate, coin, revenues, and movables, 

Whereof our uncle Gaunt did stand possess’d. 

York, How long shall I be patient ? ah, how long 
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Shall tender duty make me suffer wrong ? 

Not Gloster’s deaths nor Hereford’s banishment, 

Not Gaunt’s rebukes, nor England’s private wrongs, 

Nor the prevention of poor Bolingbroke 
About Ids marriage, nor my own disgrace, 

Have ever made me sour my patient cheek, 

Or bend one wrinkle on my sovereign’s face, 

I am the last of noble Edward’s sons, 

Of whom thy father, Prince of Wales, was first ; 

In war was never lion rag’d more fierce, 

In peace was never gentle lamb more mild, 

Than was that young and princely gentleman. 

His face thou hast, for even so look’d he, 

Accomplish’d with the number of thy hours ; 

But when he frown’d, it was against the French, 

And not against his friends : his noble hand 
Bid win what he did spend, and spent not that 
Which Ills triumphant father’s hand had won : 

His hands were guilty of no kindred’s blood, 

But bloody with the enemies of his kin. 

O Richard ! York is too far gone with grief, 

Or else he never would compare between. 

£. Rich . Why, uncle, what’s the matter ? 

York, O my liege, 

Pardon me, if you please ; if not, I, pleas’d 
Not to be pardon’d, am content withal. 

Seek you to seize, and gripe into your hands, 

The royalties and rights of banish’d Hereford ? 

Is not Gaunt dead ? and doth not Hereford live ? 

Was not Gaunt just? and is not Harry true ? 

Did not the one deserve to have an heir ? 

Is not his heir a well-deserving son ? 

Take Hereford’s rights away, and take from time 
His charters and his customary rights ; 

Let not to-morrow, then, ensue to-day ; 

Be not thyself, — for how art thou a king 
But by fair sequence and succession ? 

Now, afore God (God forbid I say true !) 

If you do wrongfully seize Hereford’s rights, 
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Call in tlie letters-patents that he hath 

By his attorneys- general to sue 

His livery, and deny his offer’d homage, 

You pluck a thousand dangers on your head, 

You lose a thousand well-disposed hearts, 

And prick my tender patience to those thoughts 
Which honour and allegiance cannot think. 

IC. Rich* Think what you will, we seize into our hands 
His plate, his goods, his money, and his lands. 

York. Ill not he by the while : my liege, farewell : 

What will ensue hereof, there’s none can tell ; 

But by bad courses may he understood 

That their events can never fall out good. [Exit. 

K. Rich . Go, Bushy, to the Earl of Wiltshire straight : 
Bid him repair to us to Ely -ho use 
To see this business. To-morrow next 
W e will for Ireland ; and ’tis time, I trow : 

And we create, in absence of ourself, 

Our uncle York lord governor of England ; 

For he is just, and always lov’d us well, — 

Come on, our queen : to-morrow must w r e part ; 

Be merry, for our time of stay is short. 

[ Flourish . Exeunt King, Queen , Amierle , 
Bushy y Greeny and Bagot, 

North . Well, lords, the Duke of Lancaster is dead. 

Ross. And living too ; for now his son is duke. 

JVillo , Barely in title, not in revenue. 

North . Richly in both, if justice had her right. 

Ross. My heart is great ; but it must break with silence, 
Ere ’t be disburden’d with a liberal tongue. 

North. Nay, speak thy mind ; and let him ne’er speak more 
That speaks thy words again to do thee harm ! 

Willo . Tends that thou wouldst speak to the Duke of 
Hereford ? 

If it be so, out with it boldly, man ; 

Quick is mine ear to hear of good towards him, 

Ross . No good at all, that I can do for him ; 

Unless you call it good to pity him, 

Bereft and gelded of his patrimony. 
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North . Now, afore God, ’tJs shame such wrongs are borne 
In him a royal prince and many more 
Of noble blood in this declining land. 

The Idng is not himself, but basely led 
By flatterers ; and what they will inform, 

Merely in hate, ’gainst any of us all, 

That will the king severely prosecute 

’Gainst us, our lives, ( G ) our children, and our heirs. 

Ross . The commons hath he pill’d with grievous taxes, 
And quite lost their hearts : the nobles hath he fin’d 
Tor ancient quarrels, and quite lost their hearts. 

Willo . And daily new exactions are devis’d, — 

As blanks, benevolences, and I wot not what : 

But what, o’ God’s name, doth become of this ? 

North . Wars have not wasted it, for warr’d he hath not, 
But basely yielded upon compromise 
That which his ancestors achiev’d with blows : 

More hath he spent in peace than they in wars. 

Ross. The Earl of Wiltshire hath the realm in farm. 
Willo. The king’s grown bankrupt, like a broken man. 
North . Reproach and dissolution hangeth over him. 

Ross. He hath not money for these Irish wars, 

His burden ous taxations notwithstanding, 

But by the robbing of the banish’d duke. 

North. His noble kinsman : — most degenerate king ! 

But, lords, we hear this fearful tempest sing, 

Yet seek no shelter to avoid the storm ; 

We see the wind sit sore upon our sails. 

And yet we strike not, but securely perish. 

Ross. We see the very wreck that we must suffer ; 

And unavoided is the danger now, 

Eor suffering so the causes of our wreck. 

North* Not so ; even through the hollow eyes of death 
I spy life peering; but I dare not say 
How near the tidings of our comfort is. 

Willo. Nay, let us share thy thoughts, as thou dost 
ours. 

Ross. Be confident to speak, Northumberland : 

We three are but thyself; and, speaking so, 
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Thy words are hut as( 7 ) thoughts; therefore, he hold. 

North . Then thus : — I have from Port le Blanc, a hay 
In Brittany, receiv’d intelligence 

That Harry Duke of Hereford, Renald Lord Cobhain,( fl ) 
That late broke from the Duke of Exeter, 

His brother, Archbishop late of Canterbury, 

Sir Thomas Erpingham, Sir John Rams ton, 

Sir John N orbery, Sir Robert Water ton, and Francis Quoint, — 
All these well furnish VI by the Duke of Bretagne, 

With eight tall ships, three thousand men of war, 

Are making hither with all due expedience, 

And shortly mean to touch our northern shore : 

Perhaps they had ere this, hut that they stay 
The first departing of the king for Ireland. 

If, then, we shall shake off our slavish yoke, 

Imp out our drooping country’s broken wing. 

Redeem from broking pawn the blemishVl crown, 

Wipe off the dust that hides our sceptre’s gilt, 

And make high majesty look like itself, 

Away with me in post to Ravenspurg ; 

But if you faint, as fearing to do so, 

Stay and he secret, and myself will go. 

Ross . To horse, to horse ! urge doubts to them that fear. 
Wffio. Hold out iny horse, and I will first he there. 

\ExeunL 


Scene II. The same. A room in the palace. 

Enter Queen, Bushy, and Bagot. 

Bushy , Madam, your majesty is too much sad: 

You promis’d, when you parted with the king, 

To lay aside life-harming heaviness. 

And entertain a cheerful disposition. 

Queen. To please the king, I did ; to please myself, 
I cannot do it ; yet I know no cause 
Why I should welcome such a guest as grief, 

Save bidding farewell to so sweet a guest 
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As my sweet Richard : yet, again, methinks 
Some nnborn sorrow, ripe in fortune’s womb, 

Is coming towards me ; and my inward soul 
With nothing trembles : at some thing it grieves, 

More than with parting from my lord the king. 

Bushy . Each substance of a grief hath twenty shadows, 
Which show like grief itself, but are not so ; 

For sorrow’s eye, glazed with blinding tears. 

Divides one thing entire to many objects ; 

Like perspectives, which rightly gaz’d upon, 

Show nothing but confusion, — ey’d awry, 

Distinguish form : so your sweet majesty, 

Looking awry upon your lord’s departure, 

Finds shapes of grief, more than himself, to Avail ; 

Which, look’d on as it is, is naught but shadows 
Of what it is not. Then, thrice-gracious queen, 

More than your lord's departure Aveep not, — more’s not seen ; 
Or if it be, 'tis with false sorrow’s eye, 

Which for things true weeps things imaginary. 

Queen . It may he so ; but yet iny inward soul 
Persuades me it is otherwise : howe’er it be, 

I cannot but be sad; so liea\ T y sad, 

As, — though, on( 9 ) thinking, on no thought I think, — - 
Makes me with heavy nothing faint and shrink. 

Bushy . ’Tis nothing but conceit, my gracious lady. 

Queen . ’Tis nothing less : conceit is still deriv’d 
From some forefather grief ; mine is not so, 

For nothing hath begot my something grief ; 

Or something hath the nothing that I grieve ; 

’Tis in reversion that I do possess-, 

Rut what it is, that is not yet known 5 what 
I cannot name ; ’tis nameless avoc, I wot. 

Enter Green. 

Green. God save your majesty !— and well met, gentle- 
men : — 

I hope the king is not yet shipp’d for Ireland. 

Queen. Why hop’st thou so ? ’tis better hope he is ; 

For his designs crave haste, his haste good hope : 
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Then wherefore dost thou hope he is not shipp’d ? 

Green . That he, our hope, might have retir’d his power, 
And driven into despair an enemy’s hope. 

Who strongly hath set footing in this land : 

The banish’d Bolingbroke repeals himself. 

And with uplifted arms is safe arriv’d 
At Haven spurge 

Queen , Now God in heaven forbid! 

Green, 0 madam, ? tis too true : and that is worse, 

The Lord Northumberland, his son young Henry Percy, 
The Lords of Ross, Beaumond, and Willoughby, 

With all their powerful friends, are fled to him. 

Bushy, Why have you not proclaim’d Northumberland, 
And all the rest of the revolted faction, 

Traitors ? 

Green . We have : whereupon the Earl of Worcester 
Hath broke his staff, resign’d his stewardship, 

And all the household servants fled with him 
To Bolingbroke. 

Queen . So, Green, thou art the midwife to my woe, 
And Bolingbroke my sorrow’s dismal heir : 

Now hath my soul brought forth her prodigy; 

And I, a gasping new-deliver’d mother, 

Have woe to woe, sorrow to sorrow join’d. 

Bushy. Despair not, madam. 

Queen . Who shall hinder me ? 

I will despair, and he at enmity 
With cozening hope, — he is a flatterer, 

A parasite, a keeper-hack of death, 

Who gently would dissolve the bands of life, 

Which false hope lingers in extremity. 

Green . Here comes the Duke of York. 

Queen , With signs of war about his aged neck: 

O, full of careful business are his looks ! 

Enter Yobk. 

Uncle, for God’s sake, speak comfortable words. 

York . Should I do so, I should belie my thoughts : 
Comfort’s in heaven ; and we are on the earth, 
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Where nothing lives lout crosses, care* and grief. 

Your husband, he is gone to save far off, 

Whilst others come to make him lose at home : 

Here am I left to underprop his land. 

Who, weak with age, cannot support myself : 

Now comes the sick hour that his .surfeit made ; 

Now shall he try his friends that flatter* d him. 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv . My lord, your son was gone before I came. 

York . He was ? — Why, so go all which way it will ! — 
The nobles they are fled, the commons they are cold, 

And will, I fear, revolt on Hereford’s side. — 

Sirrah, get thee to Plashy, to my sister Gloster ; 

Bid her send me presently a thousand pound: — 

Hold, take my ring. 

Serv. My lord, I had forgot to tell your lordship, 

To-day, as I came by, I called there ; — * 

But I shall grieve you to report the rest. 

York . What is *t, knave ? 

Serv . An hour before I came, the duchess died. 

York . God for his mercy ! what a tide of woes 
Comes rushing on this woeful land at once \ 

I know not what to do : — I would to God 
(So my untruth had not provok’d him to it), 

The king had cut off my head with my brother’s. — 

What, are there no posts dispatch’d for Ireland? — 

How shall we do for money for these wars ? — 

Come, sister, — cousin, I would say,— pray, pardon me. — 

Go, fellow [to the Servant ], get thee home, provide some 
carts, 

And bring away the armour that is there. [Exit Servant . 
Gentlemen, ( 10 ) will you go muster men? If I know 
How or which way to order these affairs, 

Thus thrust disorderly into my hands. 

Never believe me. Both are my kinsmen : — 

The one is my sovereign, whom both my oath 
And duty bids defend ; the other, again, 

Is iny kinsman, whom the king hath wrong’d. 
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Whom conscience and my kindred bids to right. 

Well, somewhat we must do. — Come, cousin. I’ll 
Dispose of you. — Gentlemen, go, muster up your raen, 

And meet me presently at Berkley-castle. 

I should to Plashy too ; — 

But time will not permit : — all is uneven. 

And every thing is left at six and seven. 

[ Exeunt York and Queen* 

Bushy . The wind sits fair for news to go to Ireland, 

But none returns. For us to levy power 
Proportionable to the enemy 
Is all impossible. 

Green . Besides, our nearness to the king in love 
Is near the hate of those love not the king. 

Bagot . And that’s the wavering commons : for their love 
Lies in their purses ; and whoso empties them, 

By so much fills their hearts with deadly hate. 

Bushy . Wherein the king stands generally condemn’d. 
Bagot . If judgment lie in them, then so do we, 

Because we ever have been near the king. 

Green . Well, 

I will for refuge straight to BristoLcastle : 

The Earl of Wiltshire is already there. 

Bushy . Thither will I with you ; for little office 
The hateful commons will( u ) perform for us, 

Except like curs to tear us all to pieces. — 

Will you go along with’ us? 

Bagot . No ; 

I will to Ireland to his majesty. 

Earewell : if heart’s presages be not yam. 

We three here part that ne’er shall meet again. 

Bushy . That’s as York thrives to heat back Bolingbroke. 
Green . Alas, poor duke ! the task he undertakes 
Is numbering sands, and drinking oceans dry : 

Where one on his side fights, thousands will fly. 

Farewell at once, — for once, for all, and ever. 

Bushy , Well, we may meet again. 

Bagot . I fear me, never. 

[Exeunt* 
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Scene III. The wilds in G las ter shire. 

Enter Bolingbroke and Northumberland, with Forces. 

Boling . How far is it, iny lord, to Berkley now ? 

North. Believe roe, noble lord, 

I am a stranger here in Glostershire : 

These high wild hills and rough uneven ways 
Draw out our miles, and make them wearisome ; 

And yet your fair discourse hath been as sugar, 

Making the hard way sweet and delectable. 

But I bethink me what a weary way 

From Ravenspurg to Cotswold will be found 

In Ross and Willoughby, wanting your company, 

Which, I protest, hath very much beguil’d 
The tediousness and process of my travel : 

But theirs is sweeten’d with the hope to have 
The present benefit which I possess; 

And hope to joy is little less in joy 
Than hope enjoy’d: by this the weary lords 
Shall make their way seem short ; as mine hath done 
By sight of what I have, your noble company. 

Boling. Of much less value is my company 
Than your good words, — But who comes here ? 

North. It is my son, young Harry Percy, 

Sent from my brother Worcester, whencesoever. 

Enter Percy. * 

Harry, how fares your uncle ? 

Percy . I had thought, my lord, to have learn’d his health 
of you. 

North . Why, is he not with the queen ? 

Percy. No, my good lord; he hath forsook the court, 
Broken his staff of office, and dispers’d 
The household of the king. 

North . What was his reason ? 

He was not so resolv’d when last we spake together. 

Percy . Because your lordship was proclaimed traitor. 

But he, my lord, is gone to Ravenspurg, 

To offer service to the Duke of Hereford ; 
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And sent me over by Berkley, to discover 
What power the Duke of York had levied there ; 

Then with direction to repair to Ravenspurg. 

North . Have you forgot the Duke of Hereford, boy ? 
Percy. No, my good lord ; for that is not forgot 
Which ne’er I did remember : to my knowledge, 

I never in my life did look on him. 

North . Then learn to know him now ; this is the Juke. 
Percy . My gracious lord, I tender you my service, 
Such as it is, being tender, raw, and young ; 

Which elder days shall ripen, and confirm 
To more approved service and desert. 

Boling . I thank thee, gentle Percy; and be sure 
I count myself in nothing else so happy 
As in a soul remembering my good friends ; 

And, as my fortune ripens with thy love, 

It shall be still thy true love’s recompense : 

My heart this covenant makes, ray hand thus seals it. 

North . How far is it to Berkley ? and what stir 
Keeps good old York there with his men of war? 

Percy . There stands the castle, by yond tuft of trees, 
Mann’d with three hundred men, as I have heard ; 

And in it are the Lords of York, Berkley, and Seymour, — < 
None else of name and noble estimate. 

North . Here come the Lords of Ross and Willoughby, 
Bloody with spurring, fiery-red with haste. 

Enter Boss and Willoughby. 

Boling. Welcome, my lords. I wot your love pursues 
A banish’d traitor: all my treasury 
Is yet but unfelt thanks, which, more enrich’d, 

Shall be your love and labour’s recompense. 

Boss. Your presence makes us rich, most noble lord. 
JFillo. And far surmounts our labour to attain it. 
Boling. Evermore thanks, the exchequer of the poor ; 
Which, till my infant fortune comes to years. 

Stands for my bounty. — But who comes here ? 

North . It is my Lord of Berkley, as I guess. 

VOL. hi. x 
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Enter Berkley. 

Berk ■ My Lord of Hereford, my message is to you, 
Boling . My lord, my answer is— to Lancaster ; 

And I am come to seek that name in England ; 

And I must find that title in your tongue, 

Before I make reply to aught you say. 

Berk. Mistake me not, my lord ; ’tis not my meaning 
To raze one title of your honour out : — 

To you, my lord, I come (what lord you will), 

From the most gracious regent of this land, 

The Duke of York, to know what pricks you on 
To take advantage of the absent time. 

And fright our native peace with self-born arms. 

Boling . I shall not need transport my words by you ; 
Here comes his grace in person. 

Eater York attended. 

My noble uncle ! [Kneels, 
York , Show me thy humble heart, and not thy knee, 
Whose duty is deceivable and false. 

Boling, My gracious uncle ! — 

York, Tut, tut! 

Grace me no grace, nor uncle me no uncle : 

I am no traitor’s uncle ; and that word te grace” 

In an ungracious mouth is but profane. 

Why have those banish’d and forbidden legs 
Dar’d once to touch a dust of England’s ground ? 

But, then, move why, — why have they dar’d to march 
So many miles upon her peaceful bosom, 

Frighting her pale-fac’d villages with war 
And ostentation of despised arms ? 

Com’st thou because the anointed king is hence ? 

Why, foolish hoy, the king is left behind, 

And in my loyal bosom lies his power. 

Were I hut now the lord of such hot youth 
As when brave Gaunt thy father, and myself, 

Rescu’d the Black Prince, that young Mars of men. 
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O, then, how quickly should this ann of mine, 

Now prisoner to the palsy, chastise tliee, 

And minister correction to thy fault ! 

Boling. My gracious uncle, let me know my fault ; 
Oil what condition stands it and wherein ? 

York. Even in condition of the worst degree, — 

In gross rebellion and detested treason : 

Thou art a banish'd man ; and here art come 
Before the expiration of thy time, 

In braving arms against thy sovereign, 

Boling . As I was banish’d, I was banish’d Hereford ; 
But as I come, I come for Lancaster. 

And, noble uncle, I beseech your grace 
Look on my wrongs with an indifferent eye ; 

You are my father, for mefchinks in you 
I see old Gaunt alive ; O, then, my father, 

Will you permit that I shall stand condemn’d 
A wandering vagabond ; my rights and royalties 
Pluck’d from my arms perforce, and given away 
To upstart unthrifts ? Wherefore was I born ? 

If that my cousin king be King of England, 

It must be granted I am Duke of Lancaster. 

You have a son, Aumerle, my noble kinsman ; 

Had you first died, and he been thus trod down, 

He should have found his uncle Gaunt a father, 

To rouse his wrongs, and chase them to the bay, 

I am denied to sue my livery here. 

And yet my letters-patents give me leave : 

My father’s goods are all distrain’d and sold ; 

And these and all are all amiss employ’d. 

What would you have me do ? I am a subject, 

And challenge law : attorneys are denied me ; 

And therefore personally I lay my claim 
To my inheritance of free descent. 

North. The noble duke hath been too much abus’d. 
Ross. It stands your grace upon to do him right. 
Willo . Base men by his endowments are made great. 
York . My lords of England, let me tell you this : — 
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I have had feeling of my cousin’s wrongs, 

And labour’d all I could to clo him right; 

But in this kind to come, in braving arms. 

Be lits own carver, and cut out his way. 

To find out right with wrong, — it may not be ; 

And you that do abet him in this kind 
Cherish rebellion and are rebels all. 

North. The noble duke hath sworn his coming is 
But for Iris own ; and for the right of that 
We all have strongly sworn to give him aid; 

And let him ne’er see joy that breaks that oath ! 

York Well, well, I see the issue of these arms;— 

I cannot mend it, I must needs confess, 

Because my power is weak and all ill left: 

But if I could, by him that gave me life, 

I would attach you all, and make you stoop 
Unto the sovereign mercy of the king ; 

But since I cannot, be it known to you 
I do remain as neuter. So, fare you well ; — 

Unless you please to enter in the castle, 

And there repose you for this night. 

Boling . An offer, uncle, that we will accept : 

But we must win your grace to go with us 
To Bristol-castle, which they say is held 
By Bushy, Bagot, and their complices, 

The caterpillars of the commonwealth, 

Which X have sworn to weed and pluck away. 

York It may be I will go with you : — but yet I’ll pause; 
For I am loth to break our country’s laws. 

Nor friends nor foes, to me welcome you are : 

Things past redress are now with me past care* [Exeunt* 


Scene IV. A camp in Wales . 

Biiter Salisbury and a Captain. 

Gap . My Lord of Salisbury, we have stay’d ten days, 
And hardly kept our countrymen together, 
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And yet we hear no tidings from the king ; 

Therefore we will disperse ourselves : farewell* 

Sal, Stay yet another day, thou trusty Welshman : 

The king reposeth all his confidence in thee* 

Cap * J Tis thought the king is dead ; we will not stay* 
The hay-trees in our country all are wither’d, 

And meteors fright the fixed stars of heaven ; 

The pale-fac’d moon looks bloody on the earth, 

And lean -look’d prophets whisper fearful change ; 

Rich men look sac], and ruffians dance and leap, — 

The one in fear to lose what they enjoy, 

The other to enjoy by rage and war : 

These signs forerun the death or fall of kings. — 

Farewell : our countrymen are gone and fled, 

As well assur’d Richard their king is dead. [Exit. 

Sal . All, Richard, with the eyes of heavy mind, 

I see thy glory, like a shooting star, 

Fall to the base earth from the firmament I 
The sun sets weeping in the lowly west, 

Witnessing storms to come, woe, and unrest: 

Thy friends are fled, to wait upon thy foes ; 

And crossly to thy good all fortune goes. [Exit. 


ACT III. 

Scene I* Bolingbroxe’s camp at Bristol . 

Ayiter Bolingbroke, York, Northumberland, PeucyAVilloughby, 
Ross *. Officers behind , with Bushy and Green, prisoners , 

Boling * Bring forth these men. — 

Bushy and Green, I will not vex your souls 
(Since presently your souls must part your bodies) 

With too much urging your pernicious lives, 

For ’twere no charity ; yet, to wash your blood 
From off my hands, here, in the view of men, 
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I will unfold some causes of jour deaths. 

You have misled a prince, a royal king, 

A happy gentleman in blood and lineaments, 

By you unhappied and disfigur’d clean : 

You have in manner with your sinful hours 
Wade a divorce betwixt his queen and him ; 

Broke the possession of a royal bed, 

And stain’d the beauty of a fair queen’s cheeks 
With tears drawn from her eyes by your foul wrongs. 

Myself, — a prince by fortune of my birth, 

Near to the king in blood, and near in love 
Till you did make him misinterpret me, — 

Have stoop’d my neck under your injuries. 

And sigh’d my English breath in foreign clouds, 

Eating the bitter bread of banishment ; 

Whilst you have fed upon my signories, 

Di spark’d my parks, and fell’d my forest-woods, 

Erom mine own windows torn my household coat, 

Raz’d out my impress, leaving me no sign, 

Save men’s opinions and my living blood, 

To show the world I am a gentleman. 

This and much more, much more than twice all this, 
Condemns you to the death. — See them deliver’d over 
To execution and the baud of death. 

Bushy . Moi*e welcome is the stroke of death tome 
Than Bolin gbroke to England. — Lords, farewell. 

Green. My comfort is, that heaven will take our souls. 
And plague injustice with the pains of hell. 

Boling , My Lord Northumberland, see them, dispatch’d. 
[Exeunt Northumberland and others , with prisoners. 
Uncle, you say the queen is at your house ; 

For God’s sake, fairly let her he entreated: 

Tell her I send to her my kind commends ; 

Take special care my greetings he deliver’d. 

I orh . A gentleman of mine I have dispatch’d 
With letters of your love to her at large. 

Boling . Thanks, gentle uncle. — Come, lords, away, 

To fight with Glendower and his complices : 

Awhile to work, and after holiday. 


[Exeunt. 
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Scene II. The coast of Wales . A castle in view . 

Flourish ; drums ami trumpets. Filter King Kichard, the Bishop 
of Carlisle, Aumeele, and Soldiers , 

K. Rich . B arkloughly-cas lie call they this at hand? 

Aum . Yea, my lord. How brooks your grace the air, 
After your late tossing on the breaking seas ? 

K. Rich , Needs must I like it well : I weep for joy 
To stand upon my kingdom once again. — 

Dear earth, I clo salute thee with my hand, 

Though rebels wound thee with their horses’ hoofs ; 

As a long-parted mother with her child 

Plays fondly with her tears and smiles in meeting, 

So, weeping-smiling, greet I thee, my earth, 

And do thee favour with my royal hands. 

Peed not thy sovereign’s foe, my gentle earth, 

Nor with thy sweets comfort liis ravenous sense ; 

But let thy spiders, that suck up thy venom, 

And heavy-gaited toads, lie in their way, 

Doing annoyance to the treacherous feet 
Which with usurping steps do trample thee : 

Yield stinging-nettles to mine enemies ; 

And when they from thy bosom pluck a flower. 

Guard it, I pray thee, with a lurking adder, 

Whose double tongue may with a mortal touch 
Throw death upon thy sovereign’s enemies, — 

Mock not my senseless conjuration, lords : 

This earth shall have a feeling, and these stones 
Prove armed soldiers, ere her native king 
Shall falter under foul rebellion’s arms. 

Car. Fear not, my lord: that Power that made you 
king 

Hath power to keep you king in spite of all. 

The means that heaven yields must he embrac’d, 

And not neglected ; else, if heaven would. 

And we will not, heaven’s offer we refuse, 

The proffer’d means of succour and redress. 

Aum. He means, my lord, that we are too remiss ; 
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"Whilst Bolingbroke, through our security, 

Grows strong and great in substance and in friends. 

JST. Rich , Discomfortable cousin ! know’st thou not 
That when the searching eye of heaven is hid 
Behind the globe, that( 13 ) lights the lower world, 

Then thieves and robbers range abroad unseen, 

In murders and in outrage, boldly ( 13 ) here ; 

But when, from under this terrestrial hall, 

He fires the proud tops of the eastern pines, 

And darts his light through every guilty hole, 

Then murders, treasons, and detested sins, 

The cloak of night being pluck’d from off tlieir hacks, 
Stand bare and naked, trembling at themselves ? 

So when this thief, this traitor, Bolingbroke, — 

"Who all this while hath revell’d in the night, 

Whilst we were wandering with the Antipodes, — 

Shall see us rising in our throne, the east, 

His treasons will sit blushing in his face, 

Not able to endure the sight of day, 

But self-affrighted tremble at his sin. 

Not all the water in the rough rude sea 
Can wash the balm from an anointed king ; 

The breath of worldly men cannot depose 
The deputy elected by the Lord : 

Dor every man that Bolingbroke hath press’d 
To lift shrewd steel against our golden crown, 

God for his Richard, hath in heavenly pay 
A glorious angel : then, if angels fight. 

Weak men must fall ; for heaven still guards the right. 

Enter Salisbury. 

Welcome, my lord : liow far off lies your power? 

Sal, Nor near nor further off, my gracious lord, 
Than this weak arm : discomfort guides my tongue, 

And bids me speak of nothing but despair. 

One day too late, I fear, my noble lord. 

Hath clouded all thy happy days on earth : 

Q, call back yesterday, bid time return. 

And thou shalt have twelve thousand fighting men [ 
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To-day , to-day, unhappy day, too late, 

Overthrows thy joys, friends, fortune, and thy state ; 

For all the Welshmen, hearing thou wert dead, 

Are gone to Bolingbroke, dispers’d, and fled. 

Aum. Comfort, my liege : why looks your grace so pale ? 
K Rich . But now the blood of twenty thousand men 
Did triumph in my face, and they are fled ; 

And, till so much blood thither come again, 

Have I not reason to look pale and dead ? 

All souls that will be safe fly from my side ; 

For time hath set a blot upon my pride. 

- Aum. Comfort, my liege ; remember who you are. 

K , Rich. I had forgot myself : am I not king ? 

Awake, thou, sluggard majesty l thou sleepest. 

Is not the king’s name forty thousand names ? 

Arm, arm, my name ! a puny subject strikes 
At thy great glory. — Look not to the ground, 

Ye favourites of a king : are we not high ? 

High he our thoughts : I know my uncle York 

Hath power enough to serve our turn. — But who comes here? 

Jfint&r Scroop. 

Scroop. More health and happiness betide my liege 
Than can my care-tun’d tongue deliver him! 

K. Rich. Mine ear is open and my heart prepar’d : 

The worst is worldly loss thou canst unfold. 

Say, is my kingdom lost ? why, ’twas my care ; 

And what loss -is it to he rid of care ? 

Strives Bolingbroke to he as great as we ? 

Greater he shall not he ; if he serve God, 

We’ll serve him too, and be bis fellow so : 

Revolt our subjects ? that we cannot mend; 

They break their faith to God, as well as us ; 

Cry woe, destruction, ruin, loss, decay ; 

Tim worst is death, and death will have his day. 

Scroop. Glad am I that your highness is so arm’d 
To hear the tidings of calamity. 

Like an unseasonable stormy day. 

Which makes the silver rivers drown their shores, 
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As if the world were all dissolv’d to tears ; 

So high above his limits swells the rage 
Of Bolingbroke, covering your fearful land 
With hard bright steel, and hearts harder than steel. 
White-beards have arm’d their thin and hairless scalps 
Against thy majesty ; and boys, with women’s voices, 

Strive to speak big, and clap their female ( 14 ) joints 
In stiff unwieldy arms against thy crown; 

Thy very beadsmen learn to bend their bows 
Of double-fatal yew against thy state; 

Yea, distaff-women manage rusty bills 
Against thy seat: both young and old rebel, 

And all goes worse than I have power to tell. 

K,, Rick . Too well, too well thou tell’st a tale so ill. 
Where is the Earl of Wiltshire ? where is Bagot ? 

What is become of Busby ? where is Green ? 

That they have let the dangerous enemy 
Measure our confines with such peaceful steps ? 

If we prevail, their heads shall pay for it ; 

I warrant they have made peace with Bolingbroke. 

Sci'oop, Peace have they made with him, indeed, my lord. 
K . Rich. O villains, vipers, damn’d without redemption! 
Dogs, easily won to fawn on any man ! 

Snakes, in my heart-blood warm’d, that sting my heart ! 
Three Judases, each one thrice worse than Judas I 
Would they make peace ? terrible hell make wav 
Upon tlieir spotted souls for this offeiice ! 

Sci'oop. Sweet love, I see, changing his property, 

Turns to the sourest and most deadly hate : — 

Again uncurse their souls ; tlieir peace is made 
With heads, and not with hands : those whom you curse 
Have felt the worst of death’s destroying wound, 

And lie full low, grav’d in the hollow ground. 

Aum . Is Bushy, Green, and the Earl of Wiltshire dead? 
Scroop. Yea, all of them at Bristol lost their heads. 

Aum * Where is the duke my father with his power? 

K. Rich . No matter where of comfort no man speak : 
Let ’s talk of graves, of worms, and epitaphs ; 

Make dust our paper, and with rainy eyes 
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Write sorrow on the bosom of the earth. 

Let ’s choose executors, and talk of wills : 

And yet not so, — for what can we bequeath. 

Save our deposed bodies to the ground ? 

Our lands, our lives, and all are Bolin gbroke’s. 

And nothing can we call our own but death, 

And that small model of the barren earth 
Which serves as paste and cover to our hones. 

Lor God’s sake, let us sit upon the ground, 

And tell sad stories of the death of kings : — 

How some have been depos’d; some slain in war ; 

Some haunted by the ghosts they have depos’d; 

Some poison’d by their wives; some sleeping kill’d; 

All murder'd : — for within the hollow crown 
That rounds the mortal temples of a king 
Keeps Death his court; and there the antic sits. 

Scoffing his state, and grinning at his pomp ; 

Allowing him a breath, a little scene, 

To monarchize, he fear’d, and kill with looks ; 

Infusing him with self and vain conceit, — 

As if this flesh, which walls about our life, 

Were brass impregnable ; and humour’d thus, 

Comes at the last, and with a little pin 
Bores through his castle-wall, and — farewell king I 
Cover your heads, and mock not flesh and blood 
With solemn reverence ; throw away respect, 

Tradition, form, and ceremonious duty ; 

For you have hut mistook me all this while : 

I live with bread like you, feel want, taste grief, 

Need friends : — subjected thus, 

How can you say to me, I am a king ? 

Car. My lord, wise men ne’er sit and wail their woes, 
But presently prevent the ways to wail. 

To fear the foe, since fear oppresseth strength, 

Gives, in your weakness, strength unto your foe, 

And so your follies fight against yourself. 

Fear, and he slain ; no worse can come to fight : 

And fight and die is death destroying death ; 

Where fearing dying pays death servile breath. 
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Aum. My father hath a power; inquire of him ; 

And learn to make a body of a limb. 

K. Rick . Thou ehid’st me well : — proud Bolingbroke, I 
come 

To change blows with thee for our day of doom. 

This ague-fit of fear is over- blown ; 

An easy task it is to win our own. — 

Say, Scroop, where lies our uncle with his power ? 

Speak sweetly, man, although thy looks be sour. 

Scroop. Men judge by the complexion of the sky 
The state and inclination of the day: 

So may you by my dull and heavy eye, 

My tongue hath hut a heavier tale to say. 

I play the torturer, by small and small 
To lengthen out the worst that must be spoken : — 

Your uncle York is join’d with Bolingbroke ; 

And all your northern castles yielded up, 

And all your southern gentlemen in arms 
Upon his party, 

K \ Rich. Thou hast said enough. — 

Beshrew thee, cousin, which didst lead me forth [To Aumerle . 
Of that sweet way I was in to despair ! 

What say you now ? what comfort have we now ? 

By heaven. I’ll hate him everlastingly 
That bids me be of comfort any more. 

Go to Flint-castle : there I’ll pine away ; 

A king, woe’s slave, shall kingly woe obey. 

That power I have, discharge ; and let them go 
To ear the land that hath some hope to grow, 

For I have none : — let no man speak again 
To alter this, for counsel is hut vain, 

Aum . My liege, one word. 

K. Rich . He does me double wrong 

That wounds me with the flatteries of his tongue. 

Discharge my followers : let them hence away, 

From Richard’s night to Bolingbroke’s fair day, [Exeunt. 
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Scene III. Wales . Before Flint-castle . 

Enter, with di'um and colours , Bolingbroke tmc£ forces ; York, 
NT ORTnuiiBERL and, and other s . 

Boling . So that by this intelligence we learn 
The Welshmen are dispers’d ; and Salisbury 
Is gone to meet the king, who lately landed 
With some few private friends upon this coast. 

North . The news is very fair and good, my lord: 
Richard not far from hence hath hid his head. 

York . It would beseem the Lord Northumberland 
To say, King Richard: — alack the heavy day 
When such a sacred king should hide his head ! 

North . Your grace mistakes ; only to be brief, 

Left I his title out. 

York . The time hath been, 

Would you have been so brief with him, he would 
Have been so brief with you, to shorten you. 

For taking so the head, your whole head’s length. 

Boling . Mistake not, uncle, further than you should. 
York . Take not, good cousin, further than you should, 
Lest you mistake ; the heavens are o’er our heads. 

Boling . I know it, uncle ; and oppose not myself 
Against their will. — But who comes here ?( 15 ) 

. Enter Percy. 

Welcome, Harry : what, will not this castle yield? 

Percy . The castle royally is maim’d, my lord. 

Against thy entrance, 

Boling. Royally ! 

Why, it contains no king ? 

Percy . Yes, my good lord. 

It doth contain a king ; King Richard lies 
Within the limits of yond lime and stone : 

And with him are the Lord Aumerle, Lord Salisbury, 

Sir Stephen Scroop ; besides a clergyman 
Of holy reverence, who I cannot learn. 

North . O, belike it is the Bishop of Carlisle* 
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Boling . Noble lord. 

Go to the rude ribs of that ancient castle ; 

Through brazen trumpet send the breath of parle 
Into liis ruin’d ears, and thus deliver : — 

Harry Bolingbroke 

On both his knees doth kiss King Richard’s hand, 

And sends allegiance and true faith of heart 
To his most royal person ; hither come 
Even at his feet to lay my arms and power, 

Provided that, my banishment repeal’d. 

And lands restor’d again, be freely granted : 

If not, I’ll use the advantage of my power, 

And lay the summer’s dust with showers of blood 
Rain’d from the wounds of slaughter’d Englishmen : 

The which, how far off from the mind of Bolingbroke 
It is, such crimson tempest should bedrench 
The fresh green lap of fair King Richard’s land, 

My stooping duty tenderly shall show. 

Go, signify as much, while here we march 
Upon the grassy carpet of this plain. — 

[. Northumberland advances to the castle with a trumpet. 
Let’s march without the noise of threatening drum, 

That from the castle’s tatter’d ( 16 ) battlements 
Our fair appointments may be well perus’d. 

Me thinks King Richard and myself should meet 
With no less terror than the elements 
Of fire and water, when their thundering shock 
At meeting tears the cloudy cheeks of heaven. 

Be he the fire. I’ll he the yielding water : 

The rage be his, while on the earth I rain 
My waters, — on the earth, and not on him. 

March on, and mark King Richard how he looks. 

A parle sounded, and answered by another trumpet within . Flour- 
ish. Fnler, on the walls , King Richard, the Bishop of Carlisle, 
Auherle, Scroop, and Salisbury. 

See, see,( 17 ) King Richard doth himself appeal', 

As doth the blushing discontented sun 
Erom out the fiery portal of the east, 



SCENE III.] 


KING RICHARD II. 


319 


When he perceives the envious clouds are bent 
To dim his glory, and to stain the track 
Of his bright passage to the Occident. 

York. Yet looks lie like a king : behold, his eye, 

As bright as is the eagle’s, lightens forth 
Controlling majesty : — alack, alack, for woe, 

That any harm( 18 ) should stain so fair a show ! 

K, Rich. We are amaz’d; and thus long have we stood 
To watch the fearful bending of thy knee, 

[To Northumberland » 

Because we thought ourself thy lawful king : 

And if we be, how dare thy joints forget 
To pay their awful duty to our presence ? 

If w r e he not, show us the hand of God 
That hath dismiss’d us from our stewardship ; 

Tor well we know’, no hand of blood and bone 
Can gripe the sacred handle of our sceptre, 

Unless he do profane, steal, or usurp. 

And though you think that ail, as you have done. 

Have torn their souls by turning them from us, 

And we are barren and bereft of friends; 

Yet know, — my master, God omnipotent, 

Is mustering in his clouds, on our behalf, 

Armies of pestilence *, and they shall strike 
Your children yet unborn and unbegot, 

That lift your vassal hands against my head, 

And threat the glory of my precious crown. 

Tell Bolingbroke (for yond methinks he is), 

That every stride he makes upon my land 
Is dangerous treason : he is come to ope 
The purple testament of bleeding war ; 

But ere the crown he looks for live in peace, 

Ten thousand bloody crowns of mothers’ sons 
Shall ill become the flower of England’s face, 

Change the complexion of her maid-pale peace 

To scarlet indignation, and bedew 

Her pastures 1 grass with faithful English blood. 

North . The king of heaven forbid our lord the king 
Should so with civil and uncivil arms 
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Be rush’d upon ! Thy thrice-noble cousin 
Harry Bolingbroke doth humbly kiss thy hand ; 

And by the honourable tomb he swears, 

That stands upon your royal grandsire’s bones, 

And by the royalties of both your bloods 
(Currents that spring from one most gracious head), 

And by the buried hand of warlike Gaunt, 

And by the worth and honour of himself. 

Comprising all that may he sworn or said, — 

His coming hither hath no further scope 
Thau for his lineal royalties, and to beg 
Enfranchisement immediate on his knees : 

Which on thy royal party granted once, 

His glittering arms he will commend to rust, 

His barbed steeds to stables, and his heart 
To faithful service of your majesty. 

This swears he, as he is a prince, is just ; 

And, as I am a gentleman, I credit him. 

K. Rich . Northumberland, say thus the king returns : — • 
His noble cousin is right welcome hither ; 

And all the number of his fair demands 
Shall be accomplish’d without contradiction : 

With all the gracious utterance thou hast 
Speak to his gentle hearing kind commends. — 

We do debase ourself, cousin, do we not, [2b Awni&rle . 

To look so poorly, and to speak so fair ? 

Shall we call back Northumberland, and send 
Defiance to the traitor, and so die ? 

Aum. No, good my lord; let’s fight with gentle words 
Till time lend friends, and friends their helpful swords. 

A. Rich . O God, O God l that e’er this tongue of mine, 
That laid the sentence of dread banishment 
On yond proud man, should take it off again 
With words of sooth I O that I w^ere as great 
As is my grief, or lesser than my name ! 

Or that I could forget what I have been ! 

Or not remember what I must be now ! 

Sweli’st thou, proud heart ? Ill give thee scope to beat. 
Since foes have scope to beat both thee and me. 
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Atnn. Northumberland comes back from Bolingbroke. 

K. Rich. What must the king do now? must he sub- 
mit ? 

The king shall do it : must he be depos’d ? 

The king shall be contented : must he lose 
The name of king ? o’ God’s name, let it go : 

I’ll give my jewels for a set of beads, 

My gorgeous palace for a hermitage, 

My gay apparel for an alms-man’s gown, 

My figur’d goblets for a dish of wood, 

My sceptre for a palmer’s walking-staff, 

My subjects for a pair of carved saints, 

And my large kingdom for a little grave, 

A little little grave, an obscure grave 
Or I’ll be buried in the king’s highway, 

Some way of common trade, where subjects’ feet 
May hourly trample on their sovereign’s head ; 

For on my heart they tread now whilst I live ; 

And buried once, why not upon my head ? — 

Aumerle, thou weep’st, — my tender-hearted cousin !— 

We’ll make foul weather with despised tears; 

Our sighs and they shall lodge the summer corn, 

And make a dearth in this revolting land. 

Or shall we play the wantons with our woes, 

And make some pretty match with shedding tears ? 

As thus ; — to drop them still upon one place, 

Till they have fretted us a pair of graves 
Within the earth ; and, therein laid, — there lies 
Two kinsmen digg’d their graves with weeping eyes. 

Would not this ill do well? — Well, well, I see 
I talk but idly, and you mock at me. — 

Most mighty prince, my Lord Northumberland, 

What says King Bolingbroke ? will his majesty 
Give Richard leave to live till Richard die ? 

You make a leg, and Bolingbroke says ay. 

North . My lord, in the base court he doth attend 
To speak with you ; — may it please you to come down. 

A. Rich . Down, down I come ; like glistering Phaeton, 
VOL. III. Y 
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Wanting the manage of unruly jades. 

In the base court ? Base court, where kings grow base, 

To come at traitors’ calls, and do them grace. 

In the base court ? Come down ? Down, court ! down, king 1 
For night-owls shriek where mounting larks should sing. 

[Exeunt above . 

Boling. What says his majesty ? 

North. Sorrow and grief of heart 

Makes him speak fondly, like a frantic man : 

Yet he is come. 

Enter King RiCHAito attended, below. 

Boling , Stand all apart. 

And show fair duty to his majesty.— 

My gracious lord, — [Kneeling. 

K . Rick . Fair cousin, you debase your princely knee 
To make the base earth proud with kissing it; 

Me rather had my heart might feel your love 
Than my unpleas’d eye see your courtesy. 

Up, cousin, up ; — your heart is up, I know. 

Thus high at least [touching his own head], although your 
knee be low. 

Boling . My gracious lord, I come but for mine own. 

K. Rich . Your own is yours, and I am yours, and all. 
Boling . So far be mine, my most redoubted lord, 

As my true service shall deserve your love. 

IC. Rich . Well you deserve: — they well deserve to have, 
That know the strongest and surest way to get. — 

Uncle, give me your hand : nay, dry your eyes ; 

Tears show their love, hut want their remedies. — 

Cousin, I am too young to be your father, 

Though you are old enough to he my heir. 

What you will have, I’ll give, and willing too ; 

For do we must what force will have us do. — 

Set on towards London : — cousin, is it so ? 

Boling. Yea, my good lord. 

K. Rich . Then I must not say no. 

[Flourish. Exeunt. 
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Scene IV. Langley. The Duke of York’s garden. 

Enter the Queen and tivo Ladies. 

Queen. What sport shall we devise here in this garden, 
To drive away the heavy thought of care ? 

First Lady. Madam, we’ll play at howls. 

Queen. ’Twill make me think the world is full of rubs, 
And that my fortune runs against the bias. 

First Lady . Madam, we’ll dance. 

Queen . My legs can keep no measure in delight, 

When my poor heart no measure keeps in grief : 

Therefore, no dancing, girl ; some other sport. 

First Lady . Madam, we’ll tell tales. 

Queen. Of sorrow or of joy ? ( u ) 

First Lady . Of either, madam. 

Queen . Of neither, girl : 

For if of joy, being altogether wanting, 

It doth remember me the more of sorrow ; 

Or if of grief, being altogether had, 

It adds more sorrow to my want of j oy : 

For what I have, I need not to repeat; 

And what I want, it boots not to comjdain. 

First Lady . Madam, I’ll sing. 

Queen . 5 Tis well that thou hast cause ; 

But thou shouldst please me better, wouldstthou weep. 

First Lady. I could weep, madam, would it do you good. 
Queen . And I could weep,( 2l) ) would weeping do me good, 
And never borrow any tear of thee. — 

But stay, here come the gardeners : 

Let *s step into the shadow of these trees. 

My wretchedness unto a row of pins, 

They’ll talk of state ; for every one doth so 
Against a change : woe is forerun with woe. 

\_Queen arid Ladies retire. 

Enter a Gardener and two Servants. 

Gard . Go, hind thou up yond dangling apricocks. 
Which, like unruly children, make their sire 
vStoop with oppression of their prodigal weight : 
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Give some supportance to the bending twigs. — 

Go thou, and like an executioner. 

Cut off the heads of too-fast-growing sprays, 

That look too lofty in our commonwealth : 

All must he even in our government. — 

You thus employ'd, I will go root away 
The noisome weeds, that without profit suck 
The soil's fertility from wholesome flowers. 

First Serv . Why should we, in the compass of a pale, 
Keep law and form and clue proportion, 

Showing, as in a model, our firm estate, 

When our sea -wall eel garden, the whole land, 

Is full of weeds ; her fairest flowers chok’d up, 

Her fruit-trees all unprun’d, her hedges ruin’d, 

Her knots disorder’d, and her wholesome herbs 
Swarming with caterpillars ? 

GarcL Hold thy peace : — 

He that hath suffer’d this disorder’d spring 
Hath now himself met with the fall of leaf : 

The weeds that his broad-spreading leaves did shelter, 

That seem’d in eating him to hold him up. 

Are pluck’d up root and all by Bolingbroke, — 

I mean the Earl of Wiltshire, Bushy, Green. 

First Serv. What, are they dead ? 

Gard. They are; and Bolingbroke 

Hath seiz’d the wasteful king. — Oh ! what pity is it 
That he had not so trimm’d and dress’d his land 
As we this garden ! We( 21 ) at time of year 

Do wound the bark, the skin of our fruit-trees, 

Lest, being over-proud in sap and blood, 

With too much riches it confound itself : 

Had he done so to great and growing men. 

They might have liv’d to hear, and he to taste 
Their fruits of duty. Superfluous branches 
We lop away, that bearing boughs may live: 

Had he done so, himself had borne the crown, 

Which waste of idle hours hath quite thrown down. 

First Serv. What, think you, then, the king shall be de- 
pos’d ? 
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Gard . Depress’d lie is already ; and depos’d 
’Tis doubt lie will be : letters came last night 
To a dear friend of the good Duke of York's, 

That tell black tidings. 

Queen, 0, I am press’d to death through want of speak- 
ing !— 

Thou,( 22 ) old Adam’s likeness [coming forward ivith ladies], 
set to dress this garden. 

How dares thy harsh -rude tongue sound these unpleasing news ? 
What Eve, what serpent, hath suggested thee 
To make a second fall of cursed man ? 

Why dost thou say King Richard is depos’d? 

Dar’st thou, thou little better thing than earth, 

Divine his downfal ? Say, where, when, and how, 

Cam’st thou by this ill tidings ? speak, thou wretch, 

Gard . Pardon me, madam : little joy have I 
To breathe these news ; yet what I say is true. 

King Richard, he is in the mighty hold 
Of Bolingbroke : their fortunes both are w eigh’d : 

In your lord’s scale is nothing but himself, 

And some few vanities that make him light ; 

But in the balance of great Bolingbroke, 

Besides himself, are all the English peers, 

And with that odds he weighs King Richard clown. 

Post you to London, and you’ll find it so ; 

I speak no more than every one doth know. 

Queen . Himble mischance, that art so light of foot, 

Doth not thy embassage belong to me, 

And am I last that knows it ? O, thou think’st 
To serve me last, that I may longest keep 
Thy sorrow in my breast. — Come, ladies, go, 

To meet at London London’s king in woe. — 

What, was I born to this, that my sad look 
Should grace the triumph of great Bolingbroke ? 

Gardener, for telling me these news of woe, 

I would the plants thou graft’st may never grow. 

[Exeunt Queen and Ladies . 
Gard. Poor queen ! so that thy state might be no worse, 

I would my skill were subject to thy curse. — 
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Here did she fall a tear ; here, in this place, 

I’ll set a bank of rue, sour herb of grace : 

Rue, even for ruth, here shortly shall be seen, 

In the remembrance of a weeping queen. [ Exeunt . 


ACT IV. 

Scene I* London * Westminster Hall . 

The Lords spiritual on the right side of the throne ; the Lords tem- 
poral on the left ; the Commons heloio. Enter Bolin gbroke, 
Aumerle, Surrey, Northumberland, Percy, Fitzwater, 
another Lord, the Bishop of Carlisle, the Abbot of Westminster, 
and Attendants. Officers behind , with Bagot, 

Soling, Call forth Bagot. — 

How, Bagot, freely speak thy mind; 

What thou dost know of noble Gloster’s death ; 

Who wrought it with the king, and who perform’d 
The hlood}^ office of his timeless end. 

Bagot, Then set before my face the Lord Aumerle. 
Boling . Cousin, stand forth, and look upon that man. 
Bagot . My Lord Aumerle, I know your daring tongue 
Scorns to unsay what once it hath deliver’d. 

In that dead time when Gloster’s death was plotted, 

I heard you say, — “ Is not my arm of length, 

That reacheth from the restful English court 
As far as Calais, to my uncle’s head ?*’ 

Amongst much other talk, that very time, 

I heard you say that you had rather refuse 
The offer of an hundred thousand crowns 
Than Bolingbroke’s return to England; 

Adding withal, how blest this land would be 
In this your cousin’s death. 

Bum, Princes, and noble lords, 

Wlnat answer shall I make to this base man ? 

Shall I so much dishonour my fair stars, 

On equal terms to give him chastisement ? 
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Either I must, or have mine honour soil’d 
With the attainder of his slanderous lips. — ■ 

There is my gage, the manual seal of death. 

That marks thee out for hell : I say, thou liest, 

And will maintain what thou hast said is false 
In thy heart-blood, though being all too base 
To stain the temper of my knightly sword, 

Boling . Bagot, forbear ; thou shalt not take it up. 

Aum . Excepting one, I would he were the best 
In all this presence that hath mov’d me so. 

Filz. If that thy valour stand on sympathy, 

There is my gage, Aumerle, in gage to thine : 

By that fair sun that shows me where thou stand’s!, 

I heard thee say, and vauntingly thou spak’st it, 

That thou werl cause of noble Gloster’s death. 

If thou deny’st it twenty times, thou liest ; 

And I will turn thy falsehood to thy heart, 

Where it was forged, with my rapier’s point, 

Aum . Thou dar’st not, coward, live to see that day. 

Fitz* Now, by my soul, I would it were tins hour. 

Aum . Fite water, thou art damn’d to hell for this. 

Percy . Aumerle, thou liest ; his honour is as true 
In this appeal as thou art all unjust ; 

And that thou art so, there I throw my gage,. 

To prove it on thee to the extremest point 
Of mortal breathing : seize it, if thou dar’st. 

Aum. And if I do not, may my hands rot off, 

And never brandish more revengeful steel 
Over the glittering helmet of my foe ! 

Lord . I task( 23 ) the earth to the like, forsworn Aumerle ; 
And spur thee on with full as many lies 
As may he holla’d in thy treacherous ear 
From sun to sun : there is my honour’s pawn ; 

Engage it to the trial, if thou dar’st. 

Aum . Who sets me else ? by heaven, I’ll throw at all : 

I have a thousand spirits in one breast, 

To answer twenty thousand such as you. 

Surrey . My Lord Eitz water, I clo remember well 
The very time Aumerle and you did talk. 



328 


Kltf G RICHARD II. 


[ACT IV. 


FitZi *Tis very true : you were in presence then ; 
And you can witness with me this is true. 

Surrey . As false, by heaven, as heaven itself is true. 

Fits. Surrey, thou liest. 

Surrey . Dishonourable boy 1 

That lie shall lie so heavy on my sword, 

That it shall render vengeance and revenge 
Till thou the lie-giver and that lie do lie 
In earth as quiet as thy father’s skull : 

In proof whereof, there is mine honour’s pawn ; 

Engage it to the trial, if tliou dar’st. 

Fite. How fondly dost thou spur a forward horse ! 
If I dare eat, or drink, or breathe, or live, 

I dare meet Surrey in a wilderness, 

And spit upon him, whilst I say he lies, 

And lies, and lies : there is my bond of faith, 

To tie thee to my strong correction. — 

As I intend to thrive in this new world, 

Aumerle is guilty of my true appeal : 

Besides, 1 heard the banish’d Norfolk say, 

That thou, Aumerle, didst send two of thy men 
To execute the noble duke at Calais. 

Aum. Some honest Christian trust me with a gage, 
That Norfolk lies: here do I throw down this. 

If he may he repeal’d, to try his honour. 

Boling , These differences shall all rest under gage, 
Till Norfolk he repeal’d: repeal’d he shall he. 

And, though mine enemy, restor’d again 

To all his lands and signories : when he ’s return’d, 

Against Aumerle we will enforce his trial. 

Car . That honourable day shall ne’er he seen. 

Many a time hath banish’d Norfolk fought 
Por Jesu Christ in glorious Christian field, 

Streaming the ensign of the Christian cross 
Against black pagans, Turks, and Saracens ; 

And toil’d with works of war, retir’d himself 
To Italy ; and there, at Venice, gave 
His body to that pleasant country’s earth, 

And his pure soul unto his captain Christ, 
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Under whose colours he had fought so long, 

Boling . Why, bishop, is Norfolk dead? 

Car . As surely as I live, my lord. 

Boling, Sweet peace conduct his sweet soul to the bosom 
Of good old Abraham ! — Lords appellants. 

Your differences shall all rest under gage 
Till we assign you to your clays of trial. 

Enter York, attended . 

York, Great Duke of Lancaster, I come to thee 
From plum e-pluck’ d Richard ; who with willing soul 
Adopts thee heir, and his high sceptre yields 
To the possession of thy royal hand : 

Ascend his throne, descending now from him, — 

And long live Henry, of that name the fourth ! 

Boling. In God’s name, I’ll ascend the regal throne. 

Car. Marry, God forbid ! — 

Worst in this royal presence may I speak, 

Yet best beseeming me to speak the truth. 

Would God that any in this noble presence 
Were enough noble to be upright judge 
Of noble Richard ! then true nobless would 
Learn him forbearance from so foul a wrong* 

What subject can give sentence on his king ? 

And who sits here that is not Richard’s subject ? 

Thieves are not judg’d hut they are by to hear, 

Although apparent guilt be seen in them ; 

And shall the figure of God’s majesty, 

His captain, steward, deputy elect, 

Anointed, crowned, planted many years, 

Be judg’d by subject and inferior breath, 

And he himself not present ? O, forfend it, God, 

That, in a Christian climate, souls refin’d 
Should show so heinous, black, obscene a deed ! 

I speak to subjects, and a subject speaks, 

Stirr’d up by God, thus boldly for his king. 

My Lord of Hereford here, whom you call king, 

Is a foul traitor to proud Hereford’s king ; 

And if you crown him, let me prophesy, — 
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The blood of English shall manure the ground, 

And future ages groan for this foul act ; 

Peace shall go sleep with Turks and infidels, 

And in this seat of peace tumultuous wars 
Shall kin with kin and kind with kind confound ; 

Disorder, horror, fear, and mutiny, 

Shall here inhabit, and this land be call’d 
The field of Golgotha and dead men’s skulls. 

0, if you raise this house against this house. 

It will the woefullest division prove 
That ever fell upon this cursed earth. 

Prevent,( 24 ) resist it, let it not he so, 

Lest child, child’s children, cry against you woe ! 

North . Well have you argu’d, sir ; and, for your pains, 
Of capital treason we arrest you here. — 

My Lord of Westminster, he it your charge 
To keep him safely till his day of trial* — 

May it please you, lords, to grant the commons’ suit. 

Boling . Fetch hither Richard, that in common view 
He may surrender ; so we shall proceed 
Without suspicion. 

York . I will he his conduct. [. Exit . 

Boling . Lords, you that here are under our arrest. 
Procure your sureties for your days of answer. — 

Little are we beholding to your love, [ To Carlisle . 

And little look’d for at your helping hands. 

Re-mt&r York, ivith King Biohabd, and Officers bearing the 
crown, (be. 

K . Rich. Alack, why am I sent for to a king, 

Before I have shook off the regal thoughts 
Wherewith I reign’d ? I hardly yet have 1 earn’d 
To insinuate, flatter, bow, and bend my limbs : 

Give sorrow leave awhile to tutor me 
To this submission . Yet I well remember 
The favours of these men : were they not mine ? 

Did they not sometime cry, all hail ! to me ? 

So Judas did to Christ : but he, in twelve, 

Found truth in all but one ; I, in twelve thousand, none. 
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God save the king ! — Will no man say amen ? 

Am I both priest and clerk ? well then, amen. 

God save the king ! although I he not he ; 

And yet, amen, if heaven do think him me. — 

To do what service am I sent for hither? 

York, To do that office of thine own good will 
Which tired majesty did make thee offer, — 

The resignation of thy state and crown 
To Henry Bolin ghroke. 

K. Rich . Give me the crown. — Here, cousin, seize the 
crown ; 

On this side my hand, and on that side yours. 

Now is this golden crown like a deep well 
That owes two buckets, filling one another ; 

The emptier ever dancing in the air, 

The other down, unseen, and full of water : 

That bucket down and full of tears am I, 

Drinking my griefs, whilst you mount up on high. 

Boling, I thought you had been willing to resign. 

K, Rich, My crown I am; but still my griefs are mine: 
You may my glories and my state depose, 

But not my griefs ; still am I king of those. 

Boling . Part of your cares you give me with your crown. 
K . Rich . Your cares set up do not pluck my cares down. 
My care is, loss of care, by old care done ; 

Your care is, gain of care, by new care won : 

The cares I give, I have, though given away ; 

They tend the crown, yet still with me they stay. 

Boling . Are you contented to resign the crown ? 

K . Rich, Ay, no ; — no, ay ; for I must nothing be ; 
Therefore no no, for I resign to thee. 

Now mark me, how I will undo myself : — 

I give this heavy weight from off my head, 

And this unwieldly sceptre from my hand, 

The pride of kingly sway from out my heart ; 

With mine own tears I wash away my balm, 

With mine own hands I give away my crown, 

With mine own tongue deny my sacred state, 

With mine own breath release all duty’s rites : 
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All pomp and majesty I do forswear; 

My manors, rents, revenues I forego ; 

My acts, decrees, and statutes I deny : 

God pardon all oaths that are "broke to ine ! 

God keep all vows unbroke that swear to thee ! 

Make me, that nothing have, with nothing griev’d, 

And thou with all pleas’d, that hast all achiev’d ! 

Long mayst thou live in Richard’s seat to sit, 

And soon He Richard in an earthy pit ! 

God save King Henry, unking’d Richard says, 

And send him many years of sunshine days ! — 

What more remains ? 

North . No more, but that you read 

[Offering a paper. 

These accusations, and these grievous crimes 
Committed by your person and your followers 
Against the state and profit of this land ; 

That, by confessing them, the souls of men 
May deem that you are worthily depos’d. 

AT. Rich. Must I do so ? and must I ravel out 
My weav’d-up follies ? Gentle Northumberland, 

If thy offences were upon record, 

Would it not shame thee in so fair a troop 
To read a lecture of them ? If thou wouldst, 

There sliouldst thou find one heinous article, — 

Containing the deposing of a king, 

And cracking the strong warrant of an oath, — 

Mark’d with a blot, damn’d in the book of heaven: — 

Nay, all of you that stand and look upon, 

Whilst that my wretchedness doth bait myself, — 

Though some of you, with Pilate, wash your hands, 

Showing an outward pity; yet you Pilates 
Have here deliver’d me to my sour cross. 

And water cannot wash away your sin. 

North . My lord, dispatch ; read o’er these articles. 

K. Rich. Mine eyes are full of tears, I cannot see : 

And yet salt water blinds them not so much 
But they can see a sort of traitors here. 

Nay, if I turn mine eyes upon myself, 
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I find myself a traitor with the rest ; 

For I have given here my soul's consent 
To undeck the pompous body of a king ; 

Made glory base, and sovereignty a slave, 

Proud majesty a subject, state a peasant. 

North . My lord, — 

K. Hick. No lord of thine, thou haught insulting man. 
Nor no man’s lord ; I have no name, no title, — 

No, not that name was given me at the font, — * 

But ’tis usurp’d: — alack the heavy day, 

That I have worn so many winters out. 

And know not now what name to call myself ! 

O that I were a mockery-king of snow. 

Standing before the sun of Bolingbroke, 

To melt myself away in water-drops ! — 

Good king, — great king, — (and yet not greatly good,) 

Ail if my word be sterling yet in England, 

Let it command a mirror hither straight, 

That it may show me what a face I have, 

Since it is bankrupt of his majesty. 

Boling . Go some of you and fetch a looking-glass; 

[Exit an Attendant . 

North , Read o’er this paper while the glass doth come. 

K. Rich . Eiend, thou torment’st me ere I come to hell ! 

Boling . Urge it no more, my Lord Northumberland. 

North . The commons will not, then, be satisfied. 

K. Rich . They shall be satisfied : I’ll read enough, 

When I do see the very hook indeed 
Where all my sins are writ, and that’s myself. 

Re-enter Attendant with a glass . 

Give me the glass, and therein will I read. — 

No deeper wrinkles yet ? hath sorrow struck 
So many blows upon this face of mine. 

And made no deeper wounds ? — 0 flattering glass, 

Like to my followers in prosperity, 

Thou dost beguile me ! Was this face the face 
That every day under his household roof 
Did keep ten thousand men ? was this the face 
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That, like the sun, did make beholders wink ? 

Was this the face that fac’d so many follies, 

And was at last out-fac’d by Bolingbroke ? 

A brittle glory shinetk in this face : 

As brittle as the glory is the face ; 

\J)ashes the glass against the ground . 
Bor there it is, crack’d in a hundred shivers. — 

Mark, silent king, the moral of this sport, — 

How soon my sorrow hath destroy’d my face. 

Boling . The shadow of your sorrow hath destroy’d 
The shadow of your face. 

X. Rich . Say that again. 

The shadow of my sorrow ? ha ! let’s see : — 

’Tis very true, my gidef lies all within ; 

And these external manners of laments 
Are merely shadows to the unseen grief. 

That swells with silence in the tortur’d soul ; 

There lies the substance : and I thank thee, king, 

For thy great bounty, that not only giv’st 
Me cause to wail, but teaehest me the way 
How to lament the cause. I’ll beg one boon, 

And then he gone and trouble you no more. 

Shall I obtain it ? 

Boling . Name it, fair cousin. 

X. Rich . Fair cousin ! I am greater than a king : 

For when I was a king, my flatterers 
Were then but subjects ; being now a subject, 

I have a king here to my flatterer. 

Being so great, I have no need to beg. 

Boling . Yet ask. 

X. Rich . And shall I have ? 

Boling . You shall. 

K. Rich . Then give me leave to go. 

Boling . Whither ? 

X. Rick. Whither you will, so I were from your sights. 
Boling , Go, some of you convey him to the Tower. 

X. Rich . O, good 1 convey ? — conveyers are you all, 

That rise thus nimbly by a time king’s fall. 

[ Exeunt Xing Richard , some Lords , and a Guard . 
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Boling , On Wednesday next we solemnly set down 
Our coronation : lords, prepare yourselves. 

[Exeunt all except the Bishop of Carlisle , the 
Abbot of Westminster , and Aumerle . 
Abbot . A woeful pageant have we here beheld. 

Car, The woe’s to come ; the children yet unborn 
Shall feel this day as sharp to them as thorn. 

Aum. You holy clergymen, is there no plot 
To rid the realm of this pernicious blot? 

Abbot . Before I freely speak my mind herein, 

You shall not only take the sacrament 
To bury mine intents, hut also to effect 
Whatever I shall happen to devise. 

I see your brows are full of discontent. 

Your hearts of sorrow, and your eyes of tears : 

Come home with me to supper ; I will lay 
A plot shall show us all a merry day. [Exeunt, 


ACT Y. 

Scene I. London . A street leading to the Tower* 
Enter Queen and Ladies. 

Queen . This way the king will come ; this is the way 
To Julius Caesar’s ill-erected tower, 

To whose hint bosom my condemned lord 
Is doom’d a prisoner by proud Bolingbroke : 

Here let us rest, if this rebellious earth 
Have any resting for her true king’s queen. — 

But soft, hut see, or rather do not see, 

My fair rose wither : yet look up, behold. 

That you in pity may dissolve to dew, 

And wash him fresh again with true-love tears. 

Enter King Prichard and Guards. 

Ah, thou, the model where old Troy did stand, 

Thou map of honour, thou King Richard’s tomb, 
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Ancl not King Richard ; thou most beauteous inn, 

Why should hard-favour’d grief he lodg’d in thee, 

When triumph is become an alehouse guest? 

AT. Rich . Join not with grief, fair woman, do not so. 

To make my end too sudden : learn, good soul, 

To think our former state a happy dream ; 

From which awak’d, the truth of what we are 
Shows us but this : I am sworn brother, sweet, 

To grim Necessity; and he and I 

Will keep a league till death. Hie thee to France, 

And cloister thee in some religious house : 

Our holy lives must win a new world’s crown, 

Which our profane hours here have stricken down. 

Queen . What, is my Richard both in shape and mind 
Transform’d and weaken’d ? hath Bo]inghroke( 26 ) depos’d 
Thine intellect? hath he been in thy heart? 

The lion dying thrnsteth forth his paw, 

And wounds the earth, if nothing else, with rage 
To he o’erpower’d ; and wilt thou, pupil -like, 

Take thy correction mildly, lass the rod, 

And fawn on rage with base humility, 

Which art a lion and a king of beasts ? 

K. Rich . A king of beasts, indeed j if aught but beasts, 
I had been still a happy king of men. 

Good sometime queen, prepare thee hence for France : 
Think I am dead ; and that even here thou tak’st. 

As from my deatli-bed, my last living leave. 

In winter’s tedious nights sit by the fire 
With good old folks, and let them tell thee tales 
Of woeful ages long ago betid ; 

And ere thou hid good night, to quit their grief 
Tell thou the lamentable tale of me. 

And send the hearers weeping to their beds : 

For why the senseless brands will sympathize 
The heavy accent of thy moving tongue. 

And in compassion weep the fire out ; 

And some will mourn in ashes, some coal-black, 

For the deposing of a rightful king. 
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Enter Northumberland attended. 

North . My lord, the mind of Bolingbrobe is chang’d ; 
You must to Pomfret, not unto the Tower. — 

And, madam, there is order ta’en for you ; 

With all swift speed you must away to Prance, 

K. Rich. Northumberland, thou ladder wherewithal 
The mounting Bolingbroke ascends my throne, 

The time shall not be many hours of age 
More than it is, ere foul sin gathering head 
Shall break into corruption: thou shalt think, 

Though he divide the realm, and give thee half, 

It is too little, helping him to all ; 

And^) he shall think, that thou, which know’st the way 
To plant unrightful kings, wilt know again, 

Being ne’er so little urg’d, another way 
To pluck him headlong from the usurped throne. 

The love of wicked friends converts to fear ; 

That fear to hate ; and hate turns one or both 
To worthy danger and deserved death. 

North . My guilt he on my head, and there an end. 

Take leave, and part ; for you must part forthwith. 

IC Rich , Doubly divorc’d ! — Bad men, ye violate 
A twofold marriage,' — ’twixt my crown and me, 

And then betwixt me and my married wife. — 

Let me unkiss the oath ’twixt thee and me ; 

And yet not so, for with a kiss ’twas made. — 

Part us, Northumberland ; I towards the north, 

Where shivering cold and sickness pines the clime ; 

My wife to France, — from whence, set forth in pomp. 

She came adorned hither like sweet May, 

Sent back like Hallowmas or short’st of day. 

Queen . And must we be divided ? must we part ? 

K. Rich. Ay, hand from hand, my love, and heart from 
heart. 

Queen. Banish us both, and send the king with me. 

North. That were some love, but little policy. 

Queen. Then whither he goes, thither let me go. 

K. Rich . So two, together weeping, make one woe. 

VOL, in. z 
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Weep thou for me in France, I for tliee here ; 

Better far off than near, he ne’er the near. 

Go, count thy way with sighs ; I, mine with groans. 

Queen . So longest way shall have the longest moans. 

K . Rich. Twice for one step I’ll groan, the way being 
short, 

And piece the way out with a heavy heart. 

Come, come, in wooing sorrow let’s be brief, 

Since, wedding it, there is such length in grief ; 

One kiss shall stop our mouths, and dumbly part; 

Thus give I mine, and thus take I thy heart. \They kiss. 

Queen . Give me mine own again ; ’twere no good part 
To take on me to keep and kill thy heart. [ They kiss again. 
So, now I have mine own again, he gone, 

That I may strive to kill it with a groan. 

K. Rich. We make woe wanton with this fond delay : 
Once more, adieu ; the rest let sorrow say. [Exeunt . 


Scene II. The same . A room m the Duke of York’s palace . 

Enter Yoiuc and his Duchess. 

Duck. My lord, you told me you would tell the rest, 
When weeping made you break the story off 
Of our two cousins coming into London. 

York „ Where did 1 1 eave ? 

Duck. At that sad stop, my lord, 

Where rude misgovern’d hands from windows’ tops 
Threw dust and rubbish on King Richard’s head. 

York , Then, as I said, the duke, great Bolingbroke, — 
Mounted upon a hot and hery steed, 

Which his aspiring rider seem’d to know, — 

With slow but stately pace kept on his course, 

While all tongues cried “God save thee, Bolingbroke!” 

You would have thought the very windows spake, 

So many greedy looks of young and old 
Through casements darted their desiring eyes 
Upon his visage ; and that all the walls 
With painted imagery had said at once, 
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(t Jesu preserve tliee ! welcome, Bolingbroke !” 

"Whilst he, from one side to the other turning, 

Bareheaded, lower than his proud steed’s neck, 

Bespake them thus, — fc I thank you, countrymen:” 

And thus still doing, thus he pass’d along. 

Ditch , Alas, poor Richard! where rode he the whilst? 
York. As in a theatre, the eyes of men, 

After a well-gxac’d actor leaves the stage, 

Are idly bent on him that enters next, 

Thinking his prattle to he tedious ; 

Even so, or with much more contempt, men’s eyes 
Did scowl on Richard; no mail cried, (C God save him !” 

No joyful tongue gave him his welcome home : 

But dust was thrown upon his sacred head ; 

Which with such gentle sorrow he shook off, — 

His face still combating with tears and smiles. 

The badges of his grief and patience, — 

That had not God, for some strong purpose, steel’d 
The hearts of men, they must perforce have melted, 

And barbarism itself have pitied him. 

But heaven hath a hand in these events, 

To whose high will we hound our calm contents. 

To Bolingbroke are we sworn subjects now, 

Whose state and honour I for aye allow. 

Ditch , Here comes my son Aumerle. 

York. Aumerle that was ; 

But that is lost for being Richard’s friend, 

And, madam, you must call him Rutland now : 

I am in parliament pledge for his truth 
And lasting fealty to the new-made king. 

Enter Aumeulc. 

Duch . Welcome, my son : who are the violets now 
That strew the green lap of the new-come spring? 

Aum. Madam, I know not, nor I greatly care not : 

God knows I had as lief be none as one. 

York , Well, bear you well in this new spring of time, 
Lest you he cropp’d before you come to prime. 

What news from Oxford ? hold those justs and triumphs? 
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Aum . For aught I know, my lord, they do. 

York, You will he there, I know. 

Aum . If God prevent it( iS ) not, I purpose so. 

York. What seal is that that hangs without thy bosom ? 
Yea, look’st thou pale? let me see the writing. 

Aum . My lord, ’tis nothing. 

York . No matter, then, who sees it : 

I will be satisfied ; let me see the writing. 

Aum . I do beseech your grace to pardon me : 

It is a matter of small consequence, 

"Which for some reasons I would not have seen. 

York. Which for some reasons, sir, I mean to see. 

1 fear, I fear, — 

Ditch. What should yon fear ? 

’Tis nothing but some bond that he is enter’d into( 20 ) 

For gay apparel against the triumph-day. 

York. Bound to himself! what doth he with a bond 
That he is bound to ? Wife, thou art a fool. — 

Boy, let me see the writing. 

Aum . I do beseech you, pardon me ; I may not show it. 
York. I will be satisfied ; let me see it, I say. 

[Snatches it } and reads . 

Treason ! foul treason ! — Villain ! traitor ! slave ! 

Ditch. What ’s the matter, my lord? 

York. Ho ! who \s within there ? 

Enter a Servant. 

Saddle my horse. — 

God for his mercy, what treachery is here ! 

Duch. Why, what is % my lord ? 

York. Give me my boots, I say ; saddle my horse. — 
Now, by mine honour, by my life, my troth, 

I will appeach the villain. [Exit Servant. 

Ditch . What ’s the matter ? 

York. Peace, foolish woman. 

Duch. I will not peace. — What is the matter, son ? 

Aim . Good mother, be content ; it is no more 
Than my poor life must answer. 

Duch. Thy life answer ! 
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York. Bring me my "boots : — I will unto the king. 
Re-enter Servant toith boots. 

Buck. Strike him, Aumerle. — Poor boy, thou art 
amaz’d. — 

Hence* villain ! never more come in my sight. 

[To the Servant, 

York . Give me my boots* I say. 

Buck Why, York, what wilt thou do? 

Wilt thou not hide the trespass of thine own ? 

Have we more sons ? or are we like to have ? 

Is not my teeming date drunk up with time ? 

And wilt thou pluck my fair son from mine age, 

And rob me of a happy mother’s name ? 

Js he not like thee ? is he not thine own ? 

York, Tliou fond mad woman, 

Wilt thou conceal this dark conspiracy ? 

A dozen of them here have ta’en the sacrament, 

And interchangeably set down their hands, 

To kill the king at Oxford. 

Buck. He shall be none ; 

We’ll keep him here : then wliat is that to him ? 

York. Away, fond woman ! were he twenty times my son, 
I would appeach him. 

Buck Hadst thou groan’d for him 

As I have done, thou wouldst he more pitiful. 

But now I know thy mind ; thou dost suspect 
That I have been disloyal to thy bed, 

And that he is a bastard, not thy son : 

Sw r eet York, sweet husband, he not of that mind : 

He is as like thee as a man may be, 

Not like to me, nor any of my kin, 

And yet I love him. 

York . Make way, unruly woman ! [Exit. 

Buck After, Aumerle ! mount thee upon his horse ; 

Spur post, and get before him to the king, 

And beg thy pardon ere he do accuse thee. 

I’ll not he long behind ; though I he old, 

I doubt not but to ride as fast as York : 
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And never will I rise up from the ground 

Till Bolingbroke have pardon’d thee. Away, he gone ! 

[ Exeunt . 


Scene III. Windsor . A room in the castle * 

Enter Bolingbroke as King, Percy, and other Lords. 

Boling , Can no man tell of my unthrifty son ? 

} Tis full three months since I did see him last *. — 

If any plague hang over us, ’tis he. 

I would to God, my lords, he might be found : 

Inquire at London, knongst the taverns there. 

For there, they say, he daily doth frequent, 

With unrestrained loose companions, — 

Even such, they say, as stand in narrow lanes. 

And beat our watch, and rob our passengers ; 

Which ( 30 ) he, young wanton and effeminate boy, 

Takes on the point of honour to support 
So dissolute a crew. 

Percy. My lord, some two days since I saw the prince, 
And told him of these triumphs held at Oxford. 

Boling. And what said the gallant ? 

Percy . His answer was, — he would unto the stews, 

And from the common’s t creature pluck a glove, 

And wear it as a favour ; and with that 
He would unhorse the lustiest challenger. 

Boling . As dissolute as desperate; yet through both 
I see some sparks of better hopo,( 31 ) 

Which elder days may happily bring forth, — 

But who comes here ? 

^ Enter AmiERLE, hastily . 

Aura. Where is the king ? 

Baling , What means 

Our cousin, that he stares and looks so wildly ? 

A urn. God save your grace ! I do beseech your majesty, 
To have some conference with your grace alone. 

Boling . Withdraw yourselves, and leave us here alone. 

[Exeunt Percy and Lords . 
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What is the matter with our cousin now ? 

Aum. For ever may my knees grow to the earth* 

[Kneels, 

My tongue cleave to my roof within my mouth, 

Unless a pardon ere I rise or speak. 

Boling. Intended or committed was this fault ? 

If on the first, how heinous e’er it he, 

To win thy after-love I pardon thee. 

Aum. Then give me leave that I may turn the key, 

That no man enter till my tale he done. 

Boling . Have thy desire. [Aumerle locks the door. 

York [wi tilin']. My liege, beware; look to thyself; 

Thou hast a traitor in thy presence there. 

Boling . Villain, 111 make thee safe. [Drawing. 

Anm. Stay thy revengeful hand; thou hast no cause to 
fear. 

York [tv iih in]. Open the door, secure, foolhardy king: 
Shall I, for love, speak treason to thy face ? 

Open the door, or I will break it open, 

[Bolingbroke unlocks the door> and afterwards locks it again. 

Enter York. 

Boling. What is the matter, uncle ? speak ; 

Recover breath ; tell us how near is danger. 

That we may arm us to encounter it. 

York . Peruse this writing here, and thou shalt know 
The treason that my haste forbids me show. 

Aum . Remember, as thou read’st, thy promise pass’d: 

I do repent me ; read not my name there ; 

My heart is not confederate with my hand. 

York. It was, villain, ere thy hand did set it down. — 

I tore it from the traitor’s bosom, king ; 

Fear, and not love, begets his penitence : 

Forget to pity him, lest thy pity prove 
A serpent that will sting thee to the heart. 

Boling. O heinous, strong, and bold conspiracy ! — 

0 loyal father of a treacherous son ! 

Thou sheer, immaculate, and silver fountain, 

From whence this stream through muddy passages 
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Hath held, his current, and defil’d himself ! 

Thy overflow of good converts to had ; 

And thy abundant goodness shall excuse 
This deadly blot in thy digressing son. 

York . So shall my virtue he his vice’s bawd ; 

And he shall spend mine honour with his shame, 

As thriftless sons their scraping fathers’ gold. 

Mine honour lives when his dishonour dies, 

Or my sham’d life in his dishonour lies : 

Thou kill’s t me in his life ; giving him breath, 

The traitor lives, the true man’s put to death. 

Duck. [ 'within. ] What ho, my liege ! for God’s sake, let 
me in. 

Boling . What shrill- voic’d suppliant makes this eager cry ? 
Duch . A woman, and thine aunt, great king; ’tis I. 
Speak with me, pity me, open the door : 

A beggar begs that never begg’d before. 

Boling . Our scene is alter’d from a serious thing, 

And now chang’d to “ The Beggar and the King.” — 

My dangerous cousin, let your mother in : 

I know she’s come to pray for your foul sin. 

\_Aumerle unlochs the door. 
York. If thou do pardon, whosoever pray, 

More sins, for this forgiveness, prosper may. 

This fester’d joint cut off, the rest rests sound ; 

This let alone will all the rest confound* 

Enter Duchess. 

Duch . O king, believe not this hard-hearted man ! 

Love loving not itself, none other can. 

York . Thou frantic woman, what dost thou make here ? 
Shall thy old dugs once more a traitor rear ? 

Duch. Sweet York, be patient. — Hear me, gentle liege. 

[ICneels. 

Boling . Rise up, good aunt. 

Bhtch. Not yet, I thee beseech : 

For ever will I walk upon my knees. 

And never see day that the happy sees, 

Till thou give joy ; until thou bid me joy. 
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By pardoning Rutland, my transgressing boy, 

Aum. Unto my mother’s prayers I bend my knee. [. Kneels . 
York . Against them both my true joints bended be. 

[Kneels, 

111 mayst thou thrive, if thou grant any grace ! 

Ditch . Pleads he in earnest? look upon his face ; 

His eyes do drop no tears, his prayers are in jest; 

His words come from his mouth, ours from our breast: 

He prays hut faintly, and would be denied ; 

We pray with heart and soul, and all beside : 

His weary joints would gladly rise, I know; 

Our knees shall kneel till to the ground they grow: 

His prayers are full of false hypocrisy ; 

Ours of true zeal and deep integrity. 

Our prayers do out-pray his ; then let them have 
That mercy which true prayers ought to have. 

Boling . Good aunt, stand up. 

Duck, Hay, do not say “ stand up 

But “pardon” first, and afterwards “stand up. 11 
An if I were thy nurse, thy tongue to teach, 

“ Pardon” should he the first word of thy speech. 

I never long’d to hear a word till now ; 

Say “pardon,” king ; let pity teach thee how : 

The word is short, hut not so short as sweet; 

No word like pardon” for kings’ mouths so meet. 

York* Speak it in French, king ; say, pardonnez moi. 

Ditch . Dost thou teach pardon pardon to destroy ? 

Ah, my sour husband, my hard-hearted lord, 

That sett’st the word itself against the word ! — 

Speak “ pardon” as ’tis current in our land ; 

The chopping French we do not understand. 

Thine eye begins to speak, set tby tongue there : 

Or in thy piteous heart plant thou thine ear ; 

That hearing how our plaints and prayers do pierce, 

Pity may move thee “ pardon” to rehearse. 

Boling . Good aunt, stand up, 

Duch. I do not sue to stand ; 

Pardon is all the suit I have in hand. 
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Boling . I pardon him, as God shall pardon me. 

Buck . O happy vantage of a kneeling knee ! 

Yet am I sick for fear : speak it again ; 

Twice saying “ pardon” doth not pardon twain. 

But makes one pardon strong. 

Boling . With all my heart 

I pardon him.( 3:2 ) 

Buck. A god on earth thou art. 

Boling . But for our trusty brother-in-law, and the abbot, 
With all the rest of that consorted crew, 

Destruction straight shall dog them at the heels. — 

Good uncle, help to order several powers 
To Oxford, or where’er these traitors are: 

They shall not live within this world, I swear, 

But I will have them, if I once know where. 

Uncle, farewell: — and, cousin mine,( 33 ) adieu: 

Your mother well hath pray’d, and prove you true. 

Buch , Come, my old son : — I pray God make thee new, 

[Exeunt . 


Scene IV. Another room hi the same. 

Enter Sir Pierce of Exton and a Servant. 

Exton , Didst thou not mark the king, what words he 
spake, — 

“ Have I no friend will rid me of this living fear ?” 

Was it not so ? 

Serv* Those were his very words. 

Exion . ci Have I no friend ?” quoth he : he spake it 
twice. 

And urg’d it twice together, — did he not ? 

Serv . He did. 

Exton . And speaking it, he nistly look’d on me; 

As who should say, — I would thou wert the man 
That would divorce this terror from my heart, — 

Meaning the king at Pomfret. Come, let’s go: 

I am the king’s friend, and will rid his foe. 


[ Exeunt . 
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Scene Y. Pomfret . The dungeon of the castle. 
Enter King Richard. 

K. Rich . I liave been studying how I may compare 
This prison where I live unto the world : 

And, for because the world is populous, 

And here is not a creature but myself, 

I cannot do it; — yet I’ll hammer *t out. 

My brain I’ll prove the female to my soul, 

My soul the father : and these two beget 
A generation of still-breeding thoughts. 

And these same thoughts people this little world; 

In humours like the people of this world, 

For no thought is contented. The better sort, — 

As thoughts of things divine, — are intermix’d 
With scruples, and do set the word itself 
Against the word: 

As thus, ff Come, little ones and then again, 
ts It is as hard to come as for a camel 
To thread the postern of a needle’s eye.” 

Thoughts tending to ambition, they do plot 
Unlikely wonders : how these vain weak nails 
May tear a passage through the flinty ribs 
Of this hard world, my ragged prison-walls ; 

And, for they cannot, die in their own pride. 

Thoughts tending to content flatter themselves 
That they are not the first of fortune’s slaves, 

Nor shall not he the last ; like silly beggars. 

Who, sitting in the stocks, refuge their shame, 

That many have, and others must sit there ; 

And in this thought they find a kind of ease. 

Bearing their own misfortune on the hack 
Of such as have before endur’d the like. 

Thus play I, in one person, many people, 

And none contented : sometimes am I king ; 

Then treason makes me wish myself a beggar. 

And so I am : then crushing penury 
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Persuades me I was better wlien a king ; 

Then am I king’d again t and by and by 
Think that I am unking’d by Bolin gbroke, 

And straight am nothing : — but whate’er I am, 

Nor I, nor any man that but man is, 

With nothing shall be pleas’d, till he he eas’d 
With being nothing. — Music do I hear ? 

Ha, ha ! keep time : — how sour sweet music is, 

When time is broke and no proportion kept ! 

So is it in the music of men’s lives. 

And here have I the daintiness of ear 
To check time broke in a disorder’d string ; 

But, for the concord of my state and time, 

Had not an ear to hear my true time broke. 

I wasted time, and now doth time waste me ; 

For now hath time made me his numbering clock : 
My thoughts are minutes ; and, with sighs, they jar 
Their watches on unto mine eyes, the outward watch. 
Whereto my finger, like a dial’s point, 

Is pointing still, in cleansing them from tears. 

Now, sir,( 34 ) the sound that tells what hour it is. 

Are clamorous groans, that strike upon my heart, 
Which is the hell : so sighs and tears and groans 
Show minutes, times, and hours : — but my time 
Runs posting on in Bolinghroke’s proud joy, 

While I stand fooling here, his Jack o’ the clock. 

This music mads me ; let it sound no more ; 

For though it have holp madmen to their wits, 

In me it seems it will make wise men mad. 

Yet, blessing on his heart that gives it me ! 

For ’tis a sign of love; and love to Richard 
Is a strange brooch in this all-hating world. 

Enter Groom, 

Groom, Hail, royal prince ! 

X. Rich . Thanks, noble peer ; 

The cheapest of us is ten groats too dear. 

What art thou ? and how com’st thou hither, ( 35 ) 


[Music. 
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Where no man never comes, but that sad dog 
That brings me food to make misfortune live ? 

Groom . I was a poor groom of thy stable, king, 

When thou wert king ; who, travelling towards York, 

With much ado at length have gotten leave 
To look upon my sometimes royal master’s face. 

0, how it yearn’d my heart, when I beheld, 

In London streets, that coronation-day, 

When Bolingbroke rode on roan Barbary, — 

That horse that thou so often hast bestrid, 

That horse that I so carefully have dress’d ! 

K. Rich . Rode he on Barbary? Tell me, gentle friend, 
Plow went he under him ? 

Groom . So proudly as if he disdain'd the ground. ( 36 ) 

K* Rich, So proud that Bolingbroke was on his back ! 
That jade hath eat bread from my royal hand ; 

This hand hath made him proud with clapping him. 

Would lie not stumble ? would lie not fall down 
(Since pride must have a fall), and break the neck 
Of that proud man that did usurp his back ? 

Tor given ess, horse I why do I rail on thee, 

Since thou, created to be aw’d by man, 

Wast born to bear? I was not made a horse ; 

And yet I bear a burden like an ass, 

Spur-gall’d and tir’d by jamming Bolingbroke. 

Enter Keeper, with a dish. 

Keep. Bellow, give place; here is no longer stay. 

\To the Groom , 

K . Rich. If thou love me, ’tis time thou wert away. 
Groom . What my tongue dares not, that my heart shall 
say. [Exit. 

Keep . My lord, will’t please you to fall to ? 

K. Rich . Taste of it first, as thou art wont to do. 

Keep. My lord, I dare not. Sir Pierce of Exton, 

Who lately came from the king, commands the contrary. ( 37 ) 
K. Rich . The devil take Henry of Lancaster and thee ! 
Patience is stale, and I am weary of it. [Beats the Keeper . 
Keep . Help, help, help! 
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Sir Pierce of Exton and Servants, armed . 

K \ Rich . How now l what means death in this rude as- 
sault ? 

Villain, thine own hand yields thy death’s instrument. 

[Snatching a weapon , and hilling a Servant . 
Go thou, and fill another room in hell, 

[He kills another Servant. Then Exion strikes him down . 
That hand shall burn in never -quenching fire 
That staggers thus my person.- — Exton, thy fierce hand 
Hath with the king’s blood stain’d the king’s own land. 
Mount, mount, my soul 1 thy seat is up on high ; 

Whilst my gross flesh sinks downward, here to die. [Dies, 
Exton. As full of valour as of royal blood : 

Both have I spilt; — O, would the deed were good! 

For now the devil, that told me I did well, 

Says that this deed is chronicled in hell. 

This dead king to the living king I’ll bear : — 

Take hence the rest, and give them burial here. [Exeunt. 


Scene VI. Windsor . A ioom in the castle , 

Flourish , Enter Boling broke as King, York, Lords, and 
Attendants. 

Boling, Kind uncle York, the latest news we hear 
Is that the rebels have consum’d with fire 
Our town of Cicester in Glostershire ; 

But whether they he ta’en or slain we hear not. 

Enter Northumberland. 

Welcome, my lord : what is the news ? 

North . First, to thy sacred state wish I all happiness. 

The next news is, I have to London sent 

The heads of Salisbury, Spencer, Blunt, and Kent : 

The manner of their taking may appear 

At large discoursed in this paper here. [Presenting a paper . 

Boling. We thank thee, gentle Percy, for thy pains ; 

And to thy worth will add right worthy gains. 
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Enter Fitzwater. 

Fit&* My lord; I have from Oxford sent to London 
The heads of Brocas and Sir Bennet Seely, 

Two of the dangerous consorted traitors 
That sought at Oxford thy dire overthrow. 

Boling . Thy pains, Fitzwater, shall not be forgot ; 

Right noble is thy merit, well I wot. 

Enter Percy, with the Bishop of Carlisle. 

Percy . The grand conspirator. Abbot of Westminster, 
With clog of conscience and sour melancholy, 

Hath yielded up his body to the grave ; 

But here is Carlisle living, to abide 
Thy kingly doom and sentence of his pride. 

Boling . Carlisle, this is your doom : — 

Choose out some secret place, some reverend room, 

More than thou hast, and with it joy thy life; 

So, as thou liv’st in peace, die free from strife : 

For though mine enemy thou hast ever been, 

High sparks of honour in thee have I seen. 

Enter Sir Pierce of Exton, with Attendants hearing a coffin. 

Exton. Great king, within this coffin I present 
Thy buried fear : herein all breathless lies 
The mightiest of thy greatest enemies, 

Richard of Bourdcaux, by me hither brought. 

Boling . Exton, I thank thee not ; for thou hast wrought 
A deed of slander, with thy fatal hand, 

Upon my head and all this famous land. 

Exton. From your own mouth, my lord, did I this deed. 
Boling. They love not poison that do poison need, 

Nor do I thee : though I did wish him dead, 

I hate the murderer, love him murdered. 

The guilt of conscience take thou for thy labour, 

But neither my good word nor princely favour : 

With Cain go wander through the shade of night. 

And never show thy head by day nor light. — 

Lords, I protest, my soul is full of woe, 
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That blood should sprinkle me to make me grow : 
Come, mourn with me for that I do lament, 

And put on sullen black incontinent : 

I’ll make a voyage to the Holy Land, 

To wash this blood off from my guilty hand : — 
March sadly after ; grace my mournings here, 

In weeping after this untimely bier. 


[ Exeunt , 
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P. 273. 0 “Many years of happy days befell” & c. 

That this lino (like some others in the present play) lias been mutilated by the 
transcriber or the printer is hardly to be doubted. — Pope gave “ May many 
years,” &c. — Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector reads “Pull many years,” &c. 

P, 279. 0 h to the will of heaven • 

Who , when they see,” &c. 

Here Pope altered “ they see ” to “it sees,” and Steevens to “he sees.” — But 
tlie. old reading is retained (and rightly, I think) by Rowe, Capell, and Mr. 
Collier, — the last of whom observes, “ Gaunt uses ‘heaven’ as a plural.” 


P. 285. 0 “ The sly-slow hours,” &c. 

Pope printed fC The fl y-slow hours” &c. “ In Chapman’s version of the second 
book of Homer’s Odyssey, we have; 

‘ and those slie hours 

That still surprise at length.’ 

It is remaidcable that Pope, in the fourth book of his Essay on Man , v» 22G, 
has employed the epithet which, in the present instance, he has rejected; 

* All sly slow things, with circumspective eyes.’ 

Sec 'W'arton’s edit, of Pope’s Works, vol. iii. p. 145.” Steevens. 


P. 292. 0 “ Against infection &c. 

In England's Parnassus, 1600, this passage is quoted with the misprint “in- 
testion,” &c. : henee Parmer suggested that the true reading wa “infestion” 
(i. e. infestation) ; which Malone adopted. 


P. 293, ( 5 ) 

“ For young hot colts being rag’d do rage the more.” 

Ritson. conjectures “ being rein’d,” &c.; and Mr. Collier’s Ms Corrector 

reads (badly enough) “ being urg’d,” &c. 


P. 298. ( c ) 

Gainst us, our lives, our children, and our heirs,” 

Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector substitutes “ ’Gainst us, our wives, our children f 
&c. To Mr. Singer’s remark (Shakespeare Vindicated , &c. p. 98) that the 
alteration “is plausible, but not necessary,” I may add that it is strongly 
opposed, if not absolutely forbidden, by a passage in Henry V \ act i. sc. 2, — ■ 

“ That owe yourselves , your lives , and services 
To this imperial throne.” 

A A 


VOL, III. 
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P. 209. (7) 11 Be confident to speak, Northumberland: 

We three are hut thyself ; and, speaking so. 

Thy words are hut as thoughts ; therefore, he hold.” 

Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector reads “ Thy words are but our thoughts &c. — A 
writer in Blackwood's Magazine for Sept. 1S53, p. 306, thus defends the old 
text: “Post’s argument with Northumberland to speak was not merely be- 
cause liis words were as their thoughts. That was no doubt true j but the 
point of his persuasion lay in the consideration that Northumberland’s words 
would be as good as not spoken. * We three are but yourself, and, in these 
circumstances, your words arc but as thoughts — that is, you are as safe in 
tittering them as if you uttered them not, inasmuch as you will be merely 
speaking to yourself. 1 11 


P. 299. ( a ) 

“ That Harry l)uhe of Hereford, licnald Lord Cohham , 

That late broke from the Duke of Exeter,” &c. 

Here it is plain that au intermediate Hue has dropped out. Malone inserted, — 

“ The son of Richard Earl of Arundel, 

That late” & c. 

and see the passages cited from Holinshed in his note ad l. 


P. 300. ( 9 ) 

“As, — though , on thinking , on no thought I think,” See. 

The more recent editors read, with Johnson, “.ds, — though , in thinking , on no,” 
See., — an alteration hardly necessary.- — Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector gives 
“ As,— though, unthinking, on no,” See., — which is manifestly w r rong. (I once 
suspected that the proper punctuation of the line might be, — “ As, — though, 
on thinking on, no thought I think,” &c.) 

P. 302. ( 10 ) 

“ Gentlemen , will you go mister men ? If I know 
How or which way to order these affairs, 

Thus thrust disorderly into my hands , 

Never believe me,” See, 

“ Reader, if I know how or which way to order tliis speech of York, thus 
thrust disorderly into my hands, never believe me.” I have ventured only 
on one slight transposition, — the old copies having (t Thus disorderly thrust,” 
&c.—Here, according to Sir. Collier, “ Shakespeare obviously intended the 
measure to be irregular and hurried, the better to accord with York's state of 
mind.” Surely not:— the irregularity of the measure is entirely owing to the 
carelessness of the transcriber or printer. 


P. 303. ( n ) “ The hateful commons will perform for us.” 

The old copies have “ Will the hatefull commons perfunne for vs 
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P. 312. ( 12 ) "know'st thou not 

That token the searching eye of heaven is hid 
Behind the globe , that lights (he lower world” See. 

In the last of these lines, “ that does not relate to the nearest antecedent, globe , 
but to the eye of heaven . Nothing is more common in Shakespeare and the 
writers of his day than this manner of disposing of the relative.” Talbot. 


P. 312. ( l3 ) “ In murders and in outrage , boldly here." 

The usual reading is “ bloody here but the earliest 4 to has “bouldy 

here M — a misprint for “ bouldhj (boldly) here/* — u boldly ” being put in opposi- 
tion to “ trembling” six lines after. 


P. 314. ( 1J ) il and boys, with women's voices. 

Strive to spealt big , and clap their female joints 
In stiff un wieldy arms against thy crown,” 

Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector changes “clup" to “clasp” (an alteration made 
also by Pope), and “ female ” to “feeble:” but “ dap” is undoubtedly right; 
and “ female' 1 may keep its place as equivalent to— ‘Womanish. 


P. 317. ( J5 ) “I know it, uncle ; and oppose not myself 

Against their will. — But who comes here?" 

“ Such,” says Malone, “ is the regulation of the old copies. The second line is 
left unmetrical , according to a frequent practice of our author, when a person 
enters suddenly,” &c. : — whence it appears that Malone regarded the frst fine 
as metrical! ' — though, like some others in the play, it is evidently corrupted. 


P. 318. ( 16 ) “ the castle's tatter'd battlements &c. 

So the two latest 4tos and the folio. — The two earliest 4tos have “ tot- 

tered battlements ,” See ,, — which is merely a variety of spelling : see note ( 5r, ) } 
p. 2G8 of this vol. “So in the Second Part of Henry IV. [ Induction ] Humour 
calls Northumberland’s castle ‘this worm-eaten hold of ragged stone,* an ex- 
pression synonymous to 1 tatter'd.' ” — Mason. And see Mr. Collier’s note 
ad 1 


P. 318. ( l7 ) “ See, see, King Richard doth himself appear , 

As doth , See. 

York, Yet looks he like a king,” & c. 

So all the old copies distinctly ; and, with Mr, Collier, I consider it better to 
follow them here than violently to assign the whole of this to York,— as is 
done by the more recent editors, who think, with Warburton, that, according 
to the original distribution of the speeches, “ Bolingbroke is made to condemn 
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his own conduct and to disculp the king’s.” (If I were to venture on any 
alteration, I should prefer gUing, “See, see,” &c. to Percy: compare his last 
speech in the preceding page.) 


P. 319. ( ls ) 

“ That any harm should slain so fair a show,” 

This is altered both by Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector and by Mr. Singer’s to 
“ That any storm should,” 8c c. : and so, perhaps, Shakespeare wrote. 


r. 323. ( 19 ) “ Of sorrow or of joy?” 

The old copies have “ or o/griefe ?” 


P. 323. ( 20 ) 

Cl And I could weep, would weeping do me goodf &c. 
The old copies have “ And I could sing, would 8c c. 


P. 324. ( al ) “ TTe at time of year 

Do wound the bark,” See, 

The old copies omit “ 1 Ye.” (“J9o wound the bark" &c., — is the reading of 
the 4tos: — and what can Mr. Collier mean, when, recommending’ the altera- 
tions made hero by the Ms, Corrector, he says that “Malone thrust in do to 
supply the defect of the measure ?”) 


P. 325. C 22 ) 

“ Thou , old Adam's likeness [coming forward with ladies], set to dress this 
garden , 

Dow dares thy harsh-rude tongue sound these unpleasing news?” 

This was cut down by Pope to,— 

u Thou Adam’s likeness, set to dress this garden, 

How t dares thy tongue sound this unpleasing news ?” 

In the second line, for the sake of consistency, I have altered “this vnpleasing 
n ewes” tu “ these unpleasing news”— all the 4tos and the folio having, in the 
next speech, “To hrealh these newes,” and the 4to of 1597, in the second 
speech after, “ these news of woe.” 


P. 327. ( e3 ) “ I task the earth to the like &c. 

So the first 4to. The later 4tos, “ I take the eai thf &c. (This and the seven 
next lines are omitted in the folio.) — The true reading here is far from cer- 
tain. 
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P. 330. ( 2I ) “ Prevent, resist it , let it not be so , 

Lest child, child's children , cry against you woe !” 

The old copies liave “ Preuenl it, resist it” &c. 


P. 331. p) 

“ Give me the crown, — Here, cousin, seize the crown ; 

Oji this side my hand , and on that side yours,” 

“The quarto 160S, where this scene first appeared, reads, — 

‘ Seize the crown. 

Here, cousin, on this side ray hand, and on that side yours.’ 

The folio, — - 

1 Give me the crown. Here, cousin, seize the crown ; 

Here, cousin, on this side my hand, on that side tliine.* 

It is evident that in the original copy, the words, ‘Here, cousin, seize the 
crown,* were erroneously printed — * Seize the crown. Here, cousin;* but these 
words being properly arranged, all the rest of the first copy is right.** Ma- 
lone. 


P. 336. (- fl ) 

“ What , is my Pickard both in shape and mind 
Transform' d and weaken'd? hath Bolingbroke depos'd 
Thine intellect ? hath he been in thy heart?” 

That the author intended these lines to be so regulated, is proved by some 
other passages of the play; — 

M Harry Bolingbroke doth htimbly kiss thy hand.** p. 320. 

“What says King Bolingbroke? will his majesty,*’ &c. p. 321. 


P. 337. p) 

“ And he shall think , that thou , which know'st the way,” &c. 

I may notice that Mr, Collier’s attempt to rectify the metre, without adopting 
the modern addition “ And,” — 

“ He shall think, that thou, which knowest the way,” &c. 
leaves the line just as unmetrical as in the old copies. 


P. 340. P) “If God prevent it not, I purpose so.” 

The “ it” is not in the old copies (from which either that word or “me” has 
evidently dropped out). 


P. 340. ( 20 ) 

u *Tis nothing but some bond that he is enter'd into,” &c. 
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Mr. Collier says that here his Ms. Corrector makes “ an improvement in the 
measure of a line, which has been given corruptly everywhere” viz. — 

“ 1 Tis nothing but some bond he’s enter'd info” &c. 

But Mr. Collier might have found the same “ improvement” in the editions of 
Pope, Theobald, and Ilanmer, — those earlier editors allowing themselves such 
liberties with the text as their successors dare not take, even in passages 
which are most probably corrupted. 

I\ 342 . ( w ) 

“ Which he, young wanton and effeminate boy” &c. 

Pope printed “While he, young” & e.; — and his reading has become the esta- 
blished one : but our old writers sometimes use the relative “ which” so un- 
grammatically, that any alteration here is very questionable. 


P. 342. ( 3I ) U I see some sparks of better hope,” &c. 

A mutilated line. — The usual modern reading is, — 

“ I see some sparkles of a better hope ” & c. 

(which, says Mr. Knight, “is certainly an improvement; and one of the 
quartos has ‘ sparkles of better hope;’” — nay, three of the 4tos have that 
lection ; which, however, Mr. Collier pronounces to be “ an error,” adding 
that “the folio returns to 4 sparks,’ ” and that “Bolingbroke afterwards 
(p. 351) speaks of ‘ sparks of honour.* ”) 


P. 340. ( K ) “But makes one pardon strong. 

Boling. With all my heart 

J pardon him. 

Duch. A god on earth thou art” 

The old copies have “ I pardon him w r ith all my heart” (which Mr. Collier 
retains, — though a couplet was obviously intended here). 


P. 346. ( 33 ) 

“ Uncle, farewell: — and , cousin mine , adieu : 

Your mother well hath pray'd, and prove you true” 

The old copies liaye “ * and cosin adieu” a word being evidently wanting 

(for though our old dramatists occasionally make the first line of a couplet 
shorter than the second, they never leave it deficient in merely a single sylla- 
ble) — I have inserted, with Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector, “ mine” — which is far 
better than Theobald’s “ too/* 


P. 048. ( M ) “ Now, sir , the sound” &c. 

Mr. Collier, in his note ad l , having asked “what has ‘sir’ to do in the line, 
and whom is Bichard addressing ?” — I showed that similar improprieties in 
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soliloquy are not unusual with our author and with other old dramatists: see 
Remarks on Mr. Collier's and Mr. Knight's eds. of Shakespeare, p. 102. To 
the instances which I have cited there the following maybe added: in Flet- 
cher’s Woman's Prize , or the Tamer Tamed , Petruchio says, while solus, 

“ ’Tis hai*d dealing, 

Very hard dealing, gentlemen, strange dealing !*’ 

Act iii. sc. 2. 

and in his Wild- Goose Chase , Pinac says, while alone , 

tl You talk of travels ; here’s a curious country i” 

Act ii. sc. 2. 

(Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector, it appears, was also perplexed by Ck sir," and 
substituted a word which does aw ay with all meaning in the passage 

41 Now, for the sound that tells what hour it is, 

Are clamorous groans, that strike upon ruy heart, 

Which is the bell”) 


P. 348. C 35 ) 

M What art thou ? and how com'st thou hither,' & c. 

If thamore recent editors thought that by printing (with the 4tos) “comest,” 
they restored the line to measure, they were sadly mistaken.— Something lias 
dropped out. 


P, 349. ( 3 '*) 41 So proudly as if he disdain'd the ground 

The folio has “ he had disdain'd the ground and probably (considering 

the “ So proud” in the next line) the true reading is, — 

tl So proud as if he had disdain'd the ground ” 


P. 349. ( 37 ) 44 Sir Pierre of Exton, 

Who lately came from the Icing , commands the contrary T 

Qy. “ Who late came,” See.? (The usual modern arrangement is to make 
“ who ” the last word of the first line.) 
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ACT I. 

Scene I. London * A room in the jyctlace . 

Enter King Henry, Westmoreland, Sir Walter Blunt, 
and others . 

K. Hen* So shaken as we arc, so wan with care, 

Find we a time for frighted peace to pant, 

And breathe short-winded accents of new broils 
To he commenc’d in strands ( l ) afar remote. 

No more the thirsty entrance of this soil 

Shall daub her lips with her own children’s blood; 

No more shall trenching war channel her fields, 

Nor bruise her flowerets with the armed hoofs 
Of hostile paces : those opposed eyes, 

Which, like the meteors of a troubled heaven. 

All of one nature, of one substance bred, 

Did lately meet in the intestine shock 
And furious close of civil butchery, 

Shall now, in mutual well-beseeming ranks, 

March all one way, and be no more oppos’d 
Against acquaintance, kindred, and allies : 

The edge of war, like ail ill-sheathed knife, 

No more shall cut his master. Therefore, friends, 

As far as to the sepulchre of Christ 
(Whose soldier now, under whose blessed cross 
We are impressed and engag’d to fight,) 

Forthwith a power of English shall we levy ; 
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Whose arms were moulded in their mothers’ womb 
To chase these pagans in those holy fields 
Over whose acres walk’d those blessed feet 
Which fourteen hundred years ago were nail’d 
For our advantage on the bitter cross. 

But this our purpose is a twelvemonth old* 

And bootless ’tis to tell you we will go : 

Therefore we meet not now. — Then let me hear 
Of you, my gentle cousin Westmoreland, 

What yesternight our council did decree 
In forwarding this dear expedience. 

West. My liege, this haste was hot in question, 

And many limits of the charge set down 
But yesternight : when, all athwart, there came 
A post from Wales loaden with heavy news ; 

Whose worst was, — that the noble Mortimer, 

Leading the men of Herefordshire to fight 
Against the irregular and wild Glendower, 

Was by the rude hands of that Welshman taken, 

A thousand of his people butchered ; 

Upon whose dead corpse’( 2 ) there was such misuse, 

Such beastly, shameless transformation, 

By those Welshwomen done, as may not be 
Without much shame re -told or spoken of. 

K. Hen . It seems, then, that the tidings of this broil 
Brake off our business for the Holy Land. 

West . This, match’d with other, did, my gracious lord ; 
For more uneven and unwelcome news 
Came from the north, and thus it did import : 

On Holy -rood day, the gallant Hotspur there. 

Young Harry Percy, and brave Archibald, 

That ever-valiant and approved Scot, 

At ITolmedon met, 

Where they did spend a sad and bloody hour ; 

As by discharge of their artillery, 

And shape of likelihood, the news was told ; 

For he that brought them, in the very heat 
And pride of their contention did take horse, 

Uncertain of the issue any way. 
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K. Hen . Here is a dear and true-industrious friend, 

Sir Walter Blunt, new lighted from his horse, 

Stain’d with the variation of each soil 
Betwixt that Holmedon and this seat of ours; 

And he hath brought us smooth and welcome news. 

The Earl of Douglas is discomfited : 

Ten thousand bold Scots, two-and- twenty knights. 

Balk’d in their own blood, did Sir Walter see 
On Holmedon’s plains : of prisoners. Hotspur took 
Mordake, Earl of Eife and eldest son 
To beaten Douglas ; and the Earls of Athol, 

Of Murray, Angus, and Menteith: 

And is not this an honourable spoil ? 

A gallant prize ? ha, cousin, is it not ? 

West . In faith, ( 3 ) 

It is a conquest for a prince to boast of. 

K. Hen . Yea, there thou male’s t me sad, and male’s t me 
sin 

In envy that my Lord Northumberland 
Should be the father to so blest a son, — 

A son who is the theme of honour’s tongue ; 

Amongst a grove, the very straightest plant ; 

Who is sweet Fortune’s minion and her pride; 

Whilst I, by looking on the praise of him, 

See riot and dishonour stain the brow 
Of my young Harry. O that it could be prov’d 
That some night-tripping fairy had exchang’d 
In cradle-clothes our children where they lay, 

And call’d mine Percy, his Plantagenet ! 

Then would I have his Plarry, and he mine : 

But let him from my thoughts. — What think you, coz, 

Of this young Percy’s pride ? the prisoners, 

Which he in this adventure hath surpris’d, 

To his own use he keeps ; and sends me word, 

I shall have none hut Mordake Earl of Fife. 

West . This is his uncle’s teaching, this is Worcester, 
Malevolent to you in all aspects ; 

Which makes him prune himself, and bristle up 
The crest of youth against your dignity. 
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K* Hen . But I have sent for him to answer this ; 

And for this cause awhile we must neglect 
Our holy purpose to Jerusalem. 

Cousin, on Wednesday next our council we 
Will hold at Windsor, — so inform the lords : 

But come yourself with speed to us again ; 

For more is to he said and to he done 
Than out of anger can he uttered. 

West* I will, my liege. [ Exeunt . 


Scene II. The same . Another room in the palace . 

Enter Prince Henry and Falstaff. 

j Fal. Now, Hal, what time of day is it, lad? 

P. Hen, Thou art so fat-witted, with drinking of old 
sack, and unbuttoning thee after supper, and sleeping upon 
benches after noon, that thou hast forgotten to demand that 
truly which thou wouldst truly know. What a devil hast 
thou to do with the time of the day ? unless hours were cups 
of sack, and minutes capons, and clocks the tongues of bawds, 
and dials the signs of leaping-houses, and the blessed sun 
himself a fair hot wench in flame-colourcd taffeta, — I see no 
reason why thou shouldst be so superfluous to demand the 
time of the day. 

Fal . Indeed, you come near me now, Hal; for we that 
take purses go by the moon and the seven stars, and not by 
Phoebus, — he, a that wandering knight so fair.” And, I 
prithee, sweet wag, when thou art king, — as, God save 
thy grace, (majesty I should say, for grace thou wilt have 
none),- — * 

P. Hen . What, none ? 

Fal . No, by my troth, — not so much as will serve to he 
prologue to an egg and butter. 

P. Hen . Well, how then? come, roundly, roundly. 

Fal. Marry, then, sweet wag, when thou art king, let not 
us that are squires of the night’s body he called thieves of 
the day’s beauty : let us be Diana’s foresters, gentlemen of 
the shade, minions of the moon ; and let men say we be men 
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of good government, being governed, as the sea is, by our 
noble and chaste mistress the moon, under whose counte- 
nance we steal. 

P. Hen . Thou sayest well, and it holds w r ell too ; for the 
fortune of us that are the moon’s men doth ebb and flow 
like the sea, being governed, as the sea is, by the moon. As, 
for proof, now: a purse of gold most resolutely snatched on 
Monday night, and most dissolutely spent on Tuesday morn- 
ing ; got with swearing “ lay by,” and spent with crying 
“ bring in now in as low an ebb as the foot of the ladder, 
and by and by in as high a flow as the ridge of the gallows. 

FaL By the Lord, thou sayest true, lad. And is not my 
hostess of the tavern a most sweet wench ? 

I\ Hen. As the honey of Hybla, my old lad of the castle. 
And is not a buff jerkin a most sweet robe of durance ? 

FaL How now, how now, mad wag ! what, in thy quips 
and thy quiddities ? what a plague have I to do with a buff 
jerkin ? 

P. Hen . Why, what a pox have I to do with my hostess 
of the tavern ? 

FaL Well, thou hast called her to a reckoning many a 
time and oft. 

P , Hen . Did I ever call for thee to pay thy part ? 

FaL No ; I’ll give thee thy due, thou hast paid all there. 

P. Hen . Yea, and elsewhere, so far as my coin would 
stretch ; and where it would not, I have used my credit. 

FaL Yea, and so used it, that, were it not here apparent 
that thou art heir-apparent, — but, I prithee, sweet wag, shall 
there be gallows standing in England when thou art king ? 
and resolution thus fobbed as it is with the rusty curb of old 
father antic the law ? Do not thou, when thou art king,^) 
hang a thief. 

P. Hen. No; thou shalt. 

FaL Shall I ? 0 rare ! By the Lord, I’ll be a brave j udge, 

P. Hen , Thou judgest false already : I mean, thou shalt 
have the hanging of the thieves, and so become a rare hang- 
man. 

FaL Well, Hal, well ; and in some sort it jumps with my 
humour as well as waiting in the court, I can tell you. 
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P, Hen . For obtaining of suits ? 

FaL Yea., for obtaining of suits,, whereof the hangman 
hath no lean wardrobe. ’Sblood, I am as melancholy as a 
gib-cat or a lugged bear. 

P. Ren . Or an old lion, or a lover’s lute. 

FaL Yea, or the drone of a Lincolnshire bagpipe. 

P. Hen. Wliat sayest thou to a hare, or the melancholy 
of Moor-ditcli ? 

FaL Thou hast the most unsavoury similes, and art, in- 
deed, the most comparative, rascallest, — sweet young prince, 
— hut, Hal„ I prithee, trouble me no more with vanity. I 
would to God thou and I knew where a commodity of good 
names were to he bought. An old lord of the council rated 
me the other day in the street about you, sir, — hut I marked 
him not ; and yet he talked very wisely, — but I regarded him 
not ; and yet he talked wisely, and in the street too. 

P. Hen . Thou didst well ; for wisdom cries out in the 
streets, and no man regards it. 

FaL 0 , thou hast damnable iteration, and art, indeed, 
able to corrupt a saint. Thou hast done much harm upon 
me, Hal, — God forgive thee for it ! Before I knew thee, Hal, 
I knew nothing ; and now am I, if a man should speak truly, 
little better than one of the wicked. I must give over this 
life, and I will give it over ; by the Lord, an I do not, I am 
a villain : I’ll be damned for never a king’s son in Christen- 
dom. 

P. Hen. Where shall we take a purse to-morrow, Jack ? 

FaL Where thou wilt, lad, I’ll make one ; an I do not, 
call me villain, and baffle me. 

P, Hen . I see a good amendment of life in thee, — from 
praying to purse- taking. 

Enter Pointz at a distance. 

FaL Why, Hal, his my vocation, Hal ; ’tis no sin for a 
man to labour in his vocation. — Pointz ! ( s ) — Now shall we 
know if Gadshill have set a match.— 0 , if men were to he 
saved by merit, what hole in hell were hot enough for him ? 
This is the most omnipotent villain that ever cried t( stand” 
to a true man. 
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P. Hen . Good morrow, Ned* 

Pain, Good morrow, sweet Hal. — ‘What says Monsieur 
Remorse? what says Sir John Sack-and-sugar ? Jack, how 
agrees the devil and thee about thy soul, that thou soldest 
him on Good-friday last for a cup of Madeira and a cold 
capon’s leg ? 

P. Hen. Sir John stands to his word, — the devil shall have 
his bargain; for he was never yet a breaker of proverbs, — 
he will give the devil his due* 

Pom. Then art thou damned for keeping tliy word with 
the devil. 

P. Hen. Else he had been damned for cozening the devil. 

Poin . But, my lads, my lads, to-morrow morning, by 
four o’clock, early at Gadshill ! there are pilgrims going to 
Canterbury with rich offerings, and traders riding to London 
with fat purses : I have visards for you all, you have horses 
for yourselves : Gadshill lies to-night in Rochester : I have be- 
spoke supper to-morrow night in Easteheap : \ve may do it 
as secure as sleep. If you will go, I will stuff your purses 
full of crowns ; if you will not, tarry at home and be hanged. 

FaL Hear ye, Yedward; if I tarry at home and go not, 
I’ll hang you for going. 

Pom . You will, chops ? 

FaL Hal, wilt thou make one ? 

P. Hen . Who, I rob ? I a thief? not I, by my faith, 

FaL There’s neither honesty, manhood, nor good fellow- 
ship in thee, nor thou earnest not of the blood royal, if tliou 
dares t not stand for ten shillings. 

P. Hen , Well, then, once in my days I’ll be a madcap. 

FaL Why, that’s well said. 

P . Hem, Well, come what will. I’ll tarry at home. 

FaL By the Lord, I’ll be a traitor, then, when thou art king. 

P. Hen. I care not. 

Pom. Sir John, I prithee, leave the prince and me alone : 
I will lay him dowm such reasons for this adventure, that he 
shall go, 

FaL Well, God give thee the spirit of persuasion, and 
him the ears of profiting, that what thou speakest may move, 
and what he hears may be believed, that the true prince may 
VOL. III. 13 B 
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(for recreation-sake) prove a false thief; for the poor abuses 
of the time want countenance. Farewell: you shall find me 
in East cheap. 

P, Hen . Farewell, thou( e ) latter spring! farewell, All- 
hallo wn summer ! [Exit Fahtaff. 

Pom , Now, my good sweet hone3 T -lord, ride with us to- 
morrow: I have a jest to execute that I cannot manage alone. 
Falstaff, Bardolph, Peto,( 7 ) and Gadsliill, shall rob those men 
that we have already waylaid ; yourself and I will not be 
there ; and when they have the booty, if you and I do not 
rob them, cut this head from my shoulders. 

P . Hen . But how shall we part with them in setting forth? 

Poin. Why, we will set forth before or after them, and 
appoint them a place of meeting, wherein it is at our pleasure 
to fail ; and then will they adventure upon the exploit them- 
selves ; which they shall have no sooner achieved, but we’ll set 
upon them, 

P. Hen. Ay, but ’tis like that they will know us by our 
horses, by our habits, and by every other appointment, to be 
ourselves, 

Poin. Tut! our horses they shall not see, — I’ll tie them 
in the wood ; our visards we will change, after we leave them ; 
and, sirrah, I have cases of buckram for the nonce, to im- 
mask our noted outward garments. 

P. Hen . But I doubt they will be too hard for us. 

Poin . Well, for two of them, I know them to be as true- 
bred cowards as ever turned back ; and for tlie third, if be 
fight longer than he sees reason, I’ll forswear arms. The 
virtue of this jest will he, the incomprehensible lies that this 
same fat rogue will tell us when we meet at supper: how 
thirty, at least, be fought with; what wards, what blows, 
what extremities he endured ; and in the reproof of this lies 
the jest. 

P. Hen. Well, I’ll go with thee: provide us all things 
necessary, and meet me to-morrow night ( 8 ) in Eastcheap ; 
there I’ll sup. Farewell. 

Poin. Farewell, my lord. [Exit. 

P. Hen . I know you all, and will awhile uphold 
The unyok’d humour of your idleness : 



SCENE III.] 


KING HENRY IV. 


371 


Yet herein will I imitate the sun. 

Who cloth permit the base contagious clouds 
To smother up his beauty from the world, 

That, when he please again to be himself, 

Being wanted, he may he more wonder’d at, 

By breaking through the foul and ugly mists 
Of vapours that did seem to strangle him* 

If all the year were playing holidays, 

To sport would be as tedious as to work ; 

But when they seldom come, they wish’d-for come, 

And nothing pleaseth but rare accidents. 

So, when this loose behaviour I throw off, 

And pay the debt I never promised. 

By how much better than my word I am, 

By so much shall I falsify men’s hopes ; 

And, like bright metal on a sullen ground. 

My reformation, glittering o’er my fault, 

Shall show more goodly and attract more eyes 
Than that which hath no foil to set it off 
I’ll so offend, to make offence a skill ; 

Redeeming time, when men think least I will. [Exit* 


Scene III. The same. Another room in the palace* 

Enter King Henry, Northumberland, Worcester, Hotspur, 
Sir Walter Blunt, and others. 

K. Hen . My blood hath been too cold and temperate, 
Unapt to stir at these indignities. 

And you have found me ; for accordingly 
You tread upon my patience : but be sure 
I will from henceforth rather be myself. 

Mighty and to be fear’d, than my condition ; 

Which hath been smooth as oil, soft as young down, 

And therefore lost that title of respect 

Which the proud soul ne’er pays but to the proud. 

Wor* Our house, my sovereign liege, little deserves 
The scourge of greatness to be used on it ; 
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And that same greatness too which our own hands 
Have holp to make so portly. 

North* My lord, — 

K . Hen . Worcester, get thee gone ; for I do see 
Danger and disobedience in thine eye : 

0, sir, your presence is too bold and peremptory. 

And majesty might never } r et endure 

The moody frontier of a servant brow. 

You have good leave to leave us : when we need 

Your use and counsel, we shall send for you. [ Exit Worcester . 

You were about to speak. [To North . 

North . Yea, my good lord* 

Those prisoners in your highness 5 name demanded, 

Which Harry Percy here at Holmedon took, 

Were, as he says, not with such strength denied 
As is deliver’d to your majesty : 

Either envy, therefore, or misprision 
Is guilty of this fault, and not my son. 

Hot . My liege, I did deny no prisoners. 

But I remember, when the light was done, 

When I was dry with rage and extreme toil, 

Breathless and faint, leaning upon my sword, 

Came there a certain lord, neat, and ( 9 ) trimly dress'd, 

Fresh as a bridegroom; and his chin new reap’d 
Show’d like a stubble-land at harvest-home ; 

He was perfumed like a milliner; 

And ’twixt his finger and his thumb he held 
A pouncet-box, which ever and anon 
He gave his nose, and took ’t away again ; — 

Who therewith angry, when it next came there, 

Took it in snuff; — and still he smil’d and talk’d ; 

And as the soldiers bore dead bodies by. 

He call’d them untaught knaves, unmannerly, 

To bring a slovenly unhandsome corse 
Betwixt the wind and his nobility. 

With many holiday and lady terms 
He question’d me ; among the rest, demanded 
My prisoners in your majesty’s behalf. 

1, then all smarting with nry wounds being cold, 
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To be so pester’d with a popinjay. 

Out of my grief and my impatience, 

Answer’d neglectingly, I know not what, — 

He should, or he should not ; — for he made me mad 
To see him shine so brisk, and smell so sweet, 

And talk so like a waiting-gentlewoman 
Of guns and drums and wounds, — God save tbe mark ! — 
And telling me tbe sovereign’st thing on earth 
Was parmaceti for an inward bruise ; 

And that it was great pity, so it was, 

This villanous salt-petre should he digg’d 
Out of the bowels of the harmless earth, 

Which many a good tall fellow had destroy’d 
So cowardly; and but for these vile guns, 

Pie would himself have been a soldier. 

This bald unjointed chat of his, my lord, 

I answer’d indirectly, as I said ; 

And I beseech you, let not his report 
Come current for an accusation 
Betwixt my love and your high majesty. 

Blunt . The circumstance consider’d, good my lord, 
Whate’er Lord Harry Percy then had said 
To such a person, and in such a place, 

At such a time, with all the rest re-told. 

May reasonably die, and never rise 
To do him wrong, or any w r ay impeach 
What then he said, so he unsay it now. 

K. Hen . Why, yet he cloth deny his prisoners. 

But with proviso and exception, — 

That we at our own charge shall ransom straight 
His brother-in-law, the foolish Mortimer ; 

Who, on my soul, hath wilfully betray’d 
The lives of those that he did lead to fight 
Against the great magician, damn’d Glendower, 

Whose daughter, as we hear, that Earl of March 
Hath lately married. Shall our coffers, then, 

Be emptied to redeem a traitor home ? 

Shall we buy treason ? and indent with fears, 

When they have lost and forfeited themselves? 
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No* on the barren mountains let him starve ; 

For I shall never hold that man my friend 
Whose tongue shall ask me for one penny cost 
To ransom home revolted Mortimer. 

Hot. Revolted Mortimer ! 

He never did fall off, my sovereign liege* 

But by the chance of war : — to prove that true 
Needs no more but one tongue for all those wounds* 

Those mouthed wounds* which valiantly he took. 

When on the gentle Severn's sedgy bank, 

In single opposition, hand to hand, 

He did confound the best part of an hour 
In changing liar dim ent with great Glendower : 

Three times they breath’d, and three times did they drink, 
Upon agreement, of swift Severn’s flood ; 

Who then, affrighted with their bloody looks, 

Ran fearfully among the trembling reeds, 

And hid his crisp head in the hollow bank 
Blood-stained with these valiant combatants. 

Never did base and rotten policy 

Colour her working with such deadly wounds ; 

Nor never could the noble Mortimer 
Receive so many* and all willingly : 

Then let him not be slander’d with revolt. 

K. lien . Thou dost belie him, Percy, thou dost belie him ; 
He never did encounter with Glendower ; 

I tell thee, 

He durst as well have met the clevil alone 
As Owen Glendower for an enemy. 

Art thou not ash am 5 d ? But* sirrah, henceforth 
Let me not hear you speak of Mortimer : 

Send me your prisoners with the speediest means* 

Or you shall hear in such a kind from me 

As will displease you. — My Lord Northumberland* 

We license your departure with your son. — 

Send us your prisoners, or you’ll hear of it. 

[. Exeunt King Henry, Blunt * and train . 
Hot. And if the devil come and roar for them, 

I will not send them : — I will after straight* 
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And tell liim so ; for I will ease my heart, 

Albeit I make a hazard of my head. 

North . What, drunk with choler? stay, and pause awhile; 
Here conies your uncle. 

Re-enter Worcester. 

Hot . Speak of Mortimer ! 

Zounds, I will speak of him ; and let my soul 
Want mercy, if I do not join with him : 

Yea, on his part I’ll empty all these veins. 

And shed my dear blood drop by drop i’ the dust, 

But I will lift the down- trod Mortimer 
As high i’ the air as this unthankful king, 

As this ingrate and canker’d Bolingbroke. 

North. Brother, tlie king hath made your nephew mad. 

[To Worcester . 

Wo?\ Who struck this heat up after I was gone ? 

Hoi. He will, forsooth, have all my prisoners ; 

And when I urg’d the ransom once again 
Of my wife’s brother, then his cheek look’d pale, 

And on my face he turn’d an eye of death, 

Trembling even at the name of Mortimer. 

JFor. 1 cannot blame him : was he not proclaim’d 
By Richard that dead is the next of blood ? 

North . He was ; I heard the proclamation ; 

And then it was when the unhappy king 
(Whose wrongs in us God pardon I) did set forth 
Upon his Irish expedition ; 

Erom whence he intercepted did return 
To he depos’d, and shortly murdered. 

Wor. And for whose death we in the world’s wide mouth 
Live scandaliz’d and foully spoken of. 

Hot , But, soft, I pray you ; did King Richard then 
Proclaim my brother Edmund Mortimer 
Heir to the crown ? 

North. He did ; myself did hear it. 

Hot . Nay, then I cannot blame his cousin king, 

That wish’d him on the barren mountains starve. 

But shall it he, that you, that set the crown 
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Upon the head of this forgetful man. 

And for his sake wear the detested blot 
Of murderous subornation, — shall it he, 

That you a world of curses undergo. 

Being the agents, or hase second means, 

The cords, the ladder, or the hangman rather ? — 

O, pardon me, that I descend so low, 

To show the line and the predicament 
Wherein you range under this subtle king ; — 

Shall it, for shame, he spoken in these days, 

Or fill up chronicles in time to come, 

That men of your nobility and power 
Did gage them both in an unjust behalf, — 

As both of you, God pardon it ! have done, — 

To pnt down Richard, that sweet lovely rose. 

And plant this thorn, this canker, Bolingbroke ? 

And shall it, in more shame, he further spoken, 

That you are fool’d, discarded, and shook off 
By him for whom these shames ye underwent ? 

No ; yet time serves, wherein you may redeem 
Your banish’d honours, and restore yourselves 
Into the good thoughts of the world again ; 

Ptevenge the jeering and disdain’d contempt 
Of this proud king, who studies day and night 
To answer all the debt he owes to you 
Even with the bloody payment of your deaths : 
Therefore, I say, — 

Wot . Peace, cousin, say no more : 

And now I will unclasp a secfet hook, 

And to your quick-conceiving discontents 
I’ll read you matter deep and dangerous ; 

As full of peril and adventurous spirit 
As to o’er -walk a current roaring loud 
On the unsteadfast footing of a spear. 

Hot . If he fall in, good night! — or sink or swim : — 
Send danger from the east unto the west, 

So honour cross it from the north to south, 

And let them grapple : — O, the blood more stirs 
To rouse a lion than to start a hare ! 
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North . Imagination of some great exploit 
Drives him beyond the hounds of patience. 

Hot. By heaven, methinks it were an easy leap, 

To pluck bright honour from the pale-fac’d moon ; 

Or dive into the bottom of the deep, 

Where fathom-line could never touch the ground, 

And pluck up drowned honour by the locks ; 

So he that doth redeem her thence might wear 
Without corrival all her dignities : 

But out upon this half-fac’d fellowship ! 

Wor. He apprehends a world of figures here, 

But not the form of what he should attend. — 

Good cousin, give me audience for awhile. 

Hot , I cry you mercy. 

Wor ♦ Those same noble Scots 

That are your prisoners, — 

Hot , I’ll keep them all ; 

By heaven, he shall not have a Scot of them ; 

No, if a Scot w T ould save his soul, he shall not: 

I’ll keep them, hy this hand. 

Wor. You start away, 

And lend no ear unto my purposes. — • 

Those prisoners you shall keep. 

Hot. Nay, I will; that’s flat: — 

He said he would not ransom Mortimer ; 

Forbad my tongue to $peak of Mortimer ; 

But I will find him when he lies asleep, 

And in his ear I'll holla (( Mortimer !” 

Nay, 

I’ll have a starling shall be taught to speak 
Nothing but tC Mortimer,” and give it him, 

To keep his anger still in motion. 

Wor . Hear you, cousin ; a word. 

Hot. All studies here I solemnly defy, 

Save how to gall and j>inck this Bolingbroke : 

And that same s wor d-and -buckler Prince of Wales, — 

But that I think his father loves him not, 

And would be glad he met with some mischance, 

I would have him poison’d with a pot of ale. 
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Wor. Farewell, kinsman : I will talk to you 
When you are better temper’d to attend. 

North . Why, what a wasp-tongue and impatient fool 
Art thou to break into this woman’s mood, 

Tying thine ear to no tongue but thine own ! 

Hot . Why, look you, I am whipp’d and scourg’d with rods, 
Nettled, and stung with pismires, when I hear 
Of this vile politician, Bolingbroke. 

In Richard’s time, — what do ye call the place ? — 

A plague upon’t — it is in Glostershire ; — 

’Tvvas where the madcap duke his uncle kept, — 

His uncle York ; — where I first bow’d my knee 
Unto this king of smiles, this Bolingbroke, 

When you and he came back from Ravenspurg. 

North , At Berkley-castle. 

Hot. You say true ; — 

Why, what a candy deal of courtesy 

This fawning greyhound then did proffer me ! 

Look, <f when his infant fortune came to age/’ 

And, “gentle Harry Percy,” and, “kind cousin,” — 

O, the devil take such cozeners ! — God forgive me ! — • 

Good uncle, tell your tale ; for I have done* 

Wor. Nay, if you have not, to ’t again ; 

We’ll stay your leisure. 

Hot. I have done, i’ faith. 

Wor . Then once more to yom Scottish prisoners. 

Deliver them up without their ransom straight, 

And make the Douglas’ son your only mean 
For powers in Scotland ; which, for divers reasons 
Which I shall send you written, he assur’d. 

Will easily he granted. — You, my lord, [To Northumberland . 
Your son in Scotland being thus employ’d, 

Shall secretly into the bosom creep 
Of that same noble prelate, well belov’d. 

The archbishop. 

Hot . Of York, is’t not? 

Wor . True ; who bears hard 
His brother’s death at Bristol, the Lord Scroop. 

I speak not this in estimation, 
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As what I think might be, but what I know 
Is ruminated, plotted, and set down. 

And only stays but to behold the face 
Of that occasion that shall bring it on. 

Hot, I smell it : upon my life, it will do well. 

North . Before the game’s a-foot, thou still lett’st slip. 

Hot . Why, it cannot choose but be a noble plot :■ — 

And then the power of Scotland and of York,— 

To join with Mortimer, ha? 

JVor, And so they shall. 

Hot . In faith, it is exceedingly well aim’d. 

Wor, And ’tis no little reason bids us sj>eed, 

To save our heads by raising of a head ; 

Tor, bear ourselves as even as we can, 

The king will always think him in our debt, 

And think we think ourselves unsatisfied, 

Till he hath found a time to pay us home : 

And see already how he doth begin 
To make us strangers to his looks of love. 

Hot , He does, he does : we’ll he reveng’d on him. 

PV or. Cousin, farewell : — no further go in this 
Than I by letters shall direct your course. 

When time is ripe (which will he suddenly), 

I’ll steal to Glendower and Lord Mortimer 5 
Where you and Douglas, and our powers at once 
(As I will fashion it), shall happily meet, 

To bear our fortunes in our own strong arms, 

Which now we hold at much uncertainty. 

North , Farewell, good brother ; we shall thrive, I trust. 

Hot, Uncle, adieu: — 0, let the hours he short, 

Till fields and blows and groans applaud our sport! 

[. Exeunt . 
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Scene I. Rochester . An inn-yard. 

Enter a Carrier with a lantern in Ms hand. 

First Car . Heigh-lio ! aiTt he not four by the day, M he 
hanged : Charles 1 wain is over the new chimney, and yet our 
horse not packed. — What, ostler ! 

Ost . [ within .] Anon, anon* 

First Car . I prithee, Tom, beat Cut’s saddle, put a* few 
flocks in the point; the poor jade is wrung in the withers out 
of all cess. 

Enter another Carrier. 

Sec . Car . Peas and beans are as dank here as a dog, and 
that is the next way to give poor jades the hots: this house is 
turned upside down since Robin ostler died. 

First Car . Poor fellow 1 never joyed since the price of 
oats rose ; it was the death of him. 

Sec , Car. I think this be the most villanous house in all 
London road for fleas : I am stung like a tench. 

First Car. Like a tench ! by the mass, there is ne’er a 
king in .Christendom could be better bit than I have been 
since the first cock. 

Sec . Car. Why, they will allow us ne’er a j or den, and 
then we leak in your chimney ; and your chamber-lie breeds 
fleas like a loach# 

First Car . What, ostler ! come away and be hanged ; 
come away. 

Sec. Car. I have a gammon of bacon and two races of 
ginger, to be delivered as far as Charing-cross. 

First Car. ’Odsbody, the turkeys in my pannier are quite 
starved. — What, ostler ! — A plague on thee ! hast thou" never 
an eye in thy head ? canst not hear ? An ’fcwere not as good a 
deed as drink, to break the pate of thee, I am a very villain. 
— Come, and be hanged : — bast no faith in thee ? 

Enter Gadshill. 

Gads. Good morrow, carriers. What’s o’clock ? 
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First Car . I think it he two o’clock. 

Gads . I prithee, lend me thy lantern, to sec my gelding 
in the stable. 

First Car . Nay, soft, I pray ye; I know a trick worth 
two of that, i’ faith. 

Gads . I prithee, lend me thine. 

Sec . Car . Ay, when ? canst tell ? — Lend me thy lantern, 
quoth a ? — marry, I’ll sec thee hanged first. 

Gads . Sirrah carrier, what time do yon mean to come to 
London ? 

Sec . C<m Time enough to go to bed with a candle, I 
warrant thee. — Come, neighbour Mugs, well call up the 
gentlemen : they will along with company, for they have 
great charge. [ Exeunt Carriers . 

Gads . What, ho! chamberlain! 

Cham . At hand, quoth pick-purse. 

Gads. That’s even as fair as — at hand, quoth the cham- 
berlain ; for thou variesfc no more from picking of purses 
than giving direction doth from labouring; thou lay est the 
plot liow. 

Enter Chamberlain. 

Cham . Good morrow. Master Gadshill. It holds current 
that I told you yesternight: — there’s a franklin in the wild 
of Kent hath brought three hundred marks with him in gold : 
I heard him tell it to one of his company last night at supper; 
a kind of auditor; one that hath abundance of charge too, God 
knows what. They are up already, and call for eggs and but- 
ter : they will away presently. 

Gads . Sirrah, if they meet not with Saint Nicholas’ clerks. 
I’ll give thee this neck. 

Cham , No, I’ll none of it : I prithee, keep that for the 
hangman ; for I know thou worshippest Saint Nicholas as 
truly as a man of falsehood may. 

Gads . What talkest thou to me of the hangman ? if I 
bang, I’ll make a fat pair of gallows ; for if I hang, old Sir 
John hangs with me, and thou knowest he’s no starveling. 
Tut! there are other Trojans that thou dreamest not of, the 
which, for sport-sake, are content to do the profession some 
grace ; that would, if matters should he looked into, for their 
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own credit-sake, make all whole. I am joined with no foot 
land-rakers, no long-staff sixpenny strikers, none of these 
mad mustachio purple-hued malt^vorms ; hut with nohility 
and tranquillity, burgomasters and great oneyers, such as 
can hold in, such as will strike sooner than speak, and speak 
sooner than drink, and drink sooner than pray: and yet I lie ; 
for they pray continually to their saint, the commonwealth ; 
or, rather, not pray to her, hut prey on her, — for they ride up 
and down on her, and make her their hoots. 

Cham . What, the commonwealth their hoots ? will she 
hold out water in foul way ? 

Gads . She will, she will; justice hath liquored her. We 
steal as in a castle, cock-sure ; we have the receipt of fern- 
seed, — we walk invisible. 

Cham . Nay, by my faith, I think you are more beholding 
to the night than to fern-seed for your walking invisible. 

Gads . Give me thy hand ; thou shalt have a share in our 
purchase, as I am a true man. 

Cham . Nay, rather let me have it, as you are a false thief. 

Gads . Go to; homo is a common name to all men. Bid 
the ostler bring my gelding out of the stable. Farewell, ye 
muddy knave. [ Exeunt . 


Scene II. The road by Gadshill. 

Enter Prince Heney, Pointz, Bakdolph, and Peto. 

Poin . Come, shelter, shelter : I have removed Falstaff's 
horse, and he frets like a gummed velvet, 

P. Heru Stand close. [ They retire . 

Enter Falstaff. 

Pal. Pointz! Pointz, and he hanged! Pointz! 

P. Hen . [coming forward.] Peace, ye fat-kidneyed rascal ! 
what a brawling dost thou keep ! 

Pal. Where’s Pointz, Hal ? 

P. Hen . He is walked up to the top of the hill : I’ll go 
seek him. [Retires. 

Pal . I am accursed to rob in that thief's company : the 
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rascal hath removed my horse, and tied him I know not where. 
If I travel hut four foot by the squire further a-foot, I shall 
break my wind. Well, I doubt not but to die a fair death 
for all this, if I scape hanging for killing that rogue. I hare 
forsworn his company hourly any time this two-and-twenty 
year, and yet I am bewitched with the rogue’s company. If 
the rascal have not given me medicines to make me love him, 
I’ll be hanged; it could not be else; I have drunk medicines. 
— Points ! — Hal ! — a plague upon you both ! — Bardolph ! — * 
Peto ! — 111 starve, ere 111 rob a foot further. An ’twere not 
as good a deed as drink, to turn true man, and leave these 
rogues, I am the veriest varlet that ever chewed with a tooth. 
Eight yards of uneven ground is threescore and ten miles 
a-foot with me ; and the stony-hearted villains know it well 
enough: a plague upon’t, when thieves cannot be true one to 
another! [They wMslle.~\ Whew! — A plague upon you all! 
Give me my horse, you rogues ; give me my horse, and be 
hanged. 

P. I-Ien. [coming forward.'] Peace, ye fat-guts! lie down; 
lay thine ear close to the ground, and list if thou canst hear 
the tread of travellers. 

FaL Have you any levers to lift me up again, being 
down? ’Sblood, 111 not bear mine own flesh so far a-foot 
again for all the coin in thy fathers exchequer. What a 
plague mean ye to colt me thus ? 

P. Hen . Thou liest ; thou art not colted, thou art uncolted. 

FaL I prithee, good Prince Hal, help me to my liorse, 
good king’s son, 

P, Hen . Out, you rogue ! shall I be your ostler ? 

FaL Go, hang thyself in thine own heir-apparent garters 1 
If I be ta’en, 111 peach for this. An I have not ballads made 
on you all, and sung to filthy tunes, let a cup of sack be my 
poison: — when a jest is so forward, and a-foot too! — I hate it. 

Enter Gad shill. 

Gads . Stand. 

FaL So I do, against my will. 

Pointz. O, ’tis our setter : I know his voice,( 10 ) 

[Coming forward with Bardolph and Peto . 
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Bard . What news ? 

Gads . Case ye, case ye ; on with your visards : there’s 
money of the king’s coming down the hill ; ’tis going to the 
king’s exchequer. 

Fal . You lie, you rogue; tis going to the king’s tavern. 

Gads. There’s enough to make us all. 

Fal. To he hanged. 

P. Hen . Sirs, you four shall front them in the narrow 
lane; Ned Pointz and I will walk lower: if they scape from 
your encounter, then they light on us. 

Peio. How many be there of them ? 

Gads . Some eight or ten. 

Fal . Zounds, will they not rob us ? 

P, Hen . What, a coward, Sir John Paunch ? 

Fal . Indeed, I am not John of Gaunt, your grandfather ; 
but yet no coward, Hah 

P. Hen. Well, we leave that to the proof. 

Pointz. Sirrah Jack, thy horse stands behind the hedge ; 
when thou needest him, there thou shalt find him. Farewell, 
and stand fast. 

FaL Now cannot I strike him, if I should be hanged. 

P. Hen* [( aside to Point # .] Ned, where are our disguises ? 

Pointz . Here, hard by : stand close. 

[Exeunt P, Henry and Pointz. 

Fal. Now, my masters, happy man he his dole, say I ; 
every man to his business. 

Enter Travellers. 

First Trav. Come, neighbour; the boy shall lead our 
horses down the hill; we’ll walk a-foot awhile, and ease our 
legs. 

Fal*, Gads., Sfc. Stand ! 

Travellers. Jesu bless us ! 

Fal . Strike ; down with them ; cut the villains’ throats : 
— ah, whoreson caterpillars ! bacon-fed knaves ! they hate us 
youth : — down with them ; fleece them. 

Travellers . O, we are undone, both we and ours for ever ! 

Fal . Hang ye, gorbellied knaves, are ye undone? No, 
ye fat chuffs ; I would your store were here ! On, bacons, on ! 
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What, ye knaves! young men must live. You are grand- 
jurors, are ye ? we’ll jure ye ; i’ faith. 

[ Exeunt Fal . , Gads., $$c. driving the Travellers oat. 

Re-enter Prince Henby and Pointz, in buckram suits. 

P. lie n. The thieves have bound the true men. Now 
could thou and I rob the thieves, and go merrily to Lon- 
don, it would he argument for a week, laughter for a month, 
and a good jest for ever. 

Poin. Stand close ; I hear them coming. [ They retire . 

Re-enter Palstaff, Qadshill, Babdolph, and Peto, 

Fal. Come, my masters, let us share, and then to horse 
before day. An the Prince and Pointz he not two arrant 
cowards, there’s no equity stirring : there’s no more valour 
in that Pointz than ill a wild-duck. 

[As they are sharing , the Prince and Pointz set 
upon them . 

P. lien. Your money ! 

Poin . Villains ! 

[ Gads hill) Bardolph , and Peto run aivay ; and 
Falstaff J after a blow or two , runs away 
too , leaving the booty behind . 

P. Hen. Got with much ease. Now merrily to horse : 
The thieves are scatter’d, and possess’d with fear 
So strongly that they dare not meet each other ; 

Each takes his fellow for an officer. 

Away, good Ned. Ealstaff sweats to death, 

And lards the lean earth as he walks along : 

Were ’t not for laughing, I should pity him. 

Poin . How the rogue roar’d ! [Exeunt. 


Scene III. Warlcworth. A room in the Castle . 

Enter Hotspuh, reading a letter . 

Hot. “ — But, for mine own part, my lord, I could he well 
contented to be there, in respect of the love I bear your house, ,J — 
He could he contented, — why is he not, then? In respect of 
the love he hears our house : — he shows in this, he loves his 
von. in. cc 
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own barn better than lie loves our house. Let me see some 
more. “The purpose you undertake is dangerous — wliy 5 that’s 
certain: ’tis dangerous to take a cold, to sleep, to drink; but 
I tell you, my lord fool, out of this nettle, danger, we pluck 
this flower, safety. “The purpose you undertake is dangerous; the 
friends you have named uncertain ; the time itself unsorted ; and 
your whole plot too light for the counterpoise of so great an oppo- 
sition. 11 — Say } r ou so, say you so ? I say unto you again, you 
are a shallow, cowardly hind, and you lie. What a lack-brain 
is this ! By the Lord, our plot is a good plot as ever was 
laid; our friends true and constant: a good plot, good friends, 
and full of expectation ; an excellent plot, very good friends. 
What a frosty-spirited rogue is this ! Why, my Lord of York 
commends the plot and the general course of the action. 
Zounds, an I were now by this rascal, I could brain him with 
his lady’s fan. Is there not my father, my uncle, and my- 
self? Lord Edmund Mortimer, my Lord of York, and Owen 
Grlendower ? is there not, besides, the Douglas? have I not 
all their letters to meet me in arms by the ninth of the next 
month ? and are they not some of them set forward already ? 
What a pagan rascal is this ! an infidel ! Ha ! you shall see 
now, in very sincerity of fear and cold heart, will he to the 
king, and lay open all our proceedings. O, I could divide 
myself, and go to buffets, for moving such a dish of skimmed 
milk with so honourable an action ! Hang him ! let him tell 
the king : we are prepared. I will set forward to-night. 

Enter Lady Peiicy. 

How now, Kate ! I must leave you within these two hours. 

Lady . O, my good lord, why are you thus alone ? 

For what offence have I this fortnight been 
A banish’d woman from my Harry’s bed ? 

Tell me, sweet lord, what is 5 t that takes from tliec 
Thy stomach, pleasure, and thy golden sleep ? 

Why dost thou bend thine eyes upon the earth, 

And start so often when thou sitt’st alone ? 

Why hast thou lost the fresh blood in thy cheeks ; 

And given my treasures and my rights of thee 
To thick-ey’d musing and curs’d melancholy ? 
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In thy faint slumbers I by thee have watch’d. 

And heard thee murmur tales of iron wars ; 

Speak terms of manage to thy bounding steed ; 

Cry, “ Courage ! to the field !” — and thou hast talk’d 
Of sallies and retires, of trenches, tents, 

Of palisadoes, frontiers, parapets. 

Of basilisks, of cannon, eulverin, 

Of prisoners’ ransom, and of soldiers slain, 

And all the ’currents of a heady fight. 

Thy spirit within thee hath been so at war, 

And thus hath so bestirr’d thee in thy sleep, 

That heads of sweat have stood upon thy brow, 

Like bubbles in a late- disturbed stream ; 

And in thy face strange motions have appear’d. 

Such as we see when men restrain their breath 

Oil some great sudden best. 0, what portents are these ? 

Some heavy business hath my lord in hand, 

And I must know it, else he loves me not. 

Hot. What, ho ! 


Enter a Servant. 

Is Gilliams with the packet gone ? 

Serv. He is, my lord, an hour ago. 

Hot . Hath Butler brought those horses from the sheriff? 
Serv. One horse, my lord, he brought even now. 

Hot . What horse ? a roan, a crop-ear, is it not ? 

Serv. It is, my lord. 

Hot. That roan shall be my throne. 

Well, I will back him straight : O espercince ! — 

Bid Butler lead him forth into the park. [Exit Servant. 
Lady. But hear you, my lord. 

Hot. Wliat say’s t thou, my lady ? 

Lady. What is it carries you away ? 

Hot. Why, my horse, my love,— my horse. 

Lady . Out, you mad-headed ape 1 
A weasel hath not such a deal of spleen 
As you are toss’d with. In faith, 

I’ll know your business, Harry, — that I will. 

I fear my brother Mortimer doth stir 
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About his title 3 and hath sent for you 
To line his enterprise : but if you go, — 

Hot . So far a-foot, I shall be weary, love. 

Lady . Come, come, you paraquito, answer me 
Directly unto this question that I ask : 

In faith, I’ll break thy little finger, Harry, 

An if thou wilt not tell me all things true. 

Hot. Away, 

Away, you trifler ! — Love ? — I love thee not, 

I care not for thee, Kate : this is no world 
To play with m amine ts and to tilt with lips : 

We must have bloody noses and crack’d crowns, 

And pass them current too. — Gods me, my horse ! — 

What say’st thou, Kate ? what wouldst thou have with me ? 

Lady . Do you not love me ? do you not, indeed? 

Well, do not, then; for since you love me not, 

I will not love myself. Do you not love me ? 

Nay, tell me if you speak in jest or no. 

Hot. Come, wilt thou see me ride ? 

And when I am o’ horseback, I will swear 
I love thee infinitely. But hark you, Kate ; 

I must not have you henceforth question me 
Whither I go, nor reason whereabout : 

Whither I must, I must ; and, to conclude, 

This evening must I leave you, gentle Kate. 

I know you wise ; but yet no further wise 
Than Harry Percy’s wife : constant you are ; 

But yet a woman : and for secrecy, 

No lady closer ; for I well believe 

Thou wilt not utter what thou dost not know, — 

And so far will I trust thee, gentle Kate. 

Lady . How ! so far ? 

Hot. Not an inch further. But hark you, Kate : 
Whither I go, thither shall you go too ; 

To-day will I set forth, to-morrow you. — 

Will this content you, Kate ? 

Lady . 


It must of force. 


[Exeunt. 
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Scene IV. Eastclieap. A room in the Boar's-Heacl Tavern . 

Enter Prince Henry. 

P. lieu . Ned, prithee, come out of that fat room, and lend 
me thy hand to laugh a little. 

Enter Pointz. 

Pom . Where hast been, Hal ? 

P. Hen . With three or four loggerheads amongst three 
or fourscore hogsheads. I have sounded the very base-string 
of humility. Sirrah, I am sworn brother to a leash of draw- 
ers; and can call them all by their Christian names, as, — Tom, 
Dick, and Francis. They take it already upon their salva- 
tion, that though I be but Prince of Wales, yet I am the 
king of courtesy; and tell me flatly I am no proud Jack, like 
Falstaff, but a Corinthian, a lad of mettle, a good boy (by 
the Lord, so they call me), and when I am king of Eng- 
land, I shall command all the good lads in Eastclieap. They 
call drinking deep, dying scarlet; and when you breathe in 
your watering, they cry “ hem !” and bid you play it off. To 
conclude, I am so good a proficient in one quarter of an hour, 
that I can drink with any tinker in his own language during 
my life. I tell thee, Ned, thou hast lost much honour, that 
thou wert not with me in this action. But, sweet Ned, — 
to sweeten which name of Ned, I give thee this pennyworth 
of sugar, clapped even now into my hand by an under- sldnker, 
one that never spake other English in his life than, “Eight 
shillings and sixpence,” and “You are welcome/ 5 with this 
shrill addition, “ Anon, anon, sir 1 Score a pint of bastard 
in the Half-moon, 55 or so: — but, Ned, to drive away the time 
till Falstaff come, I prithee, do thou stand in some by-room, 
while I question my puny drawer to what end he gave me 
the sugar ; and do thou never leave calling “Francis,” that his 
tale to me may he nothing but “anon.” Step aside, and I’ll 
show thee a precedent. [Exit Point a. 

Pom . [id ithin,~\ Francis ! 

P. Hen . Thou art perfect. 

Poin . [withinl\ Francis ! 
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Enter Frakcis. 

Fran . Anon, anon, sir. — Look down into the Pomegran- 
ate, Ralph. 

F. Hen. Come hither, Francis. 

Fran . My lord ? 

P. Hen. How long hast thou to serve, Francis? 

Fran . Forsooth, five years, and as much as to, — 

Poin . [within . Francis ! 

Fran . Anon, anon, sir. 

P. Hen . Five years ! byh lady, a long lease for tlie clink- 
ing of pewter. But, Francis, darest thou be so valiant as to 
play the coward with tliy indenture and show it a fair pair 
of heels and run from it ? 

F> 'an. O Lord, sir, 111 he sworn upon all the books in 
England, I could find in my heart, — 

Poin . [ ivitMn .] Francis 1 
Fran. Anon, anon, sir. 

P . Hen. How old art thou, Francis ? 

Fran . Let me see, — about Michaelmas next I shall be,— 
Poin. [toitJiinJ] Francis ! 

Fran . Anon, sir. — Pray you, stay a little, my lord. 

P . Hen- Nay, but hark you, Francis : for the sugar thou 
gavest me, — ’twas a pennyworth, was! not ?— 

Fran . 0 Lord, sir, I would it had been two ! 

P . Hen. I will give thee for it a thousand pound : ask 
me when thou wilt, and thou shalt have it. 

Poin. [within. Francis! 

Fran . Anon, anon. 

P. Hen. Anon, Francis ? No, Francis ; but to-morrow, 
Francis; or, Francis, on Thursday; or, indeed, Francis, 
when thou wilt. But, Francis, — 

Fran. My lord ? 

P. Hen. Wilt tliou rob this leathern -jerkin, crystal -but- 
ton, nott-pated, agate -ring, puke -stocking, caddis -garter, 
smo oth-t on gu e, S panish-p ouch , — 

Fran. O Lord, sir, who do you mean ? 

P. Hen . Why, then, your brown bastard is your only 
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drink j for, look you, Francis, your white canvas doublet 
will sully : in Barbary, sir, it cannot come to so much, 

Fran . What, sir? 

Pain, [within.] Francis ! 

P. Hen. Away, you rogue ! dost thou not hear them 
call ? [ Here they hath call him ; Francis stanch amazed, 

not knowing which way to go . 

Enter Vintner. 

Vint. What, standest thou still, and hearest such a call- 
ing ? Look to the guests within. [Exit Francis ,] My lord, 
old Sir John, with half-a-dozen more, are at the door: shall 
1 let them in ? 

P, Hen . Let them alone awhile, and then open the door. 
[Exit Vintner .] Pointz 1 

Re-enter Pointz. 

Pom. Anon, anon, sir. 

P. Hen, Sirrah, Fal staff and the rest of the thieves are at 
the door : shall we he merry ? 

Poin. As merry as crickets, my lad. But hark ye ; what 
cunning match have you made with this jest of the drawer? 
come, what’s the issue ? 

P. Hen. I am now of all humours that have showed 
themselves humours since the old days of goodman Adam to 
the pupil -age of this present twelve o’clock at midnight. 
— What’s o’clock, Francis ? 

Fran . [within.~\ Anon, anon, sir. 

P. Hen. That ever this fellow should have fewer words 
than a parrot, and yet the son of a woman ! His industry 
is up-stairs and down-stairs ; his eloquence the parcel of a 
reckoning. I am not yet of Percy’s mind, the Hotspur of 
the north; he that kills me some six or seven dozen of Scots 
at a breakfast, washes his hands, and says to his wife, “Fie 
upon this quiet life ! I want work.” “ O my sweet Harry,” 
says she, “ how many hast thou killed to-day?” “Give my 
roan horse a drench,” says he ; and answers, t( Some four- 
teen,” an hour after, — “a trifle, a trifle.” I prithee, call in 
FalstafT : I’ll play Percy, and that damned brawn shall play 
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Dame Mortimer his wife. Ci Rivo,” says the drunkard. Call 
in ribs, call in tallow. 


Enter Falstaff, Gads hill, Bard ol fit, and Peto; followed by 
Francis with wine . 

Poin . Welcome, Jack: where hast thou been? 

Fell. A plague of all cowards, I say, and a vengeance too ! 
marry, and amen ! — Give me a cup of sack, boy, — Ere I lead 
this life long, I’ll sew nether-stoclcs, and mend them and foot 
them too, A plague of all cowards ! — Give me a cup of 
sack, rogue. — Is there no virtue extant ? \Ile drinks. 

P. Hen. Didst thou never see Titan kiss a dish of butter? 
pitiful-hearted Titan, that melted at the sweet tale of the 
sun l ( n ) if thou didst, then hehold that compound. 

Fal. You rogue, here’s lime in this sack too : there is 
nothing hut roguery to he found in villanous man : yet a 
coward is worse than a cup of sack with lime in it, — a villan- 
ous coward. — Go thy ways, old Jack ; die when thou wilt, if 
manhood, good manhood, be not forgot upon the face of the 
earth, then am I a shotten herring. There live not three 
good men unhanged in England; and one of them is fat, and 
grows old : God help the while ! a bad world, I say. I would 
I were a weaver ; I could sing psalms or any thing, A plague 
of all cowards, I say still. 

P. Hen. How now, wool-sack ! what mutter you ? 

Fal. A king’s son ! If I do not heat thee out of thy 
kingdom with a dagger of lath, and drive all thy subjects 
afore thee like a flock of wild-geese. I’ll never wear hair on 
my face more. You Prince of Wales ! 

P. Hen . Why, you whoreson round man, what’s the 
matter ? 

Fal. Are you not a coward? answer me to that:- — and 
Pointz there ? 

Poin . Zounds, ye fat paunch, an ye call me coward, IT1 
stab thee. 

Fal . I call thee coward ! I’ll sec thee damned ere I call 
thee coward : hut I would give a thousand pound, I could 
run as fast as thou canst. You are straight enough in the 
shoulders, — you care not who sees your back : call you that 
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backing of your friends ? A plague upon such backing ! give 
me them that will face me. — Give me a cup of sack : — I am 
a rogue, if I drunk to-day. 

P. Hen . 0 villain ! thy lips are scarce wiped since thou 
drunkest last. 

Fal. AH’s one for that. A plague of all cowards, still 
say I. [He drinks . 

P. Hen . What’s the matter ? 

FaL What’s the matter ! there he four of us here have 
ta’en a thousand pound this day morning. 

P. Hen . Where is it, Jack? where is it? 

FaL Where is it ! taken from us it is : a hundred upon 
poor four of us. 

P. Hen. What, a hundred, man ? 

FaL I am a rogue, if I were not at half-sword with a 
dozen of them two hours together. I have scaped by mira- 
cle. I am eight times thrust through the doublet, four 
through the hose ; my buckler cut through and through j my 
sword hacked like a band-saw, — ccce signum / 1 never dealt 

better since I was a man: all would not do. A plague of 
all cowards 1 — Let them speak: if they speak more or less 
than truth, they are villains and the sons of darkness. 

P. Hen. Speak, sirs ; how was it ? 

Gads.Q 2 ) We four set upon some dozen, — 

Fal. Sixteen at least, my lord. 

Gads. And hound them. 

Peio . No, no, they were not hound. 

Fah You rogue, they were bound, every man of them ; 
or I am a Jew else, an Ebrew Jew. 

Gads. As we were sharing, some six or seveu fresh men 
set upon us, — 

Fal. And unbound the rest, and then eome( 13 ) in the other. 

P. Hetu What, fought ye with them all ? 

Fal. All ! I know not what ye call all ; hut if I fought 
not with fifty of them, I am a bunch of radish : if there were 
not two or three and fifty npon poor old Jack, then am I no 
two-legged creature. 

P. Fen. Pray God you have not murdered some of them. 

Fal , Nay, that’s past praying for: I have peppered two 
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of them; two I am sure I have paid, — two rogues in buck- 
ram suits. I tell thee what, Hal, — if I tell tliee a lie, spit 
in my face, call me horse. Thou knowest my old ward ; — 
here I lay, and thus I bore my point. Four rogues in buck- 
ram let drive at me, — 

P. Hen . What, four ? thou saidst but two even now. 

FaL Four, Hal ; I told thee four. 

Pom. Ay, ay, he said four. 

FaL These four came all a-front, and mainly thrust at 
me. I made me no more ado hut took all their seven points 
in my target, thus. 

P. Hen . Seven ? why, there were but four even now. 

FaL In buckram. ( u ) 

Pom. Ay 3 four, in buckram suits. 

FaL Seven , by these hilts, or I am a villain else. 

P. Hen, Prithee, let him alone ; we shall have more anon. 

FaL Dost thou hear me, Ilal? 

P. Hen . Ay, and mark thee too, Jack. 

FaL Do so, for it is worth tlie listening to. These nine 
in buckram that I told thee of, — 

P. Hen . So, two more already. 

FaL Their points being broken, — * 

Pain . Down fell their hose. 

FaL Began to give me ground: but I followed me close, 
came in foot and hand ; and with a thought seven of the 
eleven I paid. 

P. Hen . O monstrous ! eleven buckram men grown out 
of two ! 

FaL But, as the devil would have it, three misbegotten 
knaves in Kendal green came at my back and let drive at 
me ; — for it was so dark, Hal, that thou couldst not see thy 
hand. 

P. Hen, These lies are like the father that begets them, 
— gross as a mountain, open, palpable. Why, thou clay- 
brained guts, thou nott-pated fool, thou whoreson, obscene, 
greasy tallow-keech, — ( 15 ) 

FaL What, art thou mad ? art thou mad ? is not the 
truth the truth ? 

P. Hen . Why, how couldst thou know these men in 
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Kendal green, when it was so dark thou conldst not see 
thy hand ? come, tell us your reason : what sayest thou to 
this ? 

Poin. Come, your reason, Jack, — your reason. 

Pal. What, upon compulsion? No; were I at the strap- 
pado, or all the racks in the world, I would not tell you on 
compulsion. Give you a reason on compulsion ! if reasons 
were as plenty as blackberries, I would give no man a reason 
upon compulsion, I. 

P. Hen . I’ll be no longer guilty of this sin; this sanguine 
coward, this bed-presser, this hoise’-back-brcaker, this huge 
hill of flesh, — 

Fal. Away, you starveling, you elf-skin, you dried neat’s- 
-tongue, bulPs-pizzle, you stoclc-fish,— 0 for breath to utter 
what is like thee ! — you tailor’s -yard, you sheath, you bow- 
case, you vile standing-tuck, — 

P* ITen. Well, breathe awhile, and then to it again: and 
when thou hast tired thyself in base comparisons, hear me 
speak blit this. 

Poin , Mark, Jack. 

P • Hen. We two saw you four set on four; you( 16 ) bound 
them, and were masters of their wealth. — Mark now* how 
a plain tale shall put you down. — Then did we two set on 
you four ; and, with a word, out-faced you from your prize, 
and have it; yea, and can show it you here in the house : — 
and, FalstafF, you carried your guts away as nimbly, with as 
quick dexterity, and roared for mercy, and still ran and 
roared, as ever I heard bull-calf. What a slave art thou, to 
hack thy sword as thou hast done, and then say it was in 
fight! What trick, what device, what starting-hole, canst 
tliou now find out to hide thee from, this open and apparent 
shame ? 

Pom. Come, let’s hear, Jack ; what trick hast thou 
now ? 

Fal . By the Lord, I knew 3m as well as he that made ye. 
Why, hear ye, ray masters : was it for me to kill the heir- 
apparent ? should I turn, upon the true prince ? why, thou 
knowest I am as valiant as Hercules : hut beware instinct ; 
the lion will not touch the true prince. Instinct is a great 
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matter ; I was a coward on instinct. I shall think the better 
of myself and thee during my life ; I for a valiant lion, and 
thou for a true prince. But, by the Lor cl, lads* I am glad 
you have the money. — Hostess, claj> to the doors [to Hostess 
within ] watch to-night, pray to-morrow. — Gallants, lads, 
hoys, hearts of gold, all the titles of good fellowship come 
to you ! What, shall we be merry ? shall we have a play ex- 
tempore ? 

P. Hen . Content; — and the argument shall be thy run- 
ning away. 

Fal , Ah, no more of that, Hal, an thou loyest me ! 

Enter Hostess. 

Host . O Jesu, my lord the prince, — 

P. Hen . How now, my lady the hostess ! what sayest 
thou to me ? 

Host. Marry, my lord, there is a nobleman of the court 
at door would speak with you: lie says he comes from your 
father. 

P. Hen. Give him as much as will make him a royal man, 
and send him back again to my mother. 

Fed. What manner of man is he ? 

Host . An old man. 

Fal. What doth gravity out of his bed at midnight? — 
Shall I give him his answer ? 

P, lien. Prithee, do, Jack. 

Fal . Paitli, and 111 send him packing. [Exit. 

P. Hen. Now, sirs: — by’r lady, you fought fair; — so did 
you, Peto ; — so did you, Bardolph: you are lions too, you 
ran away upon instinct, you will not touch the true prince ; 
no,- — fie ! 

Bard. Paith, I ran when I saw others run. 

I\ Hen. Paith, tell me now in earnest, how came Pal- 
staff’s s^vord so hacked ? 

Peto . Why, he hacked it with his dagger; and said he 
would swear truth out of England, but he would make you 
believe it was done in fight ; and persuaded us to do the like. 

Bard. Yea, and to tickle our noses with spear-grass to 
make them bleed ; and then to beslubber our gcarments with 
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it, and swear it was the blood of true men. I did that I 
did not this seven year before, — I blushed to hear his mon- 
strous devices. 

j P. Hen . 0 villain, thou stolest a cup of sack eighteen 
years ago, and wert taken with the manner, and ever since 
thou hast blushed extempore. Thou hadst fire and sword oil 
thy side, and yet thou rannest away : what instinct hadst thou 
for it ? 

Bard . My lord, do you see these meteors ? do you behold 
these exhalations ? 

P. Hen. I do. 

Bard . What think you they portend ? 

P. Hen . Plot livers and cold purses. 

Bard . Choler, my lord, if rightly taken. 

P. Hen. No, if rightly taken, lialter. — Here conies lean 
Jack, here comes hare-hone. 

Re-enter Falstaff. 

How now, my sweet creature of bombast! How long is’t 
ago, Jack, since thou sawest thine own knee? 

Fal , My own knee ! when I was about thy years, Hal, I 
was not an eagle’s talon ( 17 ) in the waist; I could have crept 
into any alderman’s thumb-ring: a plague of sighing and 
grief ! it blows a man up like a bladder. — There’s yillanous 
news abroad : here was Sir John Bracy from your father ; you 
must to the court in the morning. That same mad fellow of 
the north, Percy ; and he of Wales, that gave Amaimon the 
bastinado, and made Lucifer cuckold, and swore the devil 
his true liegeman upon the cross of a Welsh hook, — what, a 
plague, call you him ? — 

Poin . 0,( 18 ) Glendower. 

Fal . Owen, Owen, — the same ; and his son-in-law Mor- 
timer; and old Northumberland; and that sprightly Scot of 
Scots, Douglas, that runs o’ horseback up a hill perpendicu- 
lar, — 

P. lien . Pie that rides at high speed and with his pistol 
kills a sparrow flying. 

Fal . You have hit it. 

P. Hen . So did he never the sparrow. 
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Fed, Well, that rascal hath good mettle in him ; he will 
not run. 

1\ Hen . Why, what a rascal art thou, then, to praise him 
so for running ? 

FaL O’ horseback, ye cuckoo ; but a-foot he will not 
budge a foot. 

i J . Hen . Yes, Jack, upon instinct. 

FaL I grant ye, upon instinct. — Well, he is there too, 
and one Mordake, and a thousand blue-caps more: Worcester 
is stolen away to-night; thy father’s beard is turned white 
with the news : you may buy land now as cheap as stinking 
mackerel. 

F. lien, Why, then, it is like, if there come a hot June, 
and this civil buffeting hold, we shall buy maidenheads as 
they buy hob-nails, by the hundreds. 

Fed * By the mass, lad, thou sayest true; it is like we 
shall have good trading that way. — But tell me, Hal, art thou 
not horribly afearcl ? thou being heir-apparent, could the 
.world pick thee out three such enemies again as that bend 
Douglas, that spirit Percy, and that devil Glcndowcr ? art 
thou not horribly afraid ? doth not thy blood thrill at it ? 

F. Hen. Not a whit, i’ faith; I lack some of thy instinct. 

FaL Well, thou wilt be horribly chid to-morrow when 
thou contest to thy father : if thou love me, practise an an- 
swer. 

F, Hen. Do thou stand for my father, and examine me 
upon the particulars of my life. 

FaL Shall I ? content : — this chair shall be my state, this 
dagger my sceptre, and this cushion my crown. 

F. Fieri. Thy state is taken for a joint-stool, thy golden 
sceptre for a leaden dagger, and thy precious rich crown for 
a pitiful bald crown ! 

FaL Well, an the fire of grace be not quite out of tlice, 
now shall thou be moved. — Give me a cup of sack to make 
mine eyes look red, that it may be thought I have wept; 
for I must speak in passion, and I will do it in King Cam- 
byscs’ vein. 

F . lien . Well, here is my leg. 

FaL And here is my speech. —Stand aside, nobility. 
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Host. 0 Jesu, this is excellent sport, i’ faith 1 

FaL Weep not, sweet queen; for trickling tears are 
vain. 

Host, O, the father, how he holds liis countenance ! 

FaL For God’s sake, lords, convey my tristful ( i9 ) queen; 
For tears do stop the flood-gates of her eyes. 

Host . 0 Jesu, he doth it as like one of these harlotry 
players as ever I see 1 

FaL Peace, good pint-pot; peace, good tickle-brain. — 
Harry, I do not only marvel where thou spendest thy time, 
hut also how thou art accompanied: for though the camomile, 
the more it is trodden on, the faster it grows, yet youth, the 
more it is wasted, the sooner it wears. That thou art my son, 
I have partly thy mother's word, partly my own opinion; hut 
chiefly a villanous trick of thine eye, and a foolish hanging 
of thy nether lip, that doth warrant me. If, then, tliou he son 
to me, here lies the point ; — why, being son to me, art thou so 
pointed at ? Shall the blessed sun of heaven prove a iniclier, 
and eat blackberries? a question not to be asked. Shall the 
son of England prove a thief, and take purses ? a question to 
be asked. There is a thing, Harry, which thou hast often heard 
of, and it is known to many in our land by the name of pitch: 
this pitch, as ancient writers do report, doth defile ; so doth 
the company thou keepest: for, Harry, now I do not speak 
to thee in drink, but in tears; not in pleasure, but in passion; 
not in words only, but in woes also : — and yet there is a vir- 
tuous man whom I have often noted in thy company, but I 
know not his name, 

F, Hen , What manner of man, an it like your majesty ? 

FaL A goodly portly man, i’ faith, and a corpulent ; of a 
cheerful look, a pleasing eye, and a most noble carriage ; and, 
as I think, his age some fifty, or, by’r lady, inclining to three- 
score ; and now I remember me, his name is Falstaff: if that 
man should be lewdly given, he deceiveth me ; for, Harry, I 
see virtue in his looks. If, then, the tree may be known by 
the fruit, as the fruit by the tree, then, peremptorily I speak 
it, there is virtue in that Falstaff: him keep with, the rest 
banish. And tell me now, thou naughty varlet, tell me, 
where hast thou been this month ? 
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P. Hen. Dost thou speak like a king? Do thou stand for 
me, and I’ll play my father. 

Fed. Depose me? if thou dost it half so gravely, so majes- 
tically, both in word and matter, hang me up by the heels for 
a rabbit-sucker or a poulter’s hare. 

P. Hen. Well, here I am set. 

Fed . And here I stand : — judge, my masters. 

P. Hen . Now, Harry, whence come you ? 

FaL My noble lord, from Eastcheap. 

P. Hen . The complaints I hear of thee are grievous. 

Fed . ’Shlood, my lord, they are false : — nay, I’ll tickle 
ye for a young prince, i’ faith. 

P. Hen . Swearest thou, ungracious boy? henceforth ne’er 
look on me. Thou art violently carried away from grace: 
there is a devil haunts thee, in the likeness of a fat old man, 
— a tun of man is thy companion. Why dost thou converse 
with that trunk of humours, that bolting-hutch of beastliness, 
that swollen -parcel of dropsies, that huge bombard of sack, 
that stuffed cloak-bag of guts, that roasted Manningtree ox 
with the pudding in his belly, that reverend vice, that grey 
iniquity, that father ruffian, that vanity in years? Wherein 
is he good, but to taste sack and drink it? wherein neat and 
cleanly, but to carve a capon and eat it? wherein cunning, 
but in craft ? wherein crafty, but in villany ? wherein villan- 
ous, hut in all things ? wherein worthy, but in nothing ? 

Feil , I would your grace would take me with you: whom 
means your grace ? 

P* lien. That villanous abominable misleader of youth, 
FalstafF, that old white-bearded Satan. 

Fal. My lord, the man I know. 

P. Hen . I know thou dost. 

Fal. But to say I know more harm in him than in my- 
self, were to say more than I know. That he is old (the 
more the pity), his white hairs do witness it ; but that he is 
(saving your reverence) a whoremaster, that I utterly deny. 
If sack and sugar be a fault, God help the wicked ! if to he 
old and merry he a sin, then many an old host that I know 
is damned : if to be fat be to he hated, then Pharaoh’s lean 
kine are to be loved. No, my good lord; banish Peto, ban- 
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ish Bardolpli, banish Pointz: but, for sweet Jack Falstaff, kind 
Jack Falstaff, true Jack Falstaff, valiant Jack Falstaff, and 
therefore more valiant, being, as he is, old Jack Falstaff, 
banish not him thy Harry’s company, banish not him thy 
Harry’s company: — banish plump Jack, and banish all the 
world. 

P* Hen. I do, I will. [ A knocking heard . 

[ Exeunt Hostess , Francis , and Bardolpli. 

Re-enter Bardolph, running. 

Bard. O, my lord, my lord ! the sheriff with a most mon- 
strous watch is at the door. 

Fal. Out, you rogue! — Play out the play: I have much 
to say in the behalf of that Falstaff. 

Re-enter Hostess, hastihj . 

Host. 0 Jesu, my lord, my lord, — 

P. Hen . Heigh, heigh ! the devil rides upon a fiddle-stick: 
what’s the matter ? 

Host. The sheriff and all the watch are at the door : they 
are come to search the house. Shall I let them in ? 

Fal. Dost thou hear, Hal ? never call a true piece of gold a 
counterfeit: thou art essentially mad,( a() ) without seeming so. 

P. lien . And thou a natural coward, without instinct. 

Fal. I deny your major : if you will deny the sheriff, so ; 
if not, let him enter: if I become not a cart as well as another 
man, a plague on my bringing up l I hope I shall as soon be 
strangled with a halter as another. 

P. Hen. Go, hide thee behind the arras : — the rest walk 
up above. Now, my masters, for a true face and good con- 
science. 

Fal . Both which I have had ; hut their date is out, and 
therefore I’ll hide me. 

\Exeunt all except the Prince and Pointz.i®) 

P. Hen . Call in the sheriff. 

Enter Sheriff and Carrier. 

Now, master sheriff, what is your will with me ? 
vol. hi. on 
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Slier. First, pardon me, my lord. A hue and cry 
Hath follow’d certain men unto this house. 

P. Hen. What men ? 

Slier. One of them is well known, my gracious lord, — 

A gross fat man. 

Car . As fat as butter. 

P. lien. The man, I do assure you, is not here ; 

For I myself at this time have employ’d him. 

And, sheriff, I will engage my word to thee. 

That. I will, by to-morrow dinner-time. 

Send him to answer thee, or any man. 

For any thing he shall be charg’d withal : 

And so, let me entreat you leave the house. 

Slier . I will, my lord. There are two gentlemen 
Have in this robbery lost three hundred marks. 

P. Hen. It may be so : if he have robb’d these men, 

He shall he answerable \ and so, farewell. 

Slier. Good night, my noble lord. 

P. Hen. I think it is good morrow, is it not? 

Slier. Indeed, my lord, I think it be two o’ clock. 

[Exeunt Sheriff and Carrier. 

P. Hen . This oily rascal is known as well as Paul’s. Go, 
call him forth. 

Poin. Falstaff! — fast asleep behind the arras, and snorting 
like a horse. 

P. Hen. Hark, how hard he fetches breath. Search his 
pockets. [Points searches.'] What hast thou found ? 

Pom. Nothing hut papers, my lord. 

P. Hen. Let’s see what they he : read them. 

Pom. [reads] "Item, A capon, . . . .2s. 2d. 

Item, Sauce, ..... id. 

Item, Sack, two gallons, . . 5s. 8c?. 

Item, Anchovies and sack after supper, 2s. Gd. 

Item, Bread, .... obi 

P. lien , O monstrous! hut one half-pennyworth of bread 
to this intolerable deal of sack ! — What there is else, keep 
close ; we’ll read it at more advantage : there let him sleep 
till day. I’ll to the court in the morning. We must all to 
the wars, and thy place shall be honourable. I’ll procure this 
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fat rogue a charge of foot; and I know his death will be a 
march of twelve-score. The money shall be paid back again 
with advantage. Be with me betimes in the morning ; and 
so, good morrow, Pointz. 

Pain. Good morrow, good my lord. \Exeunt, 


ACT III. 

Scene I. Bangor . A room in the Archdeacon's house. 

Enter Hotspur, Worcester, Mortimer, and Glend ower. 

Mort . These promises are fair, the parties sure. 

And our induction full of prosperous hope. 

Hot. Lord Mortimer, — and cousin G1 endow er, — > 

Will you sit down? — 

And uncle Worcester : — a plague upon it ! 

I have forgot the map. 

Glend . No, here it is. 

Sit, cousin Percy ; sit, good cousin Hotspur, — 

For by that name as oft as Lancaster 

Doth speak of you, his cheek looks pale, and with 

A rising sigh he wislieth you in heaven. 

Hot . And you in hell, as often ( 22 ) as he hears 
Owen Glendower spoke of. 

Glend . I cannot blame him ; at my nativity 
The front of heaven was full of fiery shapes, 

Of burning cressets ; and at my birth 
The frame and huge foundation of the earth 
Shak’d like a coward. 

Hot , Why, so it would have done 

At the same season, if your mother’s cat 
Had but kitten’d, though yourself had ne’er been horn, 

Glend „ I say the earth did shake when I was horn. 

Hot . And I say the earth was not of my mind, 

If you suppose as fearing you it shook. 

Glend . The heavens were all on five, the earth did trem- 
ble. 
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Hot . O, then the earth shook to see the heavens on fire. 
And not in fear of your nativity. 

Diseased nature oftentimes breaks forth 

In strange eruptions ; oft the teeming earth 

Is with a kind of colic pinch’d and vex’d 

By the imprisoning of unruly wind 

Within her womb j which, for enlargement striving', 

Shakes the old beldame earth, and topples down 
Steeples and moss-grown towers. At your birth, 

Our grandam earth, having this dis temperature, 

In passion shook. 

Glend, Cousin, of many men 

I do not bear these crossings. Give me leave 
To tell you once again, that at my birth 
The front of heaven was full of fiery shapes; 

The goats ran from the mountains, and the herds 
Were strangely clamorous to the frighted fields. 

These signs have mark’d me extraordinary ; 

And all the courses of my life do show 
I am not in the roll of common men. 

Where is he living, — clipp’d in with the sea 

That chides the banks of England, Scotland, Wales, — 

Which calls me pupil, or hath read to me ? 

And bring him out that is but woman’s son 
Can trace me in the tedious ways of art, 

And hold me pace in deep experiments. 

Hot* I think there is no man speaks better Welsh. — 

I’ll to dinner. 

Mort. Peace, cousin Percy ; you will make him mad. 

Glend . I can call spirits from the vasty deep. 

Hot, Why, so can I, or so can any man ; 

But will they come when you do call for them ? 

Glend . Why, I can teach thee, cousin, to command 
The devil. 

Hot . And I can teach thee, coz, to shame the devil 
By telling truth : tell truth, and shame the devil. — 

If thou have power to raise him, bring him hither, 

And I’ll be sworn I have power to shame him hence. 

O, while you live, tell truth, and shame the devil ! 
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Mort. Come, come, 

No more of this unprofitable chat. 

Gland. Three times hath Henry Bolingbroke made head 
Against my power ; thrice from the hanks of Wye 
And sandy-bottom 1 d Severn have I sent him 
Bootless homo and weather-beaten back. 

Hot . Home without boots, and in foul weathor too ! 

How scapes he agues, in the devil’s name ? 

Gland. Come, here’s the map: shall wc divide our right 
According to our threefold order ta’en ? 

Mort. The archdeacon hath divided it 
Into three limits very equally : — 

England, from Trent and Severn hitherto, 

By south and east is to my part assign’d : 

All westward, Wales be} r ond the Severn shore, 

And all the fertile land within that bound, 

To Owen Glendower: — and, dear coz, to you 
The remnant northward, lying off from Trent. 

And our indentures tripartite are drawn ; 

Which being sealed interchangeably 
(A business that this night may execute), 

To-morrow, cousin Percy, you, and I, 

And my good Lord of Worcester, will set forth 
To meet your father and the Scottish power, 

As is appointed us, at Shrewsbury. 

My father Glendower is not ready yet, 

Nor shall we need his help these fourteen days : — 

Within that space [to Gla?id.\ you may have drawn together 
Your tenants, friends, and neighbouring gentlemen. 

Gland . A shorter time shall send me to you, lords : 

And in my conduct, shall your ladies come ; 

Prom whom you now must steal, and take no leave, 

Por there will he a world of water shed 
Upon the parting of your wives and you, 

1 lot. Methinks my moiety, north from Burton here, 

In quantity equals not one of yours : 

Sec how this river come* me cranking in. 

And cuts me from the best of all my land 
A huge half-moon, a monstrous cantle out. 
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I’ll have the current in this place damm’cl up ; 

And here the smug and silver Trent shall run 
In a new channel, fair and evenly : 

It shall not wind with such a deep indent, 

To rob me of so rich a bottom here. 

Glend . Not wind ? it shall, it must ; you see it doth. 
Mart. Yea, 

But mark how he bears his course, and runs me up 
With like advantage on the other side ; 

Gelding the opposed continent as much 
As on the other side it takes from you. 

IV or* Yea, but a little charge will trench him here, 

And on this north side win this cape of land; 

And then he runs straight and even. 

Hot . I’ll have it so : a little charge will do it. 

Glend . I will not have it alter’d. 

Hot * Will not you? 

Glend. No, nor you shall not. 

Hot, Who shall say me nay ? 

Glend . Why, that will I. 

Hot* Let me not understand you, then ; 

Speak it in Welsh. 

Glend. I can speak English, lord, as well as you ; 

Eor I was train’d up in the English court; 

Where, being but young, I framed to the harp 
Many an English ditty, lovely well. 

And gave the tongue a helpful ornament,— 

A virtue that was never seen in you. 

Hot. Marry, 

And I am glad of it with all my heart : 

I had rather be a kitten, and cry mew, 

Than one of these same metre ballad-mongers ; 

I had rather hear a brazen cans tick turn’d, 

Or a dry wheel grate on tlie axle-tree ; 

And that would set my teeth nothing on. edge, 

Nothing so much as mincing' poetry : — 

’Tis like the forc’d gait of a shuUling nag. 

Glend . Come, you shall have Trent turn’d. 

Hot. I do not care : I’ll give thrice so much land 
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To any well-deserving friend ; 

But in tlie way of bargain, mark ye me, 

I'll cavil on the ninth part of a hair. 

Are the indentures drawn ? shall we bo gone ? 

Glend. The moon shines fair; you may away by night : 
ril( 23 ) haste the writer, and withal 
Break with your wives of your departure hence ; 

I am afraid my daughter will run mad, 

So much she doteth on her Mortimer. [Exit. 

Mort . Fie, cousin Percy ! how you cross my father ! 

Hot, I cannot choose : sometime ho angers me 
With tcdling me of the moldwarp and the ant, 

Of the dreamer Merlin and his prophecies, 

And of a dragon and a Unless fish, 

A clip -wing’d griffin and a moulten raven, 

A couching lion and a ramping cat, 

And such a deal of .skimble-skamble stuff 

As puts me from my faith. I tell you what, — 

lie held me last night at least nine hours 

In reckoning up the several devils’ names 

That were liis lackeys : 1 cried “hum/* and “well, go to/ 1 

But mark’d him not a word. 0, he’s as tedious 

As a tir’d horse, a railing wife ; ( 21 ) 

Worse than a smoky house : — I had rather live 
With cheese and garlic in a windmill, far, 

Than feed on cates and have him talk to me 
In any summer-house in Christendom. 

Mort , In faith, he is a worthy gentleman ; 

Exceedingly well-read, and profited 
In strange concealments ; valiant as a lion, 

And wondrous affable, and as bountiful 
As mines of India. Shall I tell you, cousin ? 

He holds your temper in a high respect, 

And curbs himself even of his natural scope 
When you do cross his humour ; faith, he does ; 

1 warrant you, that man is not alive 
Might so have tempted him as you have done, 

Without the taste of danger and reproof : 
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But do not use it oft, let me entreat you. 

IV or. In faith, my 1 or cl a you arc too wilful-blame;^ 3 ) 

And since your coming hither have done enough 
To put him quite beside his patience. 

You must needs learn, lord, to amend this fault : 

Though sometimes it show greatness, courage, hloocl 
(And that’s the dearest grace it renders you), 

Yet oftentimes it doth present harsh rage. 

Defect of manners, want of government, 

Pride, haughtiness, opinion, and disdain : 

The least of which haunting a nobleman 
Loseth men’s hearts, and leaves behind a stain 
Upon the beauty of all parts besides, 

Beguiling them of commendation. 

Hot . Well, I am school’d', good manners be your speed ! 
Here come our wives, and let us take our leave. 

Re-enter Glendower, toith Lady Mortimer and Lady Percy. 

Mart. This is the deadly spite that angers me, — 

My wife can speak no English, I no Welsh, 

Glend. My daughter weeps : she will not part with you ; 
She’ll be a soldier too, she’ll to the wars. 

Mart. Good father, tell her that she and my aunt Percy 
Shall follow in your conduct speedily. 

[ Glendowe r speaks to Lady Mortimer in Welsh , 
and she answers him in the same . 

Glend. She’s desperate here ; a peevish self-will’d har- 
lotry, 

One that no persuasion can do good upon. 

[ Lady Mortimer speaks to Mortimer in Welsh . 
Mort . I understand thy looks: that pretty Welsh 
Winch thou pour’st down from these welling ( 2G ) heavens 
I am too perfect in ; and, hut for shame, 

In such a parley should I answer tliee. 

[ Lady Mo t timer speaks to him again . 
I understand thy kisses, and thou mine, 

And that’s a feeling disputation : 

But I will never be a truant, love. 
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Till I have learn’ d thy language ; for thy tongue 
Makes Welsh as sweet as ditties highly pain’d, 

Sung by a fair queen in a summer’s bower, 

With ravishing division, to her lute. 

Glend . Nay, if you melt, then will she run mad. 

• [Lady Mortimer spealcs to Mortimer again. 

Mori . O, I am ignorance itself in this ! 

Glend . She bids you on the wanton rushes lay you down,( 27 ) 
And rest your gentle head upon her lap, 

And she will sing the song that pleasetli you, 

And on your eyelids crown the god of sleep, 

Charming your blood with pleasing heaviness ; 

Making such difference betwixt wake aud sleep, 

As is the difference betwixt day and night, 

The hour before the hcavcnly-hamess’d team 
Begins his golden progress in the east. 

Mart. With all my heart I’ll sit and hear her sing: 

By that time will our book, I think, be drawn. 

Glend. Do so j 

And those musicians that shall play to you 
Hang in the air a thousand leagues from bonce; 

And straight they shall he here : sit, and attend. 

Hot . Come, ICatc, thou art perfect in lying down : come, 
quick, quick, that I may lay my head in tliy lap. 

Lady P. Go, ye giddy goose. 

[ Th e m u sic plays. 

Hot. Now I perceive the devil understands Welsh ; 

And ’tis no marvel lie’s so humorous. 

Bjr’r lady, lie’s a good musician. 

Lady P , Then should you he nothing but musical ; for 
you are altogether governed by humours. Lie still, ye thief, 
and hear the lady sing in Welsh. 

1 lot. I had rather hear Lady, my brack, howl in Irish, 
Lady P. Would si tliou have thy head broken? 

Hot. No, 

Lady 1\ Then be still. 

Hot. Neither; ’Lis a woman’s fault. 

Lady P. Now God help tliee ! 

Hot. To the Welsh lady’s bed. 
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Lady P, What’s that? 

Hot, Peace ! she sings. 

[_A Welsh sony sung by Lady Mortimei . 
Hot. Come, IOite, I’ll have your song too. 

Lady P. Not mine, in good sooth. 

Hot, Not yours, in good sooth ! ’Heart, you swear like 
a comfit-maker’s wife 1 “ Not, you, in good sooth j” and (f as 

true ns I live;” and cf as God shall mend me;” and (, as 
sure as day 

.And giv’st such sarcenet surety for thy oaths. 

As if thou never wnlkklst further than Finsbury. 

Swear me, ICate, like a lady as thou art, 

A good mouth-filling oath ; and leave “ in sooth,” 

And such protest of pepper-gingerbread, 

To velvet-guards and Sunday -citizens. 

Come, sing. 

Lady P. I will not sing. 

Hot. "Pis the next way to turn tailor, or he red-breast 
teacher. An the indentures he drawn, I’ll away within these 
two hours ; and so, come in when ye will, [Exit. 

Glend . Come, come, Lord Mortimer; you are ns slow 
As hot Lord Percy is on fire to go. 

By this our book is drawn ; wc will but seal, 

And then to hoise immediately. 

Mori. With all my heart* [Lxewil. 


Scene II. London * A room in the palace. 

Enter King Hunky, Prince Henry, anti Lords. 

K, Hen. Lords, give us leave ; the Prince of Wales and I 
Must have some private conference : blit lie near at baud, 

Pol we shall presently have need of you. [ Exeunt Jmrds. 
I know not whether God will have it so, 

For some displeasing service I have done, 

That, in his secret doom, out of my blood 
He’ll breed revengement and a scourge for mo ; 

But thou dost, in thy passages of life. 
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Make me believe that thou arL only mark'd 
For the hot vengeance and the rod of heaven 
To punish my niistveaclings. Tell me else, 

Could such inordinate and low desires, 

Such poor, such bare, such lewd, such mean attempts, 

Such barren pleasures, rude society. 

As thou art match’d withal and grafted to. 

Accompany the greatness of thy blood, 

And hold their level with thy princely heart ? 

1\ [Ton. So please your majesty, I would 1 could 
Quit all o donees with as clear excuse 
As well as I am doubtless 1 can purge 
Myself of many I am charg'd withal: 

Yet such extenuation lot me beg, 

As, in reproof of many talus devis’d, — 

"Which oft the ear of greatness needs must hear,— 
lly smiling pick-thanks and base newsmongers, 

I may, for some things true, wherein my you 111 
Tlath faulty wander’d and irregular, 

Find pardon on my Lrue submission. 

K. Jlen. God pardon thee ! — yet let me wonder, Harry, 
At thy affections, which do hold a wing 
Quito from the flight of all thy ancestors. 

Thy place in council tliou hast rudely lost. 

Which by thy younger brother is supplied; 

And art almost an alien to the hearts 
Of all the court and princes of my blood : 

The hope and expectation of thy time 
Is ruin’d ; and the soul of every man 
Prophetically does fore think thy fall . ( 2fJ ) 

Tlad 1 so lavish of my presence Leon, 

So eommon-luuduiey'd in the eyes of men, 

So stale and cheap to vulgar company, — 

Opinion, that did help mo to the crown, 

Had still kept loyal lo possession, 

And loft me in reputeless banishment, 

A fellow of no mark nor likelihood, 
lly being seldom seen, I could not stir 
llul, like a comet, I was wonder'd at; 
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That men would tell their children, “ This is he 
Others would say, <f Where, which is Bolingbrokc ?" 
And then I stole? .ill courtesy from heaven, 

And dress’d myself m such humility 

That I did pluck allegiance from men’s hearts, 

Loud shouts and salutations from their mouths, 
Even in the picsoucc of the crowned Icing. 

Thus did I keep my person fresh and new ; 

My presence, like a robe pontifical, 

Ne’ei seen but wonder'd at : and so my state, 
Seldom Ij L it sumptuous, showed like a least. 

And won by rareness such solemnity. 

The skipping king, he ambled up and down 
With shallow jesters and rash bavin wits, 

Soon kindled and soon burn’d ; carded his state ; 
Mingled his royalty with caiping fools; 

Had his great name profaned with their scorns ; 

And gave his countenance, against his name, 

To laugh at gibing boys, and stand the push 
Of every beardless vain comparative ; 

Grew a companion to tbc common streets, 

Enfeoff'd himself to popularity; 

That, being daily swallow’d by men’s eyes, 

They surfeited with honey, and began 
To loatbe the taste of sweetness, whereof a little 
More than a little is by much too much. 

So, when he had occasion to be seen. 

He was but as the cuckoo is in dune, 

Heard, not regarded, — seen, but with such eyes 
As, sick and blunted with community, 

Afford no extraordinary gaze, 

Such as is bent on sun-like majesty 
When it shines seldom in admiring eyes ; 

Blit rather drowz’d, and hung their cj’elids down. 
Slept in lus face, and render’d such aspect 
As cloudy men use to their adversaries, 

Being with his presence glutted, goig’d, and full. 
And in that very line, Harry, stand's! thou ; 

For thou hast lost thy princely privilege 
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With yjlfi participation : mol an eye 
But is a- weary of thy common sight, 

Save mine, which hath desir’d to sec thee more; 
Which now doth that 1 would not have it do, — 

Make blind itself with foolish tenderness. 

P, Hen. I shall hereafter, my thrice -gracious lord, 
Be more myself. 

1C, lien. For all the world, 

As thou art to this hour, was Richard then 
When I from France set foot at llnvenspurg ; 

And even as I was then is Percy now. 

Now, hy my sceptre, and my soul to hoot, 

Tie hath more worthy interest to the state 
Than thou, the shadow of succession ; 

For, of no right, nor colour like to right, 
lie doth fill holds with harness in (lie realm ; 

Turns head against the lion's armed jaws ; 

And, being no more in debt to years than thou, 

Leads ancient lords and reverend bishops on 
To bloody hat ties and to bruising arms. 

What never-dying honour hath he got 
Against renowned Douglas ! whose high deeds, 

Whose hot incursions, and great name in arms, 

Holds from all soldiers chief majority 
And military title capital 

Through all the kingdoms that acknowledge Christ: 
Thrice hath this Hotspur Mius in swatliing -clothes, 
This infant warrior, in his enterprises 
Discomfited great Douglas ; ta’cn him once, 

Fnl urged him, and made a friend of him, 

To fill the mouth of deep defiance up, 

And shake the peace and safety of our throne. 

And whul say you to this? Percy, Northumberland, 
The Archbishop's grace of York, Douglas, Mortimer, 
Capitulate against us, and arc up. 

BuL wherefore do I toll these news to thee ? 

Why, Harry, do I tell thee of my iocs. 

Which art my near’st and dearest enemy? 
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Thou that art like enough, — through vassal fear, 

Base inclination, and the start of spleen, — 

To fight against me under Percy's pay. 

To dog his heels, and court’sy at his frowns, 

To show how much thou art degenciate. 

P . lien . Do not think so ; you shall not find it so : 
Ami God forgive them that so much have sway’d 
Your majesty's good thoughts away from me ! 

I will redeem all this on Percy's head, 

And, in the closing of some glorious day, 

Be bold to tell you that I am your son ; 

'When I will wear a garment all of blood. 

And stain my favours in a bloody mask, 

Which, wash’d away, shall scour my shame with it : 
And that shall be the day, whene’er it lights, 

That this same child of honour and renown, 

This gallant Hotspur, this all -praised knight, 

And youv mi though fc-of Harry, chance to meet. 

Pol- eve i y honour sitting on his helm, 

Would they were multitudes, and on my bead 
My shames redoubled! for the tunc will come, 

That I shall make this northern youth exchange 
His glorious deeds for my indignities. 

Percy is but my factor, good my lord, 

To engross up glorious deeds on my behalf; 

And I will cull him to so strict account, 

That he shall render every glory up, 

Yea, even the slightest worship of his time, 

Or I will tear the reckoning from his heart. 

This, in tlie name of God, I promise hero : 

The which if he be pleas’d I shall perform, 

I do beseech your majesty, may salve 
The long-grown wounds of my intemperance : 

If not, the end of life cancels all bands ; 

And I will die a hundred thousand deaths 
Ere break the smallest parcel of tins vow. 

K. lien. A hundred thousand rebels die in this - 
Thou slialt have charge mid sovereign trust herein. 
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Enter Sir Walter Blunt, 

ITow now, good Blunt ! thy looks are full of speed. 

Blunt. So hath the business that I come to speak of. 
Lord Mortimer of Scotland hath sent word 
That Douglas and the English rebels met 
The eleventh of this month at Shrewsbury : 

A mighty and a fearful head they are, 

If promises he kept on every hand, 

As over offer'd foul play in a slate. 

K. Hen, The Earl of Westmoreland sot forth to-day; 
With him my son. Lord John of Lancaster ; 

E or this advertisement is five days old : — 

On Wednesday next, Harry, you shall sel foi ward ; 

On Thursday wo ourselves will march : 

Our mooting is Dridgenorlh : and, Harry, you 
Shall march through CHosLcrslrirc ; by which account, 

Our business valued, some twelve days lienee 
Our general forces at Bridgenorth shall meet. 

Our hands are full of business : let's away ; 

Advantage feeds him fat, while men delay, [Exeunt. 


Scf.ne, III. EflBtc/ififlp. A room in the, Baav's-Ilcad 2W.ru, 

Enter Falstapi’ and Bardolpu 

Fed. Bardolph, am I not fallen away vilely since this last 
action? do I not bate? do I no l dwindle? Why, my skin 
bangs about me like an old lady’s loose gown ; I am withered 
like an old apple-jolm. Well, I’ll repent, and that suddenly, 
while I am in some liking ; I shall be out of heart shortly, 
and then I shall have no strength to repent. An I have not 
forgotten what the inside of a church is made of, I am a 
peppercorn, a brewer's horse : the inside of a church! Com- 
pany, villanous company, hath been the spoil of mo. 

Bard. Sir John, you aro so fretful, you cnimoL live long. 

Fal, Why, there is it: — come, sing me a bawdy song; 
make mo merry, I was ns virtuously given as a gentleman 
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need to be ; virtuous enough ; swore little ; diced not above 
seven times a week ; wont to a bawdy-house not above once 
in a quarter — of an hour; paid money that I b on' owed — three 
or foui times ; lived well, and in good compass : and now I 
live out of all order, out of all compass. 

j Banl, Why, you are so fat, Sir John, that you must needs 
be out of all compass,— out of ail reasonable compass, Sir 
John. 

Fal. Do thou amend thy face, and I'll amend my life • 
thou art our admiral, thou bearest the lantern in the poop, 
— but *tis in the nose of thee', thou art the Knight of the 
Burning Lamp. 

Bard. Why, Sir John, my face does you no harm. 

Fal. No, I’Ll he sworn; I make as good use of it as many 
a man doth of a Death's-head or a memento atari: I never see 
tliy face but I think upon hell-fire, and Dives that lived in 
purple; for there he is in his robes, burning, burning. If 
thou wert any way given to virtue, 1 would swear hy thy 
face; my oath should be, “By this fire, that's God’s angel:” 
but thou art altogether given over ; and wert indeed, but for 
the light in thy face, the son of utter darkness. When thou 
ran nest up Gadshill in the night to catch my horse, if I did 
not think thou hadst hecn an igms fatuus or a ball of wild- 
fire, there’s no purchase in money. 0, thou art a perpetual 
triumph, an everlasting bonfu e-light ! Thou hast saved mo 
a thousand marks in links and torches, walking* with theo in 
the night betwixt tavein and tavern ; but the sack that thou 
hast chunk me would have bought me lights as good cheap 
at the dearest chandler’s in Europe. I have maintained that 
salamander of yours with fire any time this two -and- thirty 
years ; God reward me for it 1 

Bard. ’S blood, I would my face were in your belly ! 

Fal. God-a-mercy ! so should I bo sure to be heart- 
burned. 


Bnter Hostess. 

How now. Dame Partlet the hen l have you inquired yet who 
picked my pocket ? 

Host. Why, Sir John, what do you think, Sir John? do 
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you tlvink I keep thieves in my house? I have searched, I 
have inquired, so has my husband, man by man, hoy by boy, 
servant by servant: the tithe of a lmir was never lost in my 
house before. 

Fal. Ye lie, hostess : Bardolph was shaved, and lost many 
a hair; anti I’ll he sworn my pocket was picked. Go to, 
you are a woman, go. 

Host. Who, I ? no ; I defy thee : God’s light, I was never 
called so in mine own house before. 

Fal, Go to, I know you well enough. 

Host. No, Sir John; you do not know me, Sir John. I 
know you, Sir Jolm: you owe me money. Sir John; and 
now j'ou pick a quarrel to beguile me of iL; I bought you a 
dossen of shirts to your back. 

Fal. Dowlas, filthy dowlas : I have given them away to 
bakers’ wives, and they have made bolters of them. 

Host. Now, as I am a true woman, hollnud of eight shil- 
lings an ell. You owe money here besides, Sir Jolm, for your 
diet and by-drinkings, and money lent you, four-and-twenty 
pound. 

Fal. He lmd his part of it ; let him pay. 

Host, He? alas, he is poor; ho hath nothing, 

Fal. Howl poor? look upon his face; what call you 
rich ? let them coin his nose, let thorn com his cheeks : I’ll 
not pay a denier, What, will you make a younkev of me? 
shall I not take mine ease in mine inn, but I shall have my 
pocket picked? I have lost a seal-ring of my grandfather’s 
worth forty mark. 

Host. O Jesu, I have heard the prince tell him, I know 
not how oft, that that ling was copper 1 

Fal. How! the piinec is a Jack, a sneak-cup : ’shlood, an 
lie were here, I would cudgel him like a dog, if lie would say so. 

Enter Prince JTi-jnhy and Pointk, marchimj. Palstafp mods the 
IVnico, fhyiny on his truncheon liho a fife, 

I-Iow now, lad ! is the wind in that door, i’ faith ? must we 
all march ? 

Bard. Yea, two anti two, Nowgato-fashion. 

Host. My lord, I pray you, hear mo, 

VOL. m. f f 
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P. Hen, What sayest thou, Mistress Quickly ? How does 
thy husband ? I love him well ; he is an honest man. 

Host, Good my lord, hear me. 

Fal. Prithee, let her alone, and list to me. 

P. Hen. What sayest thou, Jack ? 

Fal. The other night I fell asleep hero behind the arras, 
and had my pocket picked: this house is turned bawdy-liouse; 
they pick pockets. 

P. Hen. What didst thou lose, Jack ? 

Fal. Wilt tliou believe me, Hal ? three or four bonds of 
forty pound A-piece, and a seal-ring of my grandfather's. 

P. Hen. A trifle, some eight-penny matter. 

Host. So I told him, my lord; and I said I heard your 
grace say so : and, my lord, he speaks most vilely of you, 
like a foul-mouthed man as he is ; and said lie would cudgel 
you. 

P. lien. What! he did not? 

Host. There's neither faith, truth, nor womanhood in me 
else. 

Fal. There’s no more faith in time than in a stewed 
prune ; nor no more truth in thee than in a drawn fox ; and 
for womanhood, Maid Marian may be the deputy's wife of 
the ward to thee. Go, you thing, go. 

Host. Say, what thing ? what thing ? 

Fal . What thing ! why, a thing to thank God on. 

Host. I am no thing to thank God on, T would thou 
shouldst know it; I am an honest man's wife: and, setting 
thy knighthood aside, thou art a knave to call me so. 

Fal. Setting thy womanhood aside, thou art a beast to 
say otherwise. 

Host . Say, what beast, thou knave, thou ? 

Fal. What beast ! why, an otter. 

P. lien. An otter, Sir John! why an otter? 

Fal. Why, she’s neither fish nor flesh ; a man knows noL 
where to have her. 

Host. Thou art an unjust man in saying so; tliou or any 
man knows where to have me, tliou knave, tliou ! 

P. lien. Thou sayest true, hostess ; and lie slanders thee 
most grossly. 
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Host, So he doth you, my loul; and said this oilier day 
you ought him a thousand pound. 

JP. lien. Sirrah, do I owe you a thousand pound ? 

Hal. A thousand pound, Hal ! a million : thy love is 
worth a million : thou owest me thy love. 

Host, Nay, my lord, he called you Jack, and said he 
would cudgel you. 

Fat. Did I, Baydal ph ? 

Fa) d. Indeed, Sir John, you said so. 

Fal Yea, — if lie said my ring was copper. 

P. lien. I say ’tis copper : darcst thou he as good as thy 
word now ? 

Fal, Why, Hal, thou kiunvcst, as tliou art but man, I 
dare; but as thou art prince, I fear thee, as 1 fear the roaring 
of the lion's whelp. 

P. Hen. And why not as the lion ? 

Fal. The king himself is to he feared as the lion : dost 
thou think I’ll fear thee as I fear thy father ? nay, an I do, I 
pray God my ginllc break. 

P, lien, O, if it should, how would thy guts fall about 
thy knees ! But, sirrah, there’s no room for faith, truth, nor 
honesty, in this bosom of thine, — it is all tilled up with guts 
and midriff. Charge an honest woman with picking thy pocket ! 
why, thou whoreson, impudent, embossed rascal, if tliero were 
any thing in thy pocket but tavern-reckonings, memorandums 
of bawdy-houses, and one poor penny-worth of sugar-candy 
to make thee long-winded , — if thy pocket were enriched with 
any other injuries but these, X am a villain : and yet you 
will stand to it; you will not pocket-up wrong-: art tliou not 
ashamed ? 

Fal. Host thou hear, Hal ? thou knowest in the state of 
innoccncy Adam fell ; and what should poor Jack Falstaff do 
in the days of villany ? Thou seest I have more flesh than 
another man*, and therefore more frailly. You confess, then, 
you picked my pocket ? 

1\ Hen, It appears so by the story. 

FuL Hostess, I forgive thee: go, make ready breakfast; 
love thy husband, look to thy servants, cherish thy guests: 
tliou slialt find ino tractable to any honest reason : thou aecst 
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I am pacified. — Still? — Nay, prithee, lie gone, [Exit Host- 
ess.] Now, Hal, to the news at couit: for the robbery, lad, — 
how ia that answered ? 

P. Hen. O, my sweet beef, I must still be good angel to 
thee : — the money is paid back again. 

Fal. O, I do not like that paying back ; ’tls a double 
labour. 

P. Hen. I am good friends with my father, and may do 
any thing. 

Fal. Rob me the exchequer the first thing thou doest, 
and do it with unwashed hands too. 

Bard. Do, my lord. 

P. lien. I lmve procured thee, Jack, a charge of foot. 
Fal. I would it had been of horse. Where shall I find 
one that can steal well? O for a fine thief, of the age of 
two- and -twenty or thereabouts 1 I am heinously unprovided. 
Well, God be thanked for these rebels, — they offend none 
but the virtuous : I laud them, I praise them. 

P. Hen. Baidolph, — 

Bard. My lord ? 

P. Hen. Go hear this letter to Lord John of Lancaster, 
To my brother John ; this to my Lord of Westmoreland. 

[Exit Bardolph. 

Go, Pointz,( 29 ) to horse, to horse ; for thou and I 
Have thirty miles to ride yet ere dinner-time. 

[ Exit Pointz. 

Jack, meet me to-morrow in the Temple-hall 
At two o’clock in the afternoon : 

There shalt thou know thy charge ; and there receive 
Money and order for their furniture. 

The land is burning ; Perey stands on high ; 

And either they or we must lower lie. [Exit. 

Fal. Raie words ! brave world 1 — Hostess, my breakfast ; 
come : — 

0, 1 could wish this tavern were my drum ! [Exit. 
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ACT IY. 

Scene I. The Rebel Camp near Shrewsbury, 

Enter Hotspur AYokoesteh, and Douglas. 

TIot. Well said, my noble Scot; if speaking truth 
In this fine age were not thought flattery, 

Such attribution should the Douglas have, 

As not a soldier of this seuson’s stamp 
Should go so general current through the world. 

By heaven, I cannot flatter ; I defy 

The tongues of soothers; but a braver place 

In my heart’s love hath no man than yourself : 

Nay, task me to my word ; approve me, lord. 

Bovg. Thou art the king of honour : 

No man so potent breathes upon the ground 
But 1 will beard him. 

Hot. Do so, and ’tis well. — 

Enter a Messenger with Idlers, 

What letters hast thou there ? — I can but thank you. 
Mess. These letters come from your father, — 

Hot . Letters from him! why comes ho not himself? 
Mess, Ho cannot come, my lord ; he is grievous sick. 
Hot. Zounds ! how lias lie the leisure to bo sick 
In such a justling time ? Who leads his power ? 

Under whoso government come they along? 

Mess. IDs letters bear his mind, not I, my lord.( 30 ) 
(For. I prithee, Loll me, doth he keep liis bed? 

Mess. lie did, my lord, four days ere I set forth ; 

And at the time of my departure thence 
He was much fear’d by his physicians. 

(For. I would the state of tnuc had first been whole 
Ere he by sickness had been visited ■. 

His health was never better worth than now. 

Hot. Sick now 1 droop now ! ibis sickness doth infect 
The very life-blood of our enterprise ; 

’Tis catching hither, even to our camp, — 
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lie writes me liere, that inward sickness, — 

And that his friends hy deputation could not 
So soon he drawn ; nor did lie think it meet 
To lay so dangcious and dear a trust 
On any soul remov’d, but on his own. 

Yet doth he give us hold advertisement, 

That with our small conjunction we should on, 

To see how fortune is dispos’d to us ; 

For, ns lie writes, there is no quailing now, 

Because the king is certainly possess’d 
Of all our purposes. Wluit say you to it? 

JFoj\ Your father’s sickness is a maim to us. 

Hot. A perilous gash, a very limb lopp’d oil': — 
And yet, in faith, it is not ; his present want 
Seems more than we shall find it : — were it good 
To set the exact wealth of all our states 
All at one cast ? to set so rich a main 
Oil the nice hazard of one doubtful hour? 

It were not good ; for therein should we read( 31 ) 

The very bottom and the soul of hope, 

The very list, the very utmost hound 
Of all our fortunes. 

Bony. Faith, and so wc should ; 

Where now remains a sweet reversion : 

We may boldly spend upon the hope of what 
Is to come in : 

A comfort of retirement lives in this. 

Hot, A rendezvous, a home to fly unto, 

If that the devil and mischance look big 
Upon the maidenhead of our affairs. 

JFor, But yet I would your father had been here. 
The quality and hair of our attempt 
Brooks no division : it will he thought 
By some, that know not why he is away, 

That wisdom, loyalty, and mere dislike 
Of our proceedings, kept the earl from hence : 

And think how such an apprehension 
May turn the tide of fearful faction, 

And breed a kind of question in our cause ; 
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For well you know wc of the offering bide 
Must keep aloof from strict arbitrement, 

And stop all sight-holes, every loop from whence 
The eye of reason may pry in upon us : 

This absence of your father’s draws a curtain, 

That shows the ignorant a kind of fear 
Before not dreamt of. 

Iloi. You strain too far. 

I, rather, of his absence make this use : — 

It lends a lustre and more great opinion, 

A larger dare to our great enterprise. 

Than if the earl were here ; for men must think, 

If we, without his help, can make a head 
To push against the kingdom, with his help 
Wc slmll o’ertiun it topsy-turvy down- — 

Yet all goes well, yet all our joints arc whole. 

Bony. As heart can think : there is not such a word 
Spoke oi* in Scotland as this term of fear. 

Enter Sir ItieitauD ViiiwoN. 

TIot. My cousin Vernon ! welcome, by my soul. 

Ver. Pray God my news be worth a welcome, lord. 
Tlic Earl of Westmoreland, seven thousand strong, 

Is marching hitherwards ; with him Prince John. 

Hot. No ham : — what more ? 

Ver. Aud further, I have lenrn’d, 

Tlio king himself in person is set forth, 

Or hitherwards intended speedily, 

With sLrong and mighty preparation. 

Hut. He shall be welcome too. Where is his son, 
The nimble- fooled madcap Prince of Wales, 

And his comrades, that dalf’d the world aside, 

And hid it pass ? 

Ver. All furnish'd, all in arms j 

All plum’d like cstridges that wing^) the wind; 

Bated like eagles having lately bath’d ; 

Glittering in golden coals, like images ; 

As full of spirit as the month of May, 
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And gorgeous as the sun at midsummer ; 

‘Wanton as youthful goats, wild as young hulls. 

I saw young Harry, — with his heaver on, 

His cuisses on his thighs, gallantly arm’d, — 

Rise fiom the giouuel like feathei’d Mercury, 

And vaulted with such ease into his seat, 

As if ail angel dropp'd down from the clouds. 

To turn and wind a fiery Pegasus, 

And witch the world, with noble horsemanship. 

Hot. No more, no more : worse than the sun in March, 
This praise doth nourish agues. Let them come ; 

They come like sacrifices in their trim, 

And to the lire-ey’d maid of smoky war, 

All hot and bleeding, will we offer them : 

The mailed Mars shall on Ins altar sit 
Up to the ears in blood. I am oil fire 
To hear this rich reprisal is so nigh, 

And yet not ours. — Come, let mo taste my horse, 

Who is to hear me, like a thunderbolt, 

Against the bosom of the Piince of Wales : 

Hairy to Harry shall, hot horse to horse, 

Meet, and ne'er part tdl one drop down a corse. — 

0 that Glendower were come ! 

Fer. There is more nows : 

1 learn’d in Woicester, as I rode along, 

He cannot draw his power this foiuteen days. 

Bong. That's the worst tidings that I hear of yet, 

Wor. Ay, by my faith, that bears a frosty sound. 

Bot. What may the king's whole battle reach unto ? 
For. To thirty thousand. 

Hot. Forty let it be : 

My father and Glendower being both away. 

The powers of us may serve so great a day. 

Come, let us take( 33 ) a muster speedily : 

Dooms da}’ is near; die all, die merrily. 

Bong. Talk not of dying: I am out of fear 
Of death or death’s hand for this one half-year. 


[Exeunt. 
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Scene II, A public road near Coventry, 

Enter Falstaff and Bardolpii, 

Fal. Bardolph, get thee before to Coventry ; fl.ll me a 
bottle of sack: our soldiers shall inarch through; we’ll to 
Sutton-Cop-hill ( 34 ) to-nigh l, 

Bard. Will you give me money, captain ? 

Fal. Lay out, lay out. 

Bard. This hoi Lie makes an angel. 

Fal. Ail if it do, lake il for thy labour j and if it make 
twenty, take them all ; I’ll answer the coinage. Bid my lieu- 
tenant PeLo mcoL me al the town’s end. 

Bard , I will, captain : farewell. [Exit. 

Fal. If I he not ashamed of my soldiers, 1 am a soused 
gurnet, I have misused the king’s pi ess damnably. 1 have 
got, ill exchange of a hundred and fifty soldiers, three hun- 
dred and odd pounds. I press mo none but good house- 
holders, yeomen's sons ; inquire me out contracted bachelors, 
such as had been asked twice on the bans; such a commo- 
dity of warm slaves, as had as lief hear the devil as a drum; 
such as fear the report of a caliver worse than a struck fowl 
or a hurt wild-duck. I pressed me none but such toasts-and- 
buttcr, with hearts in tlieii bellies no bigger than pins'-heads, 
and they have bought out their services ; and now my whole 
cliargo consists of ancients, corporals, lieutenants, gentlemen 
of companies, slaves as lagged as Lazarus in the j min Led cloth, 
where the glutton’s dogs licked his soies; and such as, in- 
deed, were never soldiers, but discarded unjust serving-nicu, 
younger sons to younger brothers, revolted tapsters, and 
ostlers Lratle-fallcn ; the cankers of a calm world and a long 
peace ; ten times more dishonourable ragged than an old 
faced ancient: and such have I, to fill up the rooms of them 
that have bought out their services, that you would think 
that 1 had a bundled and lifly tattered prodigals lately oomu 
from swine-keeping, from eating draff and husks, A mad 
fellow met me on the way, and tokl me 1 had unloaded all 
the gibbets, and pressed the dead bodies, No eye hath seen 
such scarecrows. I’ll not march through Coventry with 
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them, that’s flat : — nay, and the villains march wide hetwixt 
the leg's, as if they had gyves on ; for, indeed, I had the most 
of them out of prison. There’s but( 35 ) a shirt and a half in all 
my company ; and the half-shirt is two napkins tacked toge- 
ther and thrown over the shoulders like a herald’s coat with- 
out sleeves ; and the shirt, to say the truth, stolen from my 
host at Saint Alban’s, or the red-nose inn-keeper of Dfiveutiy. 
But that’s all one ; they’ll And linen enough on every hedge. 

^nter Prince IIenhy and ‘Westmoreland. 

P. lien. How now, blown .Jack! how now, quill 1 

Ful. What, Ilal ! how now, mad wag ! what a devil 
dost thou in ‘Warwickshire? — My good Lord of Westmore- 
land, I cry you mercy i 1 thought your honour had already 
been at Shrewsbury, 

West. Faith, Sir John, ’tis more than time that I wore 
there, and you too; hut my powers are there already. The 
king, I can tell you, lookvs for us all : we must away all night. 

I' ad. Tut, never fear me : 1 am as vigilant as a cat to 
steal cream. 

P. lien. I think, to steal cream, indeed ; for thy theft 
hath already made thee butler. But tell me, Jack, whose 
fellows are these that come after ? 

Pal. Mine, Ilal, mine. 

P. Hon . I did never see such pitiful rascals. 

Pal. Tut, tilt; good enough to toss; food for powder, 
food for powder; they’ll fill a pit as well as better: tush, 
man, mortal men, mortal men. 

West. Ay, but, Sir John, nietliinks they are exceeding 
poor and bare, — too beggarly. 

Pal. Faith, for their poverty, I know not where they 
bad that ; and for their bareness, I am sure they never 
learned that of me. 

P. lien. No, 1T1 be sworn; unless you call three lingers 
on the ribs baie. But, simili, make haste: Percy is already 
in the field. 

Pal. What, is the king encamped ? 

West. He is, Sir John : I fear we shall stay too long. 

Pal. Well, 
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To the latter end of a fray and the beginning of a feast 
bits a dull fighter and a keen guest. [Ewount. 


Scenis III. The Rebel Camp near Shrewsbury. 

Ruler Hotspur, WoucjEfmut, Douglas, and Vernon. 

Ilot . We’ll fight with him to-night. 

/For. It may not be. 

Dotty. Yon give him, then, advantage. 

Fer, Not a whit. 

Hot. Why say you so ? looks he not for supply ? 

For. So do wc. 

Hot, His is certain, ours is doubtful. 

7 For, Grood cousin, be advis’d; stir not tn-mght. 

Fer, Do not, my lord. 

Dotty, You do not counsel well i 

You speak it out of fear and cold heart. 

For. Do me no slander, Douglas : by my life 
(And I dare well maintain it with my life). 

If well-respected lion our bid mo on, 

1 hold as little counsel with weak fear 

As you, my lord, or any Scot that this day lives ; — ( 3C ) 

Let it he seen to-morrow in the battle 

Which of us fears. 

Bony, Yea, or to-night. 

Fer. Content. 

Hot. To-night, say I, 

Fer, Come, come, it may not be. I wonder much, 
Being men of such greaL leading as you arc, 

That you foresee not wliat impediments 
Drag back our expedition : certain horse 
Of my cousin Vernon’s are not yet come up : 

Your uncle Worcester’s horse came but to-day; 

And now their pride and mettle is asleep, 

Their courage with hard labour tame and thill, 

That not a horse is half the half of himself. 

Hot. So are the horses of the enemy 
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In general, journey-bated and brought low : 

The better part of ours are full of rest. 

JFqi\ The number of the king exccedeth ours : 

Tor God’s bake, con bin, stay till all come in. 

[The trumpet sounds a parley. 


Enter Sir Walter Blunt 

Blunt . 1 come with gracious offers from the king, 

If you vouchsafe me bearing and respect. 

Hot . Welcome, Sir Walter Blunt ; and would to God 
You were of oiu' determination ! 

Some of us love you well ; and even those some 
Envy youi great dcservings and good name, 

Because you arc not of our quality, 

But stand against us like an enemy. 

Blunts And. Gad defeud but still I should stand so, 

So long as out of limit and true rule 
You stand against anointed majesty ! 

But, to my charge. — The king hath sent to know 
The nature of your griefs ; and whereupon 
You conjure from the breast of civil peace 
Such bold hostility, teaching his duteous land 
Audacious cruelty. If that the king 
Have any way your good deserts forgot, — 

Which ho confess eth to be manifold, 

He bids you name your griefs ; ami w’itli all speed 
You shall have your desires with interest, 

And pardon absolute for yourself, and these 
Herein misled by yoiu* suggestion. 

Hot . The king is kind ; and well we know the king 
Knows at wliat time to promise, when to pay. 

My father and my uncle and myself 
Hid give him that same royalty he wears ; 

And when he was not six-and -twenty strong, 

Sick in the world’s regard, wi etched a ncl low, 

A poor unminded outlaw sneaking home, 

My father gave him welcome to the shore J 
And when he heard him swear, and vow to God, 

He came hut to be Duke of Luncastoi, 



SCENIC III J 


KING HENRY IV. 


■129 


To sue his livery and beg his peace. 

With tears of innoeency and terms of zeal, — 

My father, in kind heart and pity mov'd, 

Swore him assistance, and perform'd it too. 

Now, when the lords and barons of the lealm 
Perceiv'd Northumberland did lean to him, 

The more and less came in with cap and knee ; 

Met him in boroughs, cities, villages, 

Attended him on bridges, stood in lanes, 

Laid gifts before him, proffer'd him their oaths, 

Gave him their heirs as pages, follow’d him 
Even at the heels in golden multitudes. 

Pie presently,— as greatness knows itself, — 

Steps me a little higher than his vow 
Made to my father, while bis blood was poor, 

Upon the naked shore at Kavcnspurg; 

And now, foi sooth, takes on him to reform 
Some certain edicts and some strait decrees 
That lie too heavy on the commonwealth; 

Cries out upon abuses, seems to weep 
Over his country’s wrongs ; and, by this face, 

This scorning brow of justice, did he win 
The hearts of all that he did angle for : 

Proceeded further ; cut me olF the heads 
Of all the favourites, that the absent king 
In deputation loft behind him hero, 

When he was personal in the Irish war. 

Blunt. Tut, I came not to hear this, 

Hot. Tlion to the point. 

In short time after, he depos'd the king ; 

Soon after that, depriv’d him of his life ; 

And, in the neck of that, task'd the whole stale : 

To make that worse, suffer'd his kinsman March 
(Who is, if every owner wove well plac'd. 

Indeed his king,) to ho engag’d in Wales, 

There without ransom to lie forfeited ; 

Disgrac’d me in my happy victories, 

Sought lo entrap me by intelligence ; 

Hated my uncle from the council-board ; 
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111 lag'e dismiss’d my father from the court; 

Broke oath on oath, committed wrong on wrong; 

And, in conclusion, drove us to seek out 
This head of safety; and wifi ml to pry 
Into his title, the which we find 
Too indirect for long continuance. 

Blunt . Shall I return this answer to the king ? 

Hot. Not so, Sir Walter : we’ll withdraw awhile. 
Go to the king ; and let there be impawn’d 
Some surety for a safe return again, 

And in the morning early shall my uncle 
Bring him our purposes : and so, farewell. 

Blunt. I would you would accept of grace and love. 
Iiot. And may he so we shall. 

Blunt. Pray God you do. 

[Exeunt, 


Scene IV, York. A room in the Archbishop’s house. 

Enter the Archbishop of York and Sir Michael 

Arch . Hie, good Sir Michael ; hear this sealed brief 
With winged haste to the lord marshal ; 

This to my cousin Scroop ; and all the rest 
To whom they are directed. If you knew 
How much they do import, you would make haste. 

Sir M. My good lord, 

I guess their tenor. 

Arch. Like enough you do. 

To-morrow, good Sir Michael, is a day 
Wherein the fortune of ten thousand men 
Must hide the touch j for, sir, at Shrewsbury, 

As I am truly given to understand, 

The king, with mighty and quick-raised power, 

Meets with Lord Harry : and, I fear, Sir Michael, 

What with the sickness of Northumberland 
(Whose power was in tlio first proportion), 

And what with Owen Glendower’s absence thence, 

(Who with them was a rated sinew too, 

And comes not in, o’er-rul’d by prophecies). 
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I fear the power of Percy is too weak 
To wage an instant trial with the king. 

Sir M. Why, my good lord, you need not fear ; there is 
Douglas 

And Lord Mortimer. 

Arch. No, Mortimer is not there. 

Sir M. But there is Mordake, Vernon, Lord Harry Percy, 
And there is my Lord of Worcester ; and a head 
Of gallant warriors, noble gentlemen. 

Arch. And so there is : hut yet the king haLli drawn 
Tho special head of all the land together : — 

The Prince of Wales, Lord John of Lancaster, 

The noble Westmoreland, and warlike Blunt; 

And many more corrmls and dear men 
Or estimation and command in arms. 

Sir M, Doubt not, my lord, they shall he well oppos'd. 
Arch. I hope no less, yet needful ’tis to fear ; 

And, to prevent the worst, Sir Michael, speed : 

For if Lord Percy thrive not, ore tho king 
Dismiss Ids power, ho means to visil us, 

For he hath hoard of our confederacy, — 

And ’tis but wisdom to make strong against him: 

Therefore make haste. I must go write again 
To other friends; and so, farewell, Sir Michael. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT Y. 

Sc]5 N e I. The ICing’s camp near Shrewsbury. 

Enter King IIenry, Prince Henry, Prince John of Lancaster, Sir 
Walter Bluet, and Sir John Falstaek 

K. lien. IIow bloodily the sun begins to poor 
Above yon bosky Y) hill ! the clay looks pale 
At his distemporature. 

1\ Hen. The Houtliom wind 

Doth play the trumpet to his purposes ; 



FIRST PART OF 


[ACT V 


432 

And by his hollow whistling in the leaves 
Foretells a tempest and a blustering day. 

K. Hen. Then with the losers let it sympathise, 

For nothing can seem foul to those that win. 

[ The trumpet sounds. 

Enter Worcester and Vernon 

plow now, my Lord of Worcester ! 'tis not well 
That you and I should meet upon such terms 
As now wo meet. You have deceiv’d our trust; 

And made us dolf our easy robes of peace, 

To crush our old limbs in ungentle steel : 

This is not well, my lord, this is not well. 

What say you to it? will you again unknit 
This churlish knot of all-abhorred war ? 

And move m that obedient orb again 
Where you did give a fair and natural light 5 
And bo no more an exhal’d meteor, 

A prodigy of fear, and a portent 
Of broached mischief to the unborn times ? 

W or. Plcar rne, my liege : 

For mine own part, I could bo well content 
To entertain the lag-end of my life 
With quiet hours ; for, I do protest, 

I have not sought the day of this chsUkc. 

K. Hen. You have not sought it! how comes it, then ? 
Fal. Rebellion lay in his way* and he found it. 

P . Hen. Peace, eh ewe t, peace | 

IVor. It pleas’d your majesty to turn your looks 
Of favour from myself and nil our house ; 

And yet I must remember you, my lord, 

We were the first and dearest of yom friends. 

For you my sLafF of office did I break 
In Richard’s time ; and posted day and night 
To meet you on tlic way, and kiss your hand, 

When yet you were in place and in account 
Nothing so strong and fortunate as I. 

It was myself, my brother* and his son, 

That brought you home, and boldly did outdare 
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Tlie dangers of tlie time : you swore to us. 

And you did swear that oatli at Doncaster, 

That you did nothing purpose 'gainst the state ; 

Nor claim no further than your new-fnll’n right, 

The seal of Gaunt, dukedom of Lancaster : 

To this we swore our aid. 11 ut in short space 
It rain’d down fortune showering on your head ; 

And such a flood of greatness fell on you, — 

What with our help, wlint with the absent king, 

Wlmt with the injuries of a wanton time, 

The seeming sufferances that you had borne, 

And the contrarious winds that held the king 

So long in his unlucky Irish wars 

That all in England did repute him dead, — 

And, from this swarm of fair advantages, 

You took occasion to be quickly woo'd 
To gripe the general sway into your hand; 

Forgot your oath Lo us at Doncaster ; 

And, boing fed by us, you us’d us so 
As that ungentle gull, the cuckoo’s bird, 

Usctli the sparrow, — did oppress our nest. 

Grew by our feeding to so great a hulk, 

That even our love duist not come near your sight 
For fear of swallowing; but with nimble wing 
Wc wore enforc’d, for safety-sake, to fly 
Out of your sight, and. raise this present head : 

Whereby we stand opposed by such means 
As you yourself have forg’d against yourself, 

By unkind usage, dangerous countenance, 

And violation of all faith and troth 
Sworn to us in your younger enterprise. 

K. lien. These things, indeed, you have articulated. 
Proclaim’d aL market-crosses, road in churches, 

To face the garment of rebellion 

With some flno colour that may please the oyo 

Of fickle changelings and poor discontents, 

Which gape and mb the elbow at the news 
Of hurlyburly innovation : 

And never yet did insurrection want 
vol. in. PF 
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Such water-colours to impaint liis cause ; 

Nor moody beggars, starving for a time 
Of pellmell havoc and confusion* 

i\ lien. In both our armies there is many a soul 
Shall pay full dearly for this encounter, 

If once they join in trial. Tell your nephew, 

The Prince of Wales doth join with nil the world 
In praise of Henry Percy ; by my hopes, 

This present enterprise set off his head, 

I do not think a hr aver gentleman, 

More active- valiant or move valiant-young’, 

More daring or more bold, is now alive 
To grace this latter ago with noble deeds. 

3?or my part, I may speak it to my shame, 

I have a truant been to chivalry ; 

And so I hoar lie doth account me too : 

Yet this before my father’s majesty, — • 

I am content that he shall take the odds 
Of his great name and estimation, 

And will, to save tho blood on either side, 

Try fortune with him in a single fight. 

K. Hen. And, Prince of Wales, so dare we venture thee, 
Albeit considerations infinite 
Do make against it. — No, good Worcester, no, 

We love our people well ; even those wo love 
That are misled upon your cousin’s part ; 

And, will they take the offer of our grace, 

Both lie, and they, and you, yea, every man 
Shall be my friend again, and I’ll bo his : 

So tell your cousin, and bring me word 
Wliafc lie will do : hut if he will not yield, 

Rebuke and dread correction wait on us, 

And they shall do their office. So, he gone ; 

We will not now be troubled with reply : 

We offer fair 5 take it advisedly. 

Worcester and Per non. 

P. lien. It will not be accepted, on my life; 

The Douglas and the Hotspur both together 
Arc confident against tlm woild in aims. 
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K. Hen. Hence, therefore, every leader to his charge ; 
For, on tlieir answer, will we set oil them : 

And (rod befriend us, as our cause is just l 

[Exeunt King, Blunt , and Prince John . 

Fed. Hal, if thou see mo down in the battle, and bestride 
me, so ; ’tis a point of friendship. 

P. Han. Nothing but a colossus can do thee that friend- 
ship. Say thy prayers, and farewell* 

Fal I would it were bed-time, Hal, and all well. 

P. lien . Why, thou owest G-od n death. [Exit. 

Fal. ’Tis not due yet; 1 would be loth to pay him 
before his day. What need I be so forward with him that 
calls not on me? Well, ’tis no matter; honour pricks mo 
on. Yea, but how if honour prick me oiF when I come on ? 
how then ? Can honour set to a log ? no : or an arm ? no : 
or take away the grief of a wound? no. Honour hath no 
skill in surgery, then ? no, Wlmt is honour 1 a word. What 
is that word, honour? aii\( 38 ) A trim reckoning 1 — Who hath 
it? he that died o' Wednesday. Doth ho feel it? no. 
Doth he hear it? no. Is it insensible, then? yea, to the 
dead. Hut will it not live with the living? no. Why? de- 
traction will not suffer it: — therefore I’ll none of it: honour 
is a mere scutcheon ; — and so ends my catechism, [Exit, 


S/imv II. Tbji RpJinl Gmju 

Enter Worcester and Vernon. 

Wor. O, no, my nephew must not know, Sir Richard, 
The liberal kind offer of the king. 

Ver. ’Twerc best he did. 

Wor. Then arc we all undone. 

It is not possible, it cannot he. 

The king should keep his word in loving us ; 
lie will suspect us still, and find a lime 
To punish this offence in other faults : 

Suspicion ( 39 ) all our lives shall bo sLuck full of eyes ; 

For treason is but trusted like the fox, 
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Who, ne'er so tame, so cherish’d, and lock’d up, 

Will have a wild trick of his ancestors. 

Look how we can, or sad or merrily, 

Interpretation will misquote our looks; 

And we shall feed like oxen at a stall, 

The better cherish’d still the nearer death. 

My nephew's trespass may be well forgot, — 

It hath the excuse of youth and heat of blood; 

And an adopted name of privilege, — 

A hare -brain’d Hotspur, govern'd by a spleen : 

All his offences live upon my head 
And on liis father’s : wc did train him on ; 

And, his corruption being ta'en from us, 

We, as tho spring of all, shall pay for all. 

Therefore, good cousin, let not Harry know, 

In any case, the oiler of the king. 

Vet. Deliver what you will, I'll say ’tis so. 

Here comes your cousin, 

Ewlcv Hotspur and Douglas; OfUcei-s aad Soldiers behind* 

IIoL My uncle is return'd deliver up 
My Lord of Westmoreland. — Uncle, what news ? 

Wor. The king will hid you bat Lie presently, 

Dong. Defy him by the Lord of Westmoreland. 

Hot. Lord Douglas, go you and tell him so, 

, Bong, Marry, aucl shall, and very willingly. \Mxit, 

Wot. There is no seeming mercy in the king,. 

Hot. Did you beg any ? God forbid l 
Wor . I told him gently of our grievances, 

Of his oath-breaking ; which he mended thus,' 

33y now forswearing that he is forsworn : 

He calls us rebels, traitors ; and will scourge 
With haughty arms this hateful name in 11 s. 

Reenter Douglas, 

Doug. Arm, gentlemen; to arms ! for I have thrown 
A brave defiance in King- Henry’s teeth, 

And Westmoreland, that was engag'd, did bear it; 

Which cannot choose but bring him quickly on. 
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Jfo7\ The Prince of Wales stepp’d forth before tlie king, 
And, nephew, challeng’d you to single fight. 

Hot, 0, would the quarrel lay upon our heads; 

And that no man might draw short breath to-day 
But I and Harry Monmouth 1 Tell me, tell me. 

How sliow’d his tasking ? seem’d it in contempt ? 

Ver. No, by my soul; I never in iny life 
Did hear a challenge urg’d more modestly, 

Unless a brother should a brother dare 
To gentle exercise and proof of arms, 
lie gave you all the duties of a man ; 

Trimm’d up your praises with a princely tongue ; 

Spoke your deservings like a chronicle ; 

Making you ever better than his praise, 

By still dispraising praise valu'd with you : 

And, which became him like a prince indeed, 

Pie made a blushing cital of himself ; 

And chid his truant youtli with such a grace, 

As if he master'd there a double spirit, 

Of teaching and of learning instantly. 

There did lie pause : but let me tell the world, — 

If he outlive the envy of this day, 

England did never owe so sweet a hope, 

So much misconstru’d in his wantonness. 

Hot. Cousin, I think thou art enamoured 
Upon (' i0 ) his follies; never did I hear 
Of any prince so wild o’ liberLy. 

But be he as he will, yet once ere night 
I will embrace him with a soldier’s arm, 

That he shall shrink under my courtesy. — 

Ann, arm with speed : — -and, fellows, soldiers, friends, 

Better consider what you have to do 
Than 1, that have not well the gift of tongue. 

Can lift your blood up with persuasion, 

Fntee a Messenger. 

Mess, My lord, here arc letters for you. 

Hot. I cannot read them now. — 

O gentlemen, the time of life is short 1 
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To spend that shortness basely were too long', 

If life did ride upon a dial’s point, 

Still ending at the arrival of an hour. 

An if we live, wo live to tread on kings ; 

If die, brave death, when piiuces die with us ! 

Now, for our consciences,- — the anus are fair, 

When the intent of bearing them is just. 

Euler another Messenger. 

Mess. My lord, prepare ; the king comes on apace. 

Hot. I thank him, that lie cuts me from my tale. 

For I profess not talking ; only this, — 

Let each man do bis best : and bore draw I 
A sword, whose temper I intend to stain 
With the best blood, that I can meet withal 
In the adventure of this perilous day. 

Now , — Esperance ! — Percy ! — and set on. — 

Sound, all the lofty instruments of war, 

And by that music let us all embrace ; 

For,{ 41 ) heaven to earth, some of never shall 
A second time do such a courtesy, 

\_The trumpets sound. They embrace, and exeunt. 


Scene III. IHain near Shrewsbury, 

Excursions, and parlies fighting. Alarum to the battle. Then enter 
Douglas and Blunt, meeting. 

Blunt, What is thy name, that in thc( J ' 2 ) battle thus 
Thou crossest me ? what honour dost thou seek 
Upon my head '? 

ldoug t Know, then, my name is Douglas 5 

And I do haunt thee in the battle thus 
Because some tell me that thou art a king. 

Blunt. They tell tliee true. 

Doug, The Lord of Stallbrd dear to-day hath bought 
Thy likeness ; for, instead of tliee, King llarry, 

This sword hath ended, him ; so shall it thee, 

Unless thou yield thee as my prisoner. 
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Blunt, I was not bom a yielder, thou proud Scot ; 

And thou slialt find a Icing 1 that wilL revenge 

Lord Stafford's death. [ They fight , and Blunt is slain . 

Enter Hotspijh, 

Hot, O Douglas, hadst thou fought at Holmcdon thus, 

I never had triumph'd upon a Scot. 

Doug. All's done, all’s won ; here breathless lies the 
Icing. 

Hot. Whore? 

Doug. Here. 

Hot. This, Douglas? no ; I know this face full well: 

A gallant knight he was, his name was Blunt ; 

Semblably furnish’d like the king himself, 

Doug. A fool go with tlry soul, wliilher it goes! 

A borrow’d title hast tliou bought too dear : 

Why didst thou tell me that tliou wort a king ? 

Hot. The king hath many masking ( 43 ) in his coats. 

Doug. Now, by my sword, I will kill all his coats ; 

I’ll murder all his wardrobe, piece by piece, 

Until I meet the king. 

Hot. Up, and away ! 

Our soldiers stand full fairly for the day. [Exeunt. 

Alarums. Enter Faistait. 

Fal. Though I could scape shot-free at London, I fear 
the shot here; here’s no scoring hilt upon the pate. — Soft I 
who are you? Sir Walter Blunt: — there's honour for you! 
here’s no vanity! — I am as hot as molten lead, and as heavy 
too : God keep lead out of me ! I need no more weight than 
mine own bowels. — I have led my rnggamuffms where they 
are peppered: there’s not three of iny hundred and fifty left 
alive ; and they are for the town’s end, to beg during life. — 
But who comes here 1 

Enter Prince Humor. 

J\ Hen. What, stand’s t Lliou idle here? lend mo thy 
swoid: 

Many a nobleman lies stark and stiff 
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Under the hoofs of vaunting enemies, 

Whose deaths are mi reveng’d : I prithee, lend mo thy 
sword.( 11 ) 

Fal. O Hal, I prithee, give jue leave to breathe awhile. — 
Turk Gregory never did such deeds in arms as X have done 
this day. I have paid Percy, I have made him sure. 

P, lien. He is, indeed ; and living to kill thee. 

I prithee, lend me thy sword. 

Fal, Nay, before Gocl, Hal, if Percy ho alive, thoti get- 
test uot my sword; but take my pistol, if thou wilt. . 

P. lion. Give it me : what, is it in the case ? 

Fal. Ay, Hal ; ’tis hot, his hot ; there’s that will sack a 
city. [The Prince draws out a bottle of sack, 

P, Sen. What, is it a time to jest and dally now ? 

[ Throws tt at him, and exit. 

Fal, Well, if Percy he alive, I'll pierce him. If he do 
come in my way, so ; if he do not, if I come in his willingly, 
let him make a carbonado of me. I like not such grinning 
honour ay Sir Walter hath : give mo life : which if I can 
save, so ; if not, honour comes unlooked for, and there’s an 
end. [Fouit. 


Sceue IV. Another part of the field. 

Alarums. Excursions. Enter King Henuy, Princo Hcnuy, 
Prince John, and WasTHoimnANn. 

1C. lien. I pritliee, 

Harry, withdraw tliysolf; thou bleed’st too much. — ■ 

Lord John of Lancnstcr, go you with him. 

P. John. Not I, my lord, unless I did bleed loo. 

P. Hen. I hescecli your majesty, make up, 

Lest your retirement do amaze your friends. 

1C. Hen . I will do so. — 

My Lord of Westmoreland, lead him to Ids tent. 

I Vest. Come, my lord, I’ll lead you to your tent, 

P. Hen. Lead mo, my lord ? I do not need your help ; 
And God forbid, a shallow sciatch should drive 
The Prince of Wales from such a field as this, 
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Where stain'd nobility lies trodden on. 

And rebels' arms triumph in massacres ! 

P. John. We breatlic too long: — come, cousin West- 
moreland, 

Our duty this way lies ; for God’s salce, como. 

[Exeunt Prince John and Westmoreland. 
P. lien . By heaven, thou hast deceiv’d me, Lancaster; 

I did not think thee lord of such a spirit : 

Before, J lov’d thee as a brother, John ; 

But now, 1 do respect tlice as my soul. 

JC. lldn. I saw him hold Lord Percy at the point 
"With lustier maintenance than I did look for 
Of such an ungrown warrior. 

P. lien. 0, this hoy 

Lends mettle to us all ! [Exit, 

Alarums, Enter Douglas. 

Doug. Another king ! they grow like Hydra’s liends : 

I am the Douglas, fatal to all those 

That wear those colours on them what art thou, 

That countorfeit’st the person of n Icing’ ? 

1C lien. The king Jiimself ; who, Dougins, grieves at 
heart, 

So many of his shadows tliou hast met, 

And not the very king. I have two boys 
Seek Percy and thyself about the field : 

But, seeing thou fall’st on mo so luckily, 

I will assay tlice : so, defend thyself. 

Doug, 1 fear thou arL another counterfeit; 

And yet, in faiLh, thou bear’st thee like a king; 

But mine I am sure tliou art, whoe’er thou be, 

And thus I win Llicc, 

[TAcy fight; the King being in danger , re-enter P. Ilenrg. 
1\ [Ten. Hold up thy head, vile Scot, or thou art like 
Never to hold it up again l the spirits 
Of valiant Shirley, Stafford, Blunt, are in my arms; 

It is the Prince of Wales that Ihrcatcns thee ; 

Who never promisetli hut lie means to pay. 

[They fight : Douglas fies. 
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Checrly, my lord : how faros your grace? — * 

Sir Nicholas Gavvsey hath for succour sent, 

And so hath Clifton : I’ll to Clifton straight. 

K. Hen, Stay, and breathe awhile ; — 

Thou hast redeem'd thy lost opinion ; 

And show’d thou mak’st some tender of my life, 

In this fair rescue thou hast brought to me, 

P. lien. O God, they did mo too much injury 
That ever said I hearken’d for your death 1 
If it were so, I might have let alone 
The insulting hand of Douglas over you, 

Which would have been as speedy in your end 
As all the poisonous potions in the world, 

And sav’d the treacherous labour of your son, 

K. Hen. Make up to Clifton : I’ll to Sir Nicholas Gnwsey. 

[Exit. 


Enter Hots pirn, 

Hot. If I mistake not, tlion art Harry Monmouth, 

P. Hen. Tliou speak's L as if I would deny my name. 

Hot, My name is Harry Percy. 

P. lien. Why, then I see 

A very valiant rebel of that name. 

I am the Prince of Wales ; and think not, Percy, 

To share with me in glory any more : 

Two stars keep not their motion in one sphere ; 

Nor can one England brook a double reign, 

Of Harry Percy and the Prince or Wales. 

Hot. Nor shall it, Harry j for the hour is come 
To end the one of us ; and would to God 
Thy name in arms were now as great as mine ! 

P. Hen. I’ll make it greater ere I part from thee; 

And all the budding honours on thy crest 
I’ll crop, to make a garland for my head. 

Hot. I can no longer brook thy vanities, [They fight. 


Enter Falstaff. 

Fal. Well said, Hal ! to it, Ilal! — Nay, you si mil find no 
boy’s play here, I can tell you. 
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Jie-cnter Douglas; he fights with Falstaff, who falls down as if he 
were dead) and evil Douglas. Hotspuh is wounded \ and falls. 

Hot . O, Harry, thou hast lobb’d mo of my youth I 
I better broolc the loss of brittle life 
Than those proud titles thou hast won of me ; 

They wound my thoughts Worse than thy sword my flesh : — 
But thought’s the slave of life, and life time’s fool ; 

And time, that takes survey of all the world, 

Must have a stop, O, I could prophesy, 

But that the earthy and cold hand of death 
Lies on iny longue : — no, Percy, thou art dust, 

And food for — [Dies. 

1\ Hen. For worms, brave Percy : fare thee well, great 
heart 1 — 

1 11- weav’d ambition, how much art thou shrunk ! 

When that this body did contain a spirit, 

A kingdom for it was too small a bound ; 

But now two paces of the vilest earth 

Is room enough : — this earth that bears thco dead 

Bears not alive so stout a gentleman. 

If thou wort sensible of courtesy, 

I should not make so dear a show of zeal 
But let my favours hide thy mangled face ; 

And, even in thy behalf. I'll thank myself 
For doing these fair riLes of tenderness. 

Adieu, and lake thy praise with thee to heaven 1 
Tliy ignomy sleep with tliee in tlie grave, 

But not remember’d in tliy epitaph 1 — 

[He sees Falstaff on the ground. 
What, old acquaintance ! could not all this flesh 
ICeep in a little life ? Poor Jack, farewell \ 

I coidd have hotter spar’d a better man : 

O, I should have a heavy miss of thee. 

If I were much in love with vanity 1 
Death hath not struck so lat a deer to-day. 

Though many dearer, in this bloody fray, 

Etnbowcll’d will I sco thee by and by : 

Till then in blood by noble Percy lie, [Bsc it, 
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Fal. [rising,] Einbowellcd ! if thou emliowcl me to-day, 
1*11 give you leave to powder me and eat me too to-mor- 
row. ’Sblood, ’twas time to counterfeit, or that hoi terma- 
gant Soot had paid mo scot and lot too. Counterfeit ? I lie, 
X am no counterfeit; to die, is to be a counterfeit; for ho is 
but the counterfeit of a man who hath not the life of a man ; 
hut to counterfeit dying, when a man thereby livetli, is to be 
no counterfeit, but the true and perfect image of life indeed. 
The hotter part of valour is discretion ; in the which better 
part X have saved my life. Zounds, I am afraid of this gun- 
powder Percy, though he he dead : how, if ho should coun- 
terfeit too, and rise? by my faith, I am afraid lie would prove 
the bettor counterfeit. Therefore I’ll make him sure; yea, 
and I’ll swear I killed him. Why may not he rise as well 
as I? Nothing confutes me but eyes, and nobody secs mo. 
Therefore, sirrah [stabbing him ], with a new wound in your 
thigh, come you along with me, [Takes Hotspur on his hack. 

F 

lie-enter Prince IXenhy and Prince John. 

F. Ilea, Come, brother John; full bravely hast thou 
flesh'd 

Thy maiden sword, 

* P. John, But, soft ! whom have we hero ? 

Bid you not tell me this fat man was dead ? 

F, lien . I did ; I saw him dead, breathless and bleeding* 
On the ground. — 

Art thou alive ? or is it fantasy 

That plays upon our eyesight ? I prithee, speak ; 

We will not trust our eyes without our cars : — 

Thou art not what thou seem’st. 

Fal. No, that’s certain; X am not a double man; but if 
I be not Jack PalstatF, then am I a Jack. There is Percy 
[throwing the body dozen] \ if your father will do me any 
honour, so; if not, let him kill the next Percy himself. X 
look to he either earl or duke, I can assure you. 

P. Hen, Why, Percy I killed myself, and saw thco dead. 

Fal, Didst thou? — Lord, Lord, how this world is given 
to lying !—l grant you I was down and out of breath ; and 
so was lie ; but we rose both at an instant, and fought a long 
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hour by Shrewsbury clock. If I may be believed, so; if not, 
let them that should reward valour hear the sin upon their 
own heads. I’ll take it upon my dentil, I gave him this 
wound in the thigh : if tho man were alive, and would deny 
it, Rounds, I would make him cat a piece of my sword. 

P. John . This is the strangest tale that e'er I heard. 

P. JIcn. This is the strangest fellow, brother John. — 
Come 3 bring your luggage nobly on your hack : 

For my part, if a lie may do thee grace, 

I'll gild it with the happiest terms I have. 
y retreat is sounded. 

The trumpet sounds retreat ; the day is ours. 

Come, brother, lot us to tho highest of the held, 

To seo what friends arc living, who are dead. 

[Exeunt Prince llcnuj and Prince John. 

FaL I’ll follow, as they say, for reward. He that re- 
wards me, G-od reward him ! If I do grow great, I’ll grow 
less; for IT1 purge, and leave sack, and live cleanly as a 
nobleman should do. [Fait, bearing off the body. 


Scene Y. Another part of the field. 

The irtimqwls sound, Enter King Henhy, Prince IIeuiiy, Prince 
John, Westhoiielaud, and others } with Wonorsi'Eii and Visu- 
NON prisoners, 

JC. Hen. Thus ever did rebellion find, rebuke. — 
Ill-spirited Worcester ! did we not send grace, 

Pardon, and. terms of love to all of you? 

Ancl wouldst thou turn our offers contrary ? 

Misuse the tenor of thy kinsman’s trust ? 

Three knights upon our party slain to-day, 

A noble earl, and many a creature else, 

Had been alivo this hour. 

If, like a Christian, thou hadst truly borne 
Betwixt our armies true intelligence. 

Wor. Wliat I have clone my snfeLy urg'd me to; 

And I embrace tin’s fortune patiently, 

Since not to be avoided it falls on me. 
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HIRST PART OH KINO HENRY IV. 


[act v. 


K. lien. Bear Worcester to the death, and Vernon too : 
Other offenders we will pause upon. — 

[Exeunt JTercester and Vernon , guarded. 

How goes the field 1 

P. Hen. The noble Scot, Lord Douglas, when he saw 
The fortune of the clay quite turn'd from him. 

The noble Percy slain, and all liis men 
Upon the foot of fear, — fled with the rest; 

Ancl falling from a hill, he was so bruis'd 
That the pursuers took him. At my tent 
The Douglas is j and I beseech your grace 
I may dispose of him. 

JC Hen. With all my heart, 

j P. Hen. Then, brother John of Lancaster, to you 
This honourable bounty shall belong : 

Go to the Douglas, and deliver him 
Up to his pleasure, ransomless and free ; 

His valour, shown upon our crests to-day, 

Hath taught us how to cherish such high deeds 
Even in the bosom of our adversaries. 

P. John, I thank your grace for this high courtesy, 
Which X shall give away immediately. 

K. Hen. Then this remains, — that we divide our power. — 
You, son John, and my cousin Westmorland, 

Towards York shall bond you with your dearest speed. 

To meet Northumberland and the prelate Scroop, 

Who, as we hear, are busily in arms : 

Myself, — and you, son Harry, — will towards Wales, 

To fight with Glenda wer and the Earl of March. 

Rebellion in this land shall lose his sway, 

Meeting the check of such another day : 

And since this business so fair is done, 

Let us not leave till all our own be won. [Pxawit, 
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P. 303. (*) "in stiands afar inmate" 

Ilero Malimo imdsomo other editors retain tlio old spelling, w fl6rotuls,” though 
in The Merchant of Venice, not i. sc. ], they print “Colahos* sb and ." — In 
Ofiily books wo ftotjucnfcly meet with pntsngos wlicvo tlio woitl la spelt 
“ strond," luui yot is to ho pronounced strand' c, y, in The Taming of the 
Shrew, not i, so. 1, tho folio lint, 

“ That in nil o groat lone to humble him to her hand, 

"When with Ins knees lie lust the Crotrm sluwirf." 


P, 3(34. ( 3 ) “ Upon whose dead corpse',*’ See. 

“ corpse'," i o. corpses, — TTeio tlio old copies have “corps" and “corpes," — 
which perlmps might he considciod ns the plural of“coip" (seo Middleton’s 
1 Vo> /i’.v, vf>], iv. 32, .and vol, j, lxxi ii, (Add. and Cor.) oil Dyco), if other pas- 
sages in our author’s writings dul not forbid ns to suppose so ■. c>g. tho folio 
lias in Twelfth-Nighl (Song), act li, sc. 4, “My pooro capes' 1 (i. e. corpso); in 
The Winter's Tale, not v. so. 1, “ Again c possosso her caps'' (i.o. corpse), See. 


P. 3Gfl. ( a ) “West. In faith, 

It is a conquest for a pi ince to boast of," 

The old copies, by in is take, male© “In faith ii is" tha conclusion of tlie pre- 
ceding speech. 

P. 3G7. (') 

“Do not thou, when thou art king, hang a thief,'* 

Hero nil tho old copies, 1 hcliove, have “ when than art n king," &c,j blit 

erroneously, compare, in the present speech, “shall tlioro he gallows standing 
in England when thou art king?''-, m the preceding page, “I prithee, sweet 
wag, when thou art king — “Marry, then, sweet wag, when thou art king,'* 
&c.j and ill p, 3G0, “ I’ll bo a traitor, then, when then art king," 

P. 308, C*} “ Vmiitzl" 

So tlio naino is spelt hero m the folio, and rightly, I conceive : compare The 
Men y Hhtiox of Windsor, act iii. so. 2, vol. i. p. 17P, “he kept company with 
tlio wild prince and 1’enntz.” 


P. 370, (°) “ thou IttUct spn'ng t" 

Tho old copies have “tho latter," &o. (which Mr. Knight thinks “more cor- 
rect”). 

P. 370. ( 7 ) " liaidalph, Peta," & c. 

Tho old copies havo “Ilamey, liosbili,” &c. (the imincs of the uotois, it would 
groin). 
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P. S70. <*) 

“and meet me io-motioto night in J?(tf (cheap; there 1*11 sup," 

“I flunk we should icad 1 tn-nujht in ‘Bastuheftp,’ &c, Tho disguises 

wore to bo provided for tlio pnrposa of tlio lobbeiy, which wns to bo com- 
mitted at Jbur m tie morning} and they would corny too Into if tho Prince was 
not to receive thorn till tho night after tlio day of tho exploit," — Stueymns. 
Mv Knight fancies that ho has made all clear by punting, " — ~ and moot 
nio, To-morrow night in Eastclieap, there I’ll sup." 


P, 372 (®) "neat and trimly dfess’d," Sea, 

So tho old copies: but the “and" is probably tlio tinnscribor’s or tho compost 
tor’s addition, 


P. 383. ( 1B ) 

“ Poin. O, ’{is our setter : I know his voice. 

[Coming forward with Paulolph and Peto, 
Pure!- What news? 

Gads. C«,se ye, case ye,” &c. 

Th<3 old copies have, 

“ Pom. O ‘t Ed our tfettor, I know lug voyco! Pnrdolfc, what nowes ? 
Part Case ye, ctiso ye," &c. 


P. 392 ( ,] ) “Didst thou neve) see Titan kiss a dish of hatter ? pitiful- 
hearted TUan, that melted at the sweet tale of the sun I" 

Tho first and second 4t(js Juno “* talc of tho sonnes tho Inter 4tos 

and tho folio 41 — - fate of the suntie "—Theobald pi hi tod “ pitiful-hearted 

butter that Wetted at the sweet tale of the situ l " — Whrbmlo ids lending, or 
inther change of punctuation (which, according to Mr. Knight, “appears to 
present no difficulty” It), b "Didst thou never aeo Titan kiss ft dish of butter 
(pitiful-hearted Titan) that molted at the sweet tale of the huh ?"• — Malone, — 
but I forbear saying moio about a passage which must roinoin n puzalo till 
Shakespeit) c's autograph manuscript of the play turns' up. 


P. 3'J3. ( u ) “ Gads. We four sot upon some dozen , — 

ft * ■ ■ « * « 

Gcub. And found tfom, 

l • ■ i ■ ■ i ■ 

Gads. As we wei c sharing," & o. 

So the folio. — Tho 4tos gives these speeches to “floss" and Mr, Collier assigns 
them to 23ardolph> because, ho nays, u wo have scon before, p, 231, that Ilasmll 
was iiiscrLecl in the text for Pardolph ” Put ou turning to P.23,'5 of Mr. 
Collier's edition, we hud that ho (with Theobald and others) has thorn sub- 
stituted "UAitnoLrir, Peto" for tlio “ JLiitvnv, Hossill" of tlio old uda. Suo 
note (?), — The matter b of little coiiscuuenco. 
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P. S03. ( |3 ) “ come in file offier.” 

Qy. “caino in,** See.? 

P. 394. O 4 ) 

“P. Hen. Seven ? why, [hero tvere but four oven 71 cm. 

Pnl In bucJtrtiiii. 

Tom. Ay, four, in buckra.ni suits** 

In tins dialogue tho reply of Frilstnff, “In buckram,” is not freo from diffi- 
culty. “I believe,” says Malone, “ those woids belong to tlio Prince's speech.: 

1 thoie wera but four even now, — in buckram’ Poina concurs with the 

Pnnco 'Ay, four, in buckram suits;’ and Pal staff perseveres hi the number 
oFflovcn.”' — Whalley observes, "Prom tlio Prince’s siieecli and Pains's answer, 
I apprehend that Pul staffs reply should bo interiogntively, — 'In buckram ?*:*’ 
and. so Cnpoll printed it. 


P. 391. ('5) 

"thou HOlt-puteil fool, than whoreson, of cate, yieasy ialhw-hcech,— ' 

Ilerc Iho old copies have “knotfcy-jwite/,”— which the modern editors mtniii 
but I quite agree with Douce that it is an error of the scuibc or compositor. 
“ Til 0 word,'* ho remarks, “ should be changed without scruple to nolt-pated, 
1 . c. polled or cropped. Thu Prince had a little before bestowed the same 
epithet on the Drawer [no,— the Prince, at p, 390, any a 1 0 the Zb timer, and 
speaking, it would seem, of Palstaff, “Wilt thou 10 b this Jcntlicm-jorkm, 
oiystnl-button, iwtt-pated,” &c.]. In tliis placo it may refer to the practice of 
nicking or ciopping naturals, ” llhst of Shakespeare, 1 . 427. Sac also Rich- 
ardson’s Diet sub Nolted, Nottfiead , Nottdicaded, Nott-pated.— Iloro too (he 
old copies liavo “ tallow catoh which wo may prosumo is merely a variety 
of spelling. In tlio See. Part of Henry IV. act ii, sc. 1, Mrs. Quickly talks 
of “goodwifo Keicl 1 , the butcher's wife;” nnd in Henry VIII , act 1 . sc, l, 
Buckingham says of Wolscy, — 

11 1 wonder 

That such a heech can with Ins very bulk 
TitW itp ttrt wyh •&’ \h ft WmAwtA m, 

And I {.rep it fioin tho earth,” 


P 393. ( 1(1 ) “you bound them , mid ww masters of [heir wealth,— Mark 
now, how a plain talc shall put yon down.'* 

The old copies hnvo “and bound them ” See.— Hero Malone and sonic others 
prefer tho lection, "how plain n talei" hut it is manifestly wrong. 


P, 397. (* 7 ) “ I ictrs not ini etirdc’s in fan in (7m waist, 1 ” 

Tlio old copies havo “ — — an eiitjles talent,” &n, — “ talent 1 ’ being an old form 
of “ talon.” compare Zeue’s Xafiuui’s lost, act iv, ac. 2, where it is absolutely 
necessary to retain that form, — “If a talent bo a claw, look how lie claws him 
with n talent.” In tbo present passage, however, I think it better to print, 
VOL, III. a G 
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With tlm modern editor*}, “ tahn .*" — and compiuo the folio in Stic. Part or 
Henry VL net iii. sc. 2, — 

“la Bcanford team’d a Kyto ? whore are his Tallons?" 
mid 5n 'Third P art of Henry VL net i. ic, 4,— 

“ So Danes do peek tlio Fmilcous piercing Tallons'' 

P. 30V. ( ia ) “ udwit, ft plague, cull you him? — 

Pain, 0, Glcndoitier . 

Pal. Owen, Oiocn,—tJic same," &c. 

Here, according to Henry the Fourth printed from ft contemporary manuscript 
for the Slinkospctuc See., Points! replies ” Owen Glendowcr and the editor 
of that Ms. (lutvod pi. xvlU.) obsmvea, “ it is easy to sen dll', moat he the cor- 
rect reading from FalstniFs answer. Tho error is ono easily made, initials 
being constantly written for Christian names* Besides, nn exclamation from 
Poins would he out of plnco.” On the contrary, I think that PnlsfafTs answer 
tlocidedly proves the old text to ho right . Pointz gives tlio "Welshman's siu- 
nnino; and Falstaft’ adds Ilia Christian name. Nor is the <( O" to Jio con- 
sidered ns " ail exclamation- 1 ’ — it is a slight interjection very naturally used 
oil such an. occasion, (I am much mistaken if the editor of the Ms. just men- 
tioned has not h}' this time changed his opinion concerning its critical value, 
and does not now Bee that its variations from the printed copies have not even 
tho shadow of nuthovity to recommend them,) 

P, 399* ( M ) 11 my frrst/id queen," &c. 

Th© old copies havo "my trustful queen* &c.— Tho alteration, — ail almost in- 
evitable ono, — was made by liowo, 

P. 401. (*) “never call a true piece of gold a counterfeit: thou ml essen- 
tially mad, without seeming so," 

The old copies have 11 than art essentially made, without" &c. — I give tho 

usual modern reading of this obscure pnssngc. (Cupel I very coolly printed 
“ ft coun terfeit. if thou dost, (ton art essentially mad,” &o.) 


P, 40t, ( w ) “ [ Exeunt all except the Prince and Poinlz" 

IIoi'o tlio 4 to 3 havo no stage-direction: the folio 1ms "HvitP According to 
nil tho old copies, tho subsequent conversation about Pals tuff and llio contents 
ofbis pockets takes plncc between tho Princo and 11 Ik 1 to but, as Johnson 
saw, the latter name h undoubtedly a mistake for “ Pomtz"—" Pc(o ia again 
printed elsewhere for Poms in this play (towards the close of not iii, — "(in, 
Peto, to hoi sc,” &c.], probably iVun a P. only being used m the Me. 1 What 
Imd Pcto done* (Dr. Johnson observes) ‘ to be trusted with the plot against 
Fill staff? Pinna hns tho Prince's confidence, anil is a man of courage. This 
alteration clears the whole difficulty, limy all loLncd but Poins, \\ ho, wUh tho 
Prince, having Only lobbed the robbers, had no need to conceal himself fiom 
tho travellers.’ ” JLilonb. 
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P '10.1. ( a ) “ as often as,’ 1 Ssc. 

The oM copies have 11 as oft as," 8cc, 


r. 407. ( 21 ) "I’ll haste the writer, and withal &c. 

StoovenaV vending (ice tlio passages atfd in his note and in Malone's ad /.) is 
ft very probable one,— 

“I'll in and haste the wtiter, and withal f Sec- 


P. 407. (‘0 “ As a tir'd horse, a railing wife," 

Tliis lino lias Leon variously amended by the modern editors,— 
" Aft a tir’d fun so, oy as n i tiding wife," 

“ ;is is a tir&d horse, a tailing wife," 


P. 408. ( J,i ) "In faith , mi/ lord, you are too ivdfirf-blame," Sic, 

Though Mr. Collier’s Ms. Corrector, Dr, Johnson, and Mr. Sydney Walker 
lire all dissatisfied with " loo ivdful-bhimcf I have not the slightest doubt that 
it is the phraseology of Shakespeare. 


P, <108. ( K ) ‘ l that pretty Welsh 

Which thou pour' si down from these welling heavens," & c, 

Tho old copios hayo ff these swelling licauensf &a: but I adopt, without 

hesitation, the rending of Mr. Collier's Ms. Corrector. “ The defect of har- 
mony in this lino injures me to suppose (with Sir T* ITnutnov) that our autlior 
originally wrote, 4 Which Ihon ponr’st down from these tine/ &c." StewvebS. 
(Pope first inserted "two/’) — The lino ceitninly halts \ but the more recent 
editors rather injiuo than improve the metro by printing "/wurest/’ 


P. *109, ( 3T ) 

“ Gland She bids you on the wanton rushes hy you down,” &c. 

The light reading and annngonient would seem to be,— 

" Glcnd. She bids gait 
Upon the wanton rashes lay yon donm," See. 


1*. 4u. (-») 41 and the soul of cvcty wan 

I'uiphcticulhf does foralhinh thy fall" 

Tlio old copies have "■ do foicthmh,” &e,s and perhaps rightly,— for 

Shakespeare may have considered n every mm" a 4 ! u plural. (Wo have 
alvamly had several examples of a verb plural following a uomixia.ti.vo $.ca- 
gular when a genitive plural intervenes ) 
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F, 420. ( 2fl ) 11 Go, Pointz, to horse” &c. 

The old copies have “Go, Ihito, iohotsef S.C. Soo note ( ,| ), — 'Theobald im 
tlv\ucd this speech to pinsc, fiom the fonuncneemont to “then’ fiu'nituua.” 
Douoo would Imvo the prose* cud a little cm her,— with "in the nfttnioun/’ 


I 1 , 42] . ( 3D ) 11 Ills fatten hear his maul, not 7, mj hid,” 

The two first -Uns hit vc “-iVot I w/ ramdj” the Inter edg, “ Not / his mind.”— 
Cnpcll made the present collection, which is fully confirmed by tlio contort. 


F. 422. ( flI ) u for therein should we tend 

The very bottom and the soul of hope” See, 

With this pnssngo conjecture bus been very busy, — filtering 11 read" to 
“risque," to “ trend,” to “dure," and to “roach." but the notes of Steovciis 
anil Malone ad l will show that the old lection is not to be hastily changed, 


T\ 423. (f) “ AH fat aish'd, all at a } utS{ 

AU phon’d hhe extndyes that wuuj the wind) 

Bated I the cafes havrnj lately bath'd,” &c 

The old copies have with the mndf'—a, verb, to all apncnramie, lying 

concealed under’ “with" — 1 adopt the vending of Howe, >l wiiuj the it uadf 
(winch in. the notes to tlio Vauerum Shahetpcaie Is called “ }h\ Johnson a 
emendation”), not only bee mi sc Hint reading' n fiords n clear and good meaning, 
but because it is far from lmprobnble (but “ irhif/” might lime been mi&tibhcil 
by u transcriber or compositor I'm “uilli,” m which wokI, in tlio lumiiwnLing 
of tlio poet’s time, Iho hoiul of the h is dI'Ilii found curvieil below tlio line — 
“Billed,” ns Malone observes, would seem to be used here for "Jhvtnig,” — llni 
pnssiro for the netwe participle ■ so Shtikiv-ipfauc has “delighted” lor " delight- 
ing, “ “defoliat'd" for “ deforming,” Sio.~-Thci(‘ is a doublo cuinpimsoD — tlio 
Prince and his followers me compared fivst to osluehos, and ftrnoiully to 
eagles. — In wlmt sensn the ostrich may l»n hiiid to “ winy the wind,” we live 
beautifully told by Clniuliau, — who, if ho was a native or Alexandria, might 
uot have hull to tiust entnoly to Ins limey for u pictuic, which indeed bus 
quite the nil’ of having been taken from the life, 

“ VrMil vehit Libyio vciuintiim vorubiis ales 
Cum prenutui, cabiUs eiirsu tiansnnttit arenas, 

1 h (jnc mod not vch sinuatis Jlnminc paints 

Pufaciidcntii volutf III Eii tiop. ii. 310. 

(The latent editors have " restored” the old rending, and arc pci Bundl'd that 
tliey have lendurod it intelligible by printing, 

“like esiudges I lint with tlio wind 
Ilil toil,-” 

a construction wlncli, it is evident, was never intended by the author, Who 
in that euso Mould most ajsgiimliy hav ci written “ Uatu,"^Ttve ahbuvihty of 
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Doneo's remarks on this passage is beyond boliof : ho labours to prove that 
by " csii idges" wO me not to understand ostriches but cstridge-falcon s ,^and 
that, too, in the* voiy face of the linos quotod by Sleovcns ad l, fiom, Drayton's 
Pofyolbion, Song 22, — 

"Piineu Eilivmd all in gold, ns ho great Jove had been, 

The Mount for els all in plumes, lifts cstridga, were seen.” 

And soo lliahardson’s Dint, sub Eslnch.) 


P, 424. ( 3i ) ,£ Cl>i«c, let take a muster speedily ” 

So till tho 4tos and tho folio. — Mr. Grant White, in fi work just published, 
Shahcspcards Scholar, &o p 317, Either boldly maintains that u take" is a 
mispi int, and that it should bo altered (as Malone and some others altered it) 
to l< nmko ." 


P. 425 ( :sl ) " SuHon-Cop-hll” 

So all tho old copies, — The moio reocnL editors (Mr. Knight oxcopEctl) altor 
the nanio to “ ^aftwi-Colfiold ” 

P. 420. ( 35 ) “ Thera's but a ska I," &c 

Tho old copies have " T/iere’s not ti start," &e. 

P, 427. ( ar >) 

"As you, my huh or any Scot that this thy lives." 

Shakespeare 1ms occasionally lines of twelve syllables* but here probably tho 
nords " this day" are an interpolation; for, ns Meson observes, they weaken 
tho sense, 

P. 431. ( J 0 "bosky full !'* 

Here the modern editors retain, with tlio old copies, tho spelling " husky.” 
(“Milton wutes Lhe word, perhaps more properly, bosky." Stbiivexs,— who 
appears to have forgotten that, in The Tempest, not iv. se. 1, tho folio 1ms “my 
bos hie ncios,” &c.) 

P. 435 ( 3S ) 

“ What is honour ? a wqkI. 1 Vhat is that word, honour ? air." 

So tho 4Lo of 1(113 and Lho folio- — -Malone and Ml. Collier, alrnngo to say, 
print, with tltci two cnrliesL -ltos, “1 Vhat is honoit? 1 A word. What is in that 
word, honom '? What is lluit honour 'i Air." 

P. -135. (*) 

" Suspicion all our lives shall be stuck full of eyes," &o. 

So Howe (in his seo. ed. 17 l*f).— Tho old copies have “ Supposition, all our 
Uuc&f &c» 
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P. 137. ('“) “ Ujmn hujullna," 

Tho old copies liavo 11 On /us follies f 

r. 438. (<* 

“ Foi , heaven lo earth, some of ns never & ft a Ilf See. 

On tho very improper alteration nnido hero by Mi. Collier's Ms, Corrector, 
“ , I*'oi'o heaven and earth f &c,, — sco my Few Notes, &c. p, 0 1. 

1 J . 438. («) 

“Blunt. js thy name , that in the battle thus 

Thou crassest Me ? 3 

Tlio old copies lmvo “ that in buttk tkusf &c ; mid Mr. Collier and Mr, 

Knight follow them . but (putting’ tlio metro out of tba question) tho reply of 
Douglas would bo alone sufficient to show that “ ike’ 3 luis been accidentally 
omitted, — 

“Know, then, my name is Dougins, 

And I do haunt tlieo in the buttle thus,” &c, 

1\ 439. ( n ) “ The king hath many mashing in his coats ” 

Tho old copies have “ nmrchmg in his coats but Mr. Collier’s Ms. Cor- 

rector has undoubtedly recovered tlio tvuo reading by substituting “mashing" 
for “ mm oiling.” (In Toiiifwfainc, Fait First, net y . sc 2, a lino used to 
stand thus, — 

“And match in cottnges of atrowed reeds,” — * 
till, in my ed of Marlowe’s Works, vol, i, 90, 1 altered “much" to “mask.”) 

P, 440. («) 

“Whose deaths are unievcncfd: I prithee, lend mo thy swotdf 

The 4tos inii'a “7 J’fasv eha/h ate yet Catatetigd; I p/v&rc AW me tfttj mt.ortl ” 
—'-Tho folio lm r i c< 1 Vl u\se deaths cue wiumcny’tl, Prcthy (end me thy sicoi d - 
but tho Prince in hia next speech lopimta u I prithee, luul me thy t>wovd,” — 
(Qy did Shakespeare write ofiiwf tojs, 

11 Whoso deaths ns yet am umuveng’d I pi Itheo, 

Lend me thy swoid” ?) 
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Doll Teawsiiekt. 


Lords and Attendants , Porter, Drawers, Bendles, Grooms, &c, 

Rumour, tliu Presenter 
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KING HBNBT IV. 


INDUCTION. 

JVark worth. Before Northumberland's Castle. 

Buter Rumour, painted full of tongues. 

Rum . Open your ears ; for which of you will stop 
The vent of homing when loud Rumour speaks ? 

I, from tlio orient to the drooping west, 

Making the wind my post-horse, still unfold 
The acts commenced on thia hall of earth : 

Upon my tongues continual slanders ride, 

The which in every language I pronounce, 

S fcufling the ears of men with false reports, 

I speak of peace, while covert enmity, 

Under the smile of safety, wounds the world : 

And who hut Rumour, who hut only I, * 

Make fearful musters and prepar’d defence, 

"Whilst the big year, swoln with some other grief, 
la thought with clnlti'uy the stern tyrant war, 

And no such matter ? Rumour^ is a pipe v 
Blown by surmises, jealousies, conjee Lures; 

And of so easy and so plain a stop, 

That the blunt monster ^vith uncounted heads, 

The still-discordant waging fimfedtucle, 

Can play upon it. But what need I thus 

My well-known body to anatomize 

Among my household ? * Why is Rumour here l 

I run before King Harry's victory j 

Who, in a bloody held by Shrewsbury, 

Hath beaten down young Hotspur and bis troops, 
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Quenching the flame of bold rebellion 
Even with the rebels' blood. But what mean I 
To speak so true at first ? my office is 
To noise abroad, that Harry Monmouth fell 
Under the wrath of noble Hotspur’s sword ; 

And that tho king before the Douglas’ rage 
S Loop’d his anointed head as low as death. 

This have I rumour’d through the peasant towns ( ] ) 

Between that royal field of Shrewsbury 
And this worm-oaten hold of ragged stone, 

Where Hotspur’s father, old Northumberland, 

Lies crafty-siclc : the posts come tiring on, 

And not a man of them brings other news 

Than they have loarn'd of me : from Humour's tongues 

They bring smooth comforts false, worse than true wrongs. 

[Exit, 


ACT I. 

Scene I. The same . 

Enter Lord Baudolpii, 

L. Bard, Who keeps the gate here, ho ? 

Enter Porter. 

Where is tho earl ? 

Tort, What shall I say you arc ? 

L , Bard, Tell thou tho earl 

That the Lord Bai’dolplv doth attend him here, 

Fort. His lordship is walk'd forth into the orchard: 
Please it your honour, knock but at the gate, 

And he himself will answer. 

L. Bard. Hero comes the carl. [Exit Porter. 

Enter No it tii u ji n e ul a no . 

North. What news, Lord Bardolpli ? every minute now 
Should be the father of some stratagem : 

The times arc wild; contention, like a horse 
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Full of high feeding, madly hath broke loose, 

And bears down all before him. 

L. Bat'd, Noble earl, 

I bring you certain news from Shrewsbury. 

North, Good, an God will ! 

L . Bard, As good as heart can wish : — * 

The king is almost wounded to the death ; 

And, in the fortune of my lord your son, 

Prince Harry slain outright ; and hoth the Blunts 
ICill’d by the hand of Douglas j young Prince John 
And "Westmoreland and Stafford fled the field; 

And Harry Monmouth's brawn, the hulk Sir John, 

Is prisoner to your son ; O, such a day, 

So fought, so follow’d, and so fairly won, 

Came not till now to dignify the times, 

Since Cmsar’s fortunes ! 

Not th . How is this deriv'd ? 

Saw yon the field ? came you from Shrewsbury ? 

L. Bard. I spake with one, my lord, that came from thence, 
A gentleman well bred and of good name, 

That freely render'd me these news for true. 

North. Here comos my servant Travers, whom I sent 
On Tuesday last to listen after news. 

L. Bard. My lord, I over-rode him on the way ; 

And he is furnish’d with no certainties 
More than he haply may retail from me. 


flnter 'Travers. 

North, Now, Travers, what good tidings come with you ? 
Tra. My lord, Sir John TJinf revile turnM me back 
With joyful tidings ; and, being better hors'd, 

Out-rodo me. After hitn came spurring hard 
A gentleman, almost forspent with speed. 

That stopp’d by me to breathe his bloodied house. 

Ho ask’d the way to Chester ; and of him 
I did demand what nows from Shrewsbury ; 

He told me that rebellion had bad luck. 

And that young Harry Percy’s spur was cold. 

With that, lve gave his able horse the head, 
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AjkI, bending forward, struck his tuWed heels 
Against the panting sides of his poor jade 
Up to the rowel-head; and. starting so. 

He seem’d in running to devour the way, 

Staying no longer question. 

North Ha ! — Again : 

Said he young Harry Percy's spur was cold ? 

Of Hotspur, coldspur ? that rebellion 
Had met ill luck ? 

L. Bard. My lord, I'll tell you what ; 

If my young lord your son have not the day, 

Upon mine honour, far a sillccn point 
I'll give my barony ; never talk of it. 

North* Why should the gentleman that rode by Travers 
Give, then, such instances of loss ? 

L. Bard. Who, he ? 

He was some Inkling fellow, that had stolen 
The horse he rode on j and, upon my life, 

Spoke at a venture.' — Hook, here comes more news. 

Enter MoM'OK 

North* Yea, this man's hrow, like to a title-leaf, 
Foretells the nature of a tragic volume : 

So looks the stvnnd,( 2 ) whereon the imperious flood 
Hath left a witness’d usurpation. — 

Say, Morton, didst thou come from Shrewsbury ? 

Mar. I ran from Shrewsbury, my noble lord ; 

Where baleful death put on l\is ugliest mask 
To fright our party. 

North. IIow doth niy son and brother ? 

Thou tremblest ; and the whiteness in thy cheek 
Is apter than thy tongue to tell thy errand. 

Even such a man, so faint, so spiritless, 

So dull, so dead in look, so woe-begone, 

Drew Priam's curtain in the dead of night, 

And would have told him half his Troy was buttl'd; 

But Priam found the ihe ore ho his tongue, 

And I my Percy’s death ere thou report's! it. 

This thou wouldst say,- — Your son <lid thus and thus ; 
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Your brother thus \ so fought the noble Douglas ; 
Stopping my greedy car with their bold deeds : 

But in the end, to stop mine ear indeed. 

Thou hast a sigh to blow away this praise, 

Ending with — brother, son, and all are dead. 

Mor. Douglas is living, and your broLlier, yet ; 

But, for my lord your son,— 

North . Why, ho is dead. 

See what a ready tongue suspicion hath ! 

Ho that hut fears the thing lie would not know 
Hath hy instinct knowledge from others' eyes 
That what lie fear'd is chanced. ( 3 ) Yet speak, Morton ; 
Tell thou thy earl his divination lies. 

And I will take it as a sweet disgrace, 

And make thee rich for doing me such wrong, 

Mor . You are too great to be by me gainsaid : 

Your spirit is too true, yonr fears Loo certain, 

North. Yet, for all this, say not that Percy's dead. 

I see a strange confession in thine eye : 

Thou shnk'st thy head, and hold’s t it fear or sin 
To speak a trulh, If he be slain, say so ; 

The tongue offends not that reports his death : 

And he doth sin that doth belie the dead ; 

Not he which says the dead is not alive. 

Yet the first bringer of unwelcome news 
Hath but a losing office j and bis tongue 
Sounds ever after os a sullen boll, 

Remember'd kn oiling a departing friend. 

L. Bard. I cannot think, my lord, your son is dead. 
Mor. I am sorry I should force you to believe 
That which I would to God I had not seen ; 

But these mine eyes saw him in bloody state, 

Rendering faint quittance, wearied and outbroath'd, 

To Harry Monmouth ; whose swift wrath beat down 
The never-daunted Percy to the earth, 

From whence with life lie never more sprung up. 

In few, his death (whose spirit lent a fire 
Even to the dullest peasant in his camp) 

Being bruited once, took fire and heat away 
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li'om the beat-temper'd courage in his troops*, 

Lor from liis metal was his party steel’d ; 

Which once in Iiim abated, all tho rest 
Turn’d on themselves, like dull and heavy lead : 

And as the tiling that’s heavy in itself, 

Upon enforcement flics with greatest speed. 

So did our men, heavy in Hotspur’s loss, 

Lend to this weight such lightness with their fear, 

That arrows fled not swifter toward their aim 
Than did our soldiers, aiming at their safety, 

I'fly from the held. Then was that noble Worcester 
Too soon ta’cn prisoner ; and that furious Scot, 

The bloody Douglas, whose well-labouring sword 
Had three times slain the appearance of the king, 

Gan vail his stomach, and chd grace the sliamo 
Of those that turn’d their hacks ; and in liis flight, 
Stumbling in fear, was took. The sum of all 
Is, that the king hath won ■, and hath sent out 
A speedy power to encounter you, my lord. 

Under the conduct of young Lancaster 
And Westmoreland. This is the news at full. 

North. Lor this I shall have time enough to mourn- 
In poison there is physic; and these news, 

Having been well, that would have made me sick, 

Being’ sick, lmvo in some measure made mo well : 

And as the wretch, whose fcvov-wcakcu'd joints, 

Like strengfhlcss hinges, buckle under life. 

Impatient of his fit, breaks like a fire 
Out of his keeper’s arms ; even so my limbs. 

Weaken’d with grief, being now enrag’d with grief, 

Arc thrice themselves. Hence, therefore, thou nice crutch 
A scaly gauntlet now, with joints of steel, 

Must glove this hand : and hence, thou sickly quoif l 
Thou art a guard too wanton for the. head 
Which princes, flesh’d with conquest, aim to hit. 

Now bind my blows with iron ; and approach 
The ragged’s t hour that time and spite dare bring 
To frown upon the enrag’d Northumberland ! 

Let heaven kiss earth ! now Icl not Nature’s hand 
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Keep the wild Hood confin’d I let order die ! 

And let this world no longer be a stage 
To feed contention in a lingering act ; 

But let one spirit of the first-born Cain 
Reign in all bosoms, that, each heart being set 
On bloody courses, the rude scene may end, 

And darkness he the burier of the dead ! 

Tm. This strained passion doth you wrong, my lord. 

It, Bard, Sweet earl* divorce not wisdom from your honour* 
Mor. The lives of all your loving complices 
Lean on your health ; tho which, if you give o’er 
To stormy passion, must perforce decay. 

You cast the event of war, nay noble lord. 

And summ’d the account of chance, before you said, 

Let us make head. It was your presunnise, 

That, in the dole of blows, your son might drop ; 

You knew he walk’d o’er perils on an edge. 

More likely to fall in than to get o’er; 

You wore advis’d his ilesli was capable 
Of wounds and scars, and that his forward spirit 
Would lift him where most trade of danger rang’d: 

Yet did you say, Gro forth } and none of this, 

Though strongly apprehended, could restrain 
Tho stiff-borne action : what hath, then, befallen, 

Or what hath this bold enterprise brought forth, 

More than that being which was like to be ? 

L, BarcL We all that are engaged to this loss 
Knew that we ventur'd on such dangerous seas, 

That if we wrought out life, 'twfts ten to one ; 

And yet we ventur'd, for the gain propos’d 
Clink'd the respect of likely peril fear’d ; 

And since we arc o’erset, venture again. 

Come, we will all put forth, body and goods. 

Mor. ’Tis more than time : and, my most noble lord, 

I hear for certain, and do speak tho truth, 

The gentle Archbishop of York ia up) 

With well-appointed powers: he is a man 
Who with a double surety binds his followers. 

My lord your son had only hut the corpse'^ 1 ) 
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But shadows and the shows of men, to fight ; 

3? or tlmt same word, rebellion, tlicl divide 
The action of their bodies from their souls ; 

And they did fight with queasiness, constrain’d, 

As men clrink potions ; that their weapons only 
Seem’d on our side, hut, for their spirits and souls, 

This word, rebellion, il bad froze them up, 

As fish are in a pond. But now the bishop 
Turns insurrection to religion : * 

Suppos’d sincere and holy in Ins thoughts, 

He’s follow'd both with body and with mind ; 

And doth enlarge his rising with the blood 

Of fair King Richard, scrap'd from Pomfret stones; 

Derives from heaven his quarrel and his cause; 

Tells them he doth bestride tv bleeding land. 

Gasping for life under great Bolin gbroke \ 

And more and less do flock to follow him. 

North, I knew of this before ; but, to speak truth, 

This present grief bad wip’d it from my mmd. 

Go in wiLh me ; and counsel every man 
The aptest way for safety and revenge : 

Get posts and letters, and make friends with speed,— 

Never so few, and never yet more need. [Exeunt. 


Scenb II, London. A street. 

Enter PalstafF, ivith his Page hearing his sword and 

luckier. 

Fill. Sirrah, you giant, what says the doctor to my water ? 
Page. He said, sir, the water itself was a good healthy 
water j but, for the party that owed it, lie might havo more 
diseases than lie knew for. 

Fal. Men of all sorts take a pride to gird at mo: the 
brain of this foolish-com poiuiclecl clay, man, is not able 1 to 
invent any thing dial tends to laughter, more than l invent or 
is invented on me • I am not only witty in myself, hut tho 
cause that wit is in other men. I do hero walk before thee 

ft 
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like a sow that hath overwhelmed all her litter but one, If 
the prince put thee into my service for any other reason than 
to set me off, why then I have no judgment. Thou whore- 
son mandrake, thou art fitter to he worn in my cap than to 
wait at my heels. I was never maimed with an agate till 
now : but I will set you neither in gold nor silver, but in 
vile apparel, and send you bade again to your master, for 
a jewel, — the juvenal, the prince your master, whose chin 
is not yet fledged, I will sooner have a heard grow in the 
palm of my hand than he shall get one on liis cheek ; and 
yet he will not stick to say his face is a face -royal God 
may finish it when he will, it is not a hair amiss yet: he may 
keep it still as a facc-royal, for a barber shall never earn six- 
pence out of it; and yet he will he crowing as if lie had writ 
mau ever since his father was a bachelor, lie may keep liis 
own grace, hut ho is almost out of mine, I can assme him. — 
"What said Master Dumbleton about the satin for my short 
cloak and my slops ? 

Page. lie said, sir, you should procure him better assur- 
ance than Bardolph ; he would not take liis bond and yours ; 
he liked not the security. 

Pal. Let him be damned, like the glutton ! may his tongue 
he hotter ! — A whoreson Achitophel ! a rascally yea-forsooth 
knave 1 to hear a gentleman in hand, and than stand upon 
security ! — The whoreson smooth-pates do now wear nothing 
but high shoes, and bunches of keys at their girdles ; and if a 
man is through with them in honest taking-up, then they 
must stand upon security. Iliad as lief they would put rats- 
bane in my mouth as offer to stop it with security. I lobked 
he should have sent me two-and-Lwenty yards of satin, as I am 
a true knight, and he sends me security. Well, he may sleep 
in security ; for he hath the horn of abundance, and the 
lightness of his wife shines through it: and yet cannot ho 
see, though he have his own lantern to light him, — Where's 
Bardolph ? (/ 

Page. lie’s gone into Smith field to buy your worship a hors&r 

Pal, I bought him in Paul’s, and he’ll buy me a horse ut 
Smithficld: an I could get me but a wife in the stews, I were 
manned, horsed, and wived. 

VOL. in. 


n ti 
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Page. Sir, here comes Hie nobleman that committed the 
prince for striking him about Bardolpli. 

Fal. Wait close ; I will not see him. 

Fuller the Lord Chief-Justice and cm Attendant. 

Ch. Just . What’s he that goes there ? 

Atten. TalstaiF, an’t please your lordship* 

Ch. Just. He that was in question for the robbery ? 

Atten . He, my lord: but he hath since done good ser- 
vice at Shrewsbury ; and, as I hear, is now going with some 
charge to tho Lord John of Lancaster. 

Ch. Just. What, to York 1 Call him back again. 

Atten, Sir John Falstaff! 

Fal. Boy, tell him I am deaf. 

Page. You must speak louder ; my master is deaf. 

Ch. Just. I am sure he is, to the hearing of any thing 
good. “Go, pluck him by the elbow; I must speak with him. 

Atten, Sir John, — 

Fal. What! a young knave, and Legging! Is there not 
wavs? is there not employment ? doth not the king lack sub- 
jects? do not the rebels need soldiers ? Though it be a shame 
to be on any side but one, it is worse shamo to beg than to 
be on the worst side, were it worse than the name of rebel- 
lion can tell how to make it. 

Atten. You mistake me, sir. 

Fal. Why, sir, did I say you were an honest man ? sot- 
ting my knighthood and my soldiership aside, I had lied in 
my throat, if I had said so. 

Atten. I pray yon, sir, then set your knighthood and your 
soldiership aside ; and give me leave to tell you, you lie in 
your throat, if you say I am any other than an honest man. 

Fal. I give thec leave to tell me so ! I lay aside that 
which grows to me ! If thou gettest any leave of me, hang 
me; if thou talcest leave, thou wert better ho hanged. You 
hunt-counter, hence ! avaunt ! 

Atten. Sir, my lord would speak with you. 

Ch. Just. Sir John Talstalf, a word with you. 

Fal. My good lord ! — God give your lordship good lime 
of day. I am glad to see your lordship abroad : I heard say 
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jour lordship was side ; I hope your lordship goes abroad by- 
advice. Your lordship, though not clean past your youth, 
heath yet some smack of age in you, some relish of the saltness 
of time ; and I most humbly beseech your lordship to have a 
reverend care of your health. 

Ch. Just. Sir John, I sent for you before your expedition 
to Shrewsbury. 

Fal. An’t please you? lordship, I hear his majesty is re- 
turned with some discomfort from Wales. 

Ch. Just. 1 talk not of his majesty: — you would not come 
when I sent for you. 

Fal. And I hear, moreover, his highness is fallen into this 
same whoreson apoplexy. 

Ch. Just. Well, God mend him ! — I pray you, let me 
speak with you. 

Fal. This apoplexy is, as I take it, a kind of lethargy, 
an 't please your lordship j a kind of sleeping in tile hlood, a 
whoreson tingling*. 

Ch. Just. What tell you. me of it ? he it as it is. 

Fal. It hath its original from much grief, from study, 
aiicl perturbation of the brain : I have read the cause of his 
effects in Galen : it is a kind of deafness: 

Ch. Just. I think you are fallen into the disease; for you 
hear not what I say to you, 

Fal. Very well, my lord, very well: rather, an’t please 
you, it is the disease of not listening, the malady of not mark- 
ing, that, I am troubled withal. 

Ch. Just. To punish you "by the "heels would amend the 
attention of your ears ; and I care not if I do become your 
physician. . 

Fal. I am as poor as Job, my lord, but not so patient: 
*your lordship may minister the potion of imprisonment to 
me in respect of poverty ; but how I should be your patient 
to follow your prescriptions, the wise may make some dram- 
of a scfruple, or, indeed, a scruple itself. 

Ch. Just. I scut for you, when there were matters against 
you for your life, to come speak with me. 

Fal. As I was then advised by my learned Counsel in the 
laws of this land-service, I did not conic. 
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Ch. Just. Well, the truth is, Sir John, you live in great 
infamy. 

Fal. Ho that buckles him in my holt cannot live in less. 

Cl i. Just. Your means are very slender, and your waste is 
great. 

Fal. I would it were otherwise j I would my means were 
greater, and my waist slenderer. 

Ch. Just . You have misled the youthful prince. 

Fal. The young prince hath misled me : I am the fellow 
with tlie great hclly, and he my dog. 

Ch. Just. Well, I am loth to gall a new-healed wound*, 
your day's service at Shrewsbury hath a little gilded over 
your night’s exploit on G'ads-hill : you may thank the un- 
quiet time for your quiet o’er-posting that action. 

Fal. My lord, — 

Ch. Just . But since all is well, keep it so : wake not a 
sleeping wolf. 

Fal, To wake a wolf is as had as to smell a fox. 

Ch. Just. What l you are as a candle, the better part 
burnt out. 

Fal. A wassail candle, my lord; all tallow: if X did say 
of wax, my growth would approve the truth. 

Ch. Just. There is not a white hair on your face but 
should have his effect of gravity. 

Fal. His effect of gravy, gravy, gravy. 

Ch. Just. You follow the young prince up and down, like 
his ill angel. 

Fal. Not so, my lord} your ill angel is light; but T hope 
he that looks upon me will take me without weighing : and yet, 
in some respects, I grant, I cannot go : — I cannot toll. Virtue 
is of so little regard in these costermonger tunes, that true 
valour is turned bear-herd < pregnancy is made a tapster, and 
hath his quick wit wasted in giving reckonings : all the other 
gifts appertinent to man, as the malice of this age shapes them, 
are not worth a gooseberry. You that arc old consider not the 
capacities of us that are young j you measure the heat of our 
livers with the bitterness of your galls v and wo that are in 
the vawnrd of our youth, I must confess, are wags too. 

Ck. Just. Do you set down your name in the scroll of 
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youth, that are written down old with all the characters of 
age ? Have you not a moist eye ? a dry hand ? a yellow 
check ? a white heard ? a decreasing leg 1 an increasing belly? 
is not your voice broken ? your wind short ? your chin 
double ? your wit single ? and every part about you blasted 
witli antiquity ? and will you yet call yourself young ? Fie, 
fie, fie. Sir John ! 

Fal. My lord, 1 was born about three of the clock in the 
afternoon, with a white head and something a round belly, 
For my voice, — I have lost it with hollaing, and singing of 
anthems. To approve my youth further, I will not; the 
truth is, I am only old in judgment and understanding; 
and he that will caper with me for a thousand marks, let 
him lend me the money, and have at him. For the box of 
the ear that the prince gave you, — bo gave it like a iude 
prince, and you took it like a sensible lord. I have checked 
him for it ; and the young lion repents, — marry, not in ashes 
and sackcloth, hut in new silk and old sack. 

Ch. Just. Well, God send the prince a Letter compa- 

nion ! 

Fal. God send the companion a better piince ! I cannot 
rid my hands of him. 

Ch. Just. Well, the king hath severed you and Prince 
Harry : I hear you are going with Lord John of Lancaster 
against the Archbishop and the Earl of Northumberland. 

Fal. Yea; I thank your pretty sweet wit for it. But look 
you, pray, all you that kiss my lady Peace at home, that our 
armies join not in a hot clay ; for, by the Lord, I take but 
two shirts out with me, and I mean not to sweat extraordi- 
narily: if it be a hot day, ail I "brandish any thing but my 
bottle, I would I might never spit white again. There is not 
a dangerous action can peep out his head, but I am thrust 
upon it: well, I cannot last ever: but it was alway yet the 
trick of our English nation, if they have a good tiling, to 
make it too common. If ye will needs say I am an old 
man, you should give me rest. I would to God, my name 
were not so terrible to the enemy as it is : I were better to 
be eaten to death with a rust than to bo scoured to nothing 
with perpclual motion. 
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Ch. Just. Well, be honest, be honest ; and God bless 
your expedition ! 

Fat Will your lordship lend me a thousand pound to 
furnish me forth ? 

Ch. Just. Not a penny, not a penny ; you arc too impa- 
tient to hear crosses. Faro you well : commend me to my 
cousin Westmoreland. [Exeunt Chief- Justice and Attendant. 

Fal. If I do, iillip me with a three-man beetle. — A man 
can no more separate age and. covetousness than lie can part 
young- limbs and lechery : hut the gout galls the one, and the 
pox pinches the other; and so both the diseases 0 prevent 
my curses. — Boy ! — 

Page. Sir? 

Fal. What money is in my purse 1 

Pago, Seven groats and two pence. 

Fal. I can got no remedy against this consumption of the 
purse : borrowing only lingers and lingers it out, but the dis- 
ease is incurable. — Go bear this letter to my Lord of Lancas- 
ter ; this to the prince ; this to the Earl of Westmoreland ; 
and this to old Mistress Ursula, whom I have weekly sworn 
to marry since I perceived the first white hair on my chin. 
About it; you know where to find me. [Exit Page .] A pox 
of this gout! or, a gout of this pox! for the one or the other 
plays the rogue with my great toe. It is no matter if I do 
halt ; I have the wars for my colour, and my pension shall 
seem the more reasonable, A good ivit will make use of any 
tiling : I will turn diseases to commodity. [Exit. 


Scene III. A room in the Archbishop of York's imlace. 

Enter the Archbishop, the Lords Hastings, MoWIiuay, and 

Bardolfii. 

Arch. Thus have you heard out cause and know our means; 
And, my most noble friends, I pray you all 
Speak plainly your opinions of our hopes : — - 
And first, lord marshal, what say you to it ? 

Mowb. I well allow the occasion of our anus ; 
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But gladly would be better satisfied 
How, in oul* means, we should advance ourselves 
To look with forehead bold and big enough 
Upon the power and puissance of the king. 

1 last. Our present musters grow upon the file 
To five-and-twenty thousand men of choice ; 

And our supplies livo largely in the hope 
Of great Northumberland, whose bosom bums 
With an incensed fire of injuries. 

L, Bard . The question, then, Lord Hastings, standeth 
tlms ; — 

Whether our present five-aud-twenty thousand 
May hold up head without Northumberland ? 

Hast, With him, we may. 

L. Bard. Ay, marry, there’s the point: 

But if without him we be thought too feeble, 

My judgment is, we should not step Loo far 
Till we liad liis assistance by the hand ; 

Tor, in a theme so hloody-fac’d as this, 

Conjecture, expectation, .and surmise 
Of aids incertain, should not be admitted. 

Arch, *Tis very true, Lord Bardolpli ; for, indeed, 

It was young Hotspur’s case at Shrewsbury. 

L. Bard, It was, my lord ; who lin’d himself with hope, 
Eating the air on promise of supply, 

Tlaltcr'mg himself with project of a power 
Much smaller than the smallest of his thoughts: 

And so, with great imagination, 

Proper to madmen, led his powers to death, 

And, winking, lcap’d into destruction. 

Hast, But, by your leave, it never yet did hurt 
To lay down likelihoods and forms of hope, 

L, Bard, Yes, in(°) this present quality of war ; — 
Indeed, Lho instant aclion, — a cause on foot, — 

Lives so in hope, as in an early spring 

We see the appearing buds ; which to prove fruit, 

Hope gives not so much warrant, as despair 

That frosts will bite them, When wo mean to build, 

We first survey the plot, then draw the model ; 
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And when wc see the figure of tho house, 

Then must we rate the cost of the erection ; 

Which if wo find outweighs ability, 

Wliat do wo then but draw anew the model 
In fewer offices, or at JeasL^) desist 
To build at all ? Much move, in this great work 
(Which is almost to pluck a kingdom down, 

And set another up) should we survey 
Tiie plot of situation and the model, 

Consent upon a sure foundation, 

Question surveyors, know our own estate, 

How able such a work to undergo. 

To weigh against bis opposite ; or else 
We fortify in paper and in figures. 

Using the names of men instead of men : 

Like one that draws the model of a house 
Beyond his power to build it ; who, half through, 

Gives o'er, and leaves his part-created cost 
A naked subject to the weeping clouds, 

And waste for churlish winter's tyranny, 

Hast. Grant tlml our hopes (yet likely of fair birth) 
Should he still-born, and that we now possess'd 
The utmost man of expectation ; 

I think we are a body strong enough, 

Even as we are, to equal with the king. 

L. Bai'd. What, is the king but iivc-and-twcnty thousand ? 

Hast. To ns no more; nay, not so much, Lord Bardolph. 
For his divisions, as the times do brawl, 

Are in three heads : one power against the French, 

And one against Glen dower ; perforce a third 
Must take up us : so is the unfirm king 
In three divided ; and his cofFers sound 
With hollow poverty and emptiness. 

Arch . That lie should draw his several strengths together, 
And come against us m full puissance. 

Need not be dreaded. 

Hast. If lie should do so, 

He leaves bis Lack unarm'd, the French mul Welsh 
Baying him at the hccla ; ( a ) never fear that. 
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L. Bard. Who is it like should lead Ills forces hither? 
Hast, The Duke of Lancaster and W estmoreland ; 
Against the Welsh, himself and Harry Monmouth; 

J3ut who is substituted 'gainst the French, 

I have no certain notice. 

sJrch. Let us on, 

And publish the occasion of our arms. 

The commonwealth is sick of their own choice ; 

Their over-greedy love hath surfeited : 

An habitation giddy and unsure 

Hath he that buildeth on the vulgar heart. 

0 thou fond many ! with what loud applause 
Didst thou beat heaven with blessing Bolingbroke, 

Before he was what thou wouldsfc have him be ! 

And being now triram'd in thine own desires, 

Thou, beastly feeder, art so full of him, 

That thou provolc’st thyself to cast lmn up. 

So, so, thou common dog, didst thou disgorge 
Thy glutton bosom of the royal llicbard ; 

And now thou wouldst eat thy dead vomit up, 

And howTsfc to find it. What trust is in these times ? 

They that, when Richard liv’d, would have him die, 

Are now become enamour’d on his grave : 

Thou, that tlirew’st dust upon his goodly head 
When through proud London he camo sighing oil 
After the admired heels of Rolingbroke, 

Criest now, “0 earth, yield us that king again, 

And take thou this !" O thoughts of men accurst! 

Past, and to conic, seems best; things present, worst. 

Mowb. Shall we go draw our numbers, and sot on ? 

Hast. Wc are time’s subjects, and time bids he gone. 

[Exeunt. 
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ACT II. 

Scene I. London, A street . 

Enter Hostess, Fang and Ms Boy with her, and Snake following. 

J/ost. Master Fang', have you entered the action 1 

Vang. It is entered. 

Host, Where ’s your yeoman ? Is it a lusty yeoman ? will 
he stand to it ? 

Hang, Sirrah, where’s Snaro ? 

1 Lost, 0 Lord, ay ! good Master Snare.( B ) 

Snare, Hero, here. 

Fang. Snare, wo must arrest Sir John Fal staff. 

Host. Yea, good Master Snare ; I have entered him and 
all. 

Snctic. It may chance cost some of us our lives, for he 
will stab. 

Host. Alas the day 1 take heed of him ; he stabbed me in 
mine own house, and that most beastly : in good faith, lie 
cares not what mischief he doth, if his weapon be out: he 
will foin like any devil; he will spare neither man, woman, 
nor child. 

Fang. If I can close with him, I care noL for his thrust. 

Host. No, nor I neither; I’ll be at your elbow. 

Fang. An I but fist him once ; an be come but within my 
vice,- — 

Hod. I am undone by his going ; I warrant you, ho is an 
infinitive tiling upon my score: — good Master Fang, hold 
him sure; — good Master Snare, let him not scape. He 
comes conthmantly to Pie-corner (saving your manhoods) to 
buy a saddle ; and lie is indited to dinner to the Lubber’s- 
liead in Lumbcrt-street, to Master Smooth’s the silknmn : I 
pray ye, since my exion ( l,) ) is entered, and my case so openly 
known to the world, lot him bo brought in to his answer. 
A hundred mark is along one( u ) for a poor lone woman to 
bear : and I have borne, and borne, and borne ; and have 
been fobbed off, and fubbetl off, and fubbed off, from Lhis 
day to that day, that it is a shame to be thought on. There 
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is no honesty in such dealing; unless a ■woman should be 
made an ass and a beast, to bear every knave’s wrong* — 
Yonder he conies; and that arrant malmsey -nose knave, Bar- 
dolph, with him. Do your offices, do your offices, Master 
Pang and Master Snare ; do me, do me, do mo your offices. 

Eater Palstaff, Page, and Baudolph. 

Fal. Plow now! whose mare's dead? what’s llie matter? 

Fang, Sir John, I arrest you at the suit of Mistress 
Quickly. 

Fal. Away, varlets ! — Draw, Bardolph : cut me off the 
villain’s head ; throw the quean in the channel. 

Host . Throw mo in the channel ! I'll throw thee in the 
channel. Wilt thou? wilt thou? thou bastardly rogue! — 
Murder, murder 1 O thou honey -suckle villain ! wilt thou 
kill God’s officers and the king’s? 0 thou honey-seed 
rogue ! thou art a honey-seed, a man-queller, and a woman- 
queller. 

Fal. Keep them oJT, Bardolph. 

Fang . A rescue ! a rescue ! 

Host, Good people, bring a rescue or two,— Thou wo't, 
wo’t thou ? tliou wo't, wo’t ta ? do, do, thou rogue ! do, thou 
hemp -seed 1 

Fail} 2 ) Away, you scullion! you lampallian ! you fus- 
tilariau ! I’ll tickle your catastrophe. 

Enter the Lord Chief- Justice, attended. 

Ch. Fust. What is the matter ? keep the peace here, ho 1 

Host. Good my lord, be good to me ! I beseech you, 
stand to me 1 

Ch. Just. Plow now, Sir John ! what, are you brawling 
here ? 

Doth this become your place, your time, and business ? 

You should have been well on your way to York. — 

Stand from him, fellow: wherefore liang’st upon him ? 

Host, 0 my most worshipful lord, an ’t please your grace, 
I am a poor widow of DasLcheap, and he is arrested at my 
suit. 

Ch, Fust. Dor what sum ? 
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Host. It is more tlinn for some, my lord ; it is for all, — all 
I have. He hath eaten me out of house and home ; he hath 
put all my substance into that fat belly of his : — blit I will 
have some of it out again, or I will ride thee o’ nights like 
the marc. 

J?a1. X think I am ns like to ride the mare, if I have any 
vantage of ground to get up, 

Ch. /ust. How comes this, Sir Jolm ? Die ! what man of 
good temper would endure this tempest of exclamation? 
Are you not ashamed to enforce a poor widow to so rough 
a course to come by her own? 

Fal. What is the gross sum that I owe thee ? 

Host. Marry, if thou wort an honest man, thyself and 
the money too. Thou didst swear to me upon a parcel-gilt 
goblet, sitting in my Dolplnn-cliamber, at the round table, by 
n sea-coal fire, upon Wednesday in Wheeson-woek, when the 
prince broke thy head for liking liis father to a singing-man 
of Windsor, — tliou didst swear to me then, as I was washing 
thy wound, to many me, and make me my lady thy wife. 
Canst thou deny it? Did not goodwife Kecclv, the butcher's 
wife, come in then, and call me gossip Quickly? coming in 
to borrow a mess of vinegar; telling us she had a good dish 
of prawns ; w hereby thou didst desire to eat some; whereby 
I told thee they were ill for a green wound ? And didst thou 
net, when she was gone clown stairs, clcsiio me to be no more 
so familiarity with such poor people ; saying that ere long 
they should call me madam ? And didst thou not kiss me, 
and bid mo fetch thee thirty shillings? I put thee now to thy 
hook-oath : deny it, if lliou canst. 

Fat. My lord, this is a poor mad soul ; and she says, up 
and down the towu, that her eldest son is like you : she hath 
been in good case, and the truth is, poverty hath distracted 
her. But for these foolish officers, I beseech you 1 may 
have redress against them. 

Ch. Just. Sir John, Sir John, I am well acquainted with 
your manner of wrenching the true cause the false way. Il 
is not a confident brow, nor the throng of words that come 
with such more than inipudeiiL sauciness from you, can thrust 
me from a level consideration : you have, ns it appears to mo, 
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practised upon the easy-yielding spirit of this woman, and 
made her serve your uses hath in purse and in person. 

Host. Yea, in troth, my lord. 

Ch, Just. Prithee, peace, — Pay her the debt you owe 
her, and unpay the villany you have done with her : the one 
you may do with sterling money, and the other with current 
repentance. 

Hal, My lord, I will not undergo this sneap without 
reply. You call honourable boldness impudent sauciness : if 
a man will make court’sy, and say nothing, lie is virtuous \— 
no, my lord, my humble duty remembered, I will not be 
your suitor. I say to you, I do desire deliverance from these 
ollicers, being upon hasty employment m the king’s affairs. 

Ch. Just, You speak as having power to do wrong: but 
answer in the effect of your reputation, and satisfy the poor 
woman. 

Fal. Come hither, hostess. [Takes her aside . 

Enter Goweii. 

Ch. Just. Now, Master Gower, — what news ? 

Goto. The king, my lord, and Harry Prince of Woles 
Are near at hand: the rest the paper tells. [Gives a letter. 

Fal, As I am a gentleman, — 

Host, Faith, you said so before. 

Fal. As I am a gentleman : — come, no more words of it. 

Host. By this heavenly ground X tread on, I must be fain 
to pawn both my plate and the tapestry of my dining-cham- 
bers.. 

Fal. Glasses, glasses, is tlie only drinking : and for thy 
walls, — a pretty slight drollery, or the story of the Prodigal, 
or the German hunting in water-work, is worth a thousand 
of these bed-hangings and these fly-bitten tapestries, Let it 
be ten pound, if thou canst. Come, an it were not for thy 
humours, there is not a better wench in England. Go, wash 
thy face, and draw thy action. Come, thou must not ho in 
this humour with mo j dost not know me ? come, come, I 
know thou wast set oil to this. 

Host. Pray thcc, Sir John, let it he but twenty nobles: 
i’ faitli, I am loth to pawn my plate, so God save me, la. 
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Fal. Let it alone ; I'll make other shift : you’ll he a fool 
still. 

Host. Well, you shall have it, though I pawn my gown. 
I hope you'll come to supper. You’ll pay me nil together ? 

Fal. Will I live ? — Go, with, her, with her [to Bavdolph ] ; 
hook on, hook on. 

Host. Will you have Doll Tearsheet meet you at sup- 
per ? 

Fal. No more words ; let's have lior, 

[Exeunt Hostess ) Bardolph t O^ffioers, and Boy. 

Ch. Just . I have heard better news. 

Fal. What’s the news, my good lord ? 

67a Just. Where lay the king last night ? 

Gow. At Basingstoke, my lord. 

Fal. I hope, my lord, all's well : what is the news, my 
lord? 

Ch. Just. Come all his forces back 1 

Goto. No ; fifteen hundred foot, five hundred horse, 

Are march’d up to my Lord of Lancaster, 

Against Northumberland and tlic Archbishop. 

Fal. Comes the king bade from Wales, my noble lord? 

Ch. Just. You shall have letters of me presently : 

Come, go along with me, good Master Gower. 

Fal. My lord! 

Ch. Just. "What’s the matter ? 

Fal. Master Gowor, shall I entreat you with me to din- 
ner ? 

Gaiv. I must wait upon my good lord hero,* — I thank you, 
good Sir John, 

Ch. Just. Sir John, you loiter here too long, being you 
are Lo take soldiers up in counties as you go. 

Fal. Will you sup with me, Master Gower ? 

Ch. Just. What foolish master taught you these manners, 
Sir John? 

Fal. Master Gower, if they become me not, lie was a fool 
that taught them me. — This is the right fencing gruco, my 
lord; tap for tap, and so part fair, 

Ch. Just , Now, the Lord lighten thee] thou art a great 
f°°h [FjOieimt. 
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Scene II. The seme. Another street. 

Tutor Prince Henhv and Pointz. ( ld ) 

P, lien. Before God, I am exceeding weary. 

Pom. Is it come to that ? I had thought weariness durst 
not have attached one of so high hloocl. 

P. lien . Faith, it does me ; though it discolours the com- 
plexion of my greatness to acknowledge it. Doth it not 
show vilely in me to desire small heer ? 

Pom. Why, a prince should not be so loosely studied as 
to remember so weak a composition. 

P. lien. Belike, then, my appetite was not princely got; 
for, by my troth, I do now remember the poor creature, small 
beer. But, indeed, these humble considerations make me 
out of love with my greatness. What a disgrace is it to me 
to remember thy name? or to know thy face to-morrow ? or 
to take note how many pair of silk stockings thou hast, viz. 
these, and those that were thy peach-coloured ones ? or to 
bear the inventory of thy shirts, as, one for superfluity, and 
one other for use? — hut that the tennis-eourt-lceeper knows 
better than I ; for it is a low ebb of linen with thee when tiiou 
keepest not racket there ; as thou hast not done a grent while, 
because the rest of thy low-countries have made a shift to eat 
up thy holland: and God knows, whether those that bawl 
out the ruins of thy linen shall inherit his kingdom : hut the 
midwives say the children arc not in the fault; whereupon 
the world increases, and kindreds are mightily strengthened, 

Poin. How ill it follows, after you have laboured so hard, 
you should talk so idly! Tell me, how many good young 
princes would do so, their fathers being so sick as yours at 
this time is ? 

P. lien. Shall I tell thee one thing, Pointz ? 

Poin, Yes, faith ; and let it he an excellent good thing. 

P, lien. It shall serve among wits of no higher breeding 
than thine. 

Poin, Go to; I sLand the push of your one thing that 
you will tell. 

P, Hen. Marry, I tell thee, — it is not meet that I should 
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be sail, now my father is sick : albeit I coukl tell to thee (as 
to one it pleases me, for fault of a better, to call my friend), 
I could be sad, ancl sad indeed too, 

Poin. -‘Very hardly upon such a subject, 

P, lien , By this hand, thou thinkesl mo as far in the 
devil's book os thou and I’alstalf for obduracy and persist- 
ency: let the end try the man. But I tell thee, my heart 
bleeds inwardly that my father is so siclt : and keeping* such 
vile company as thou art hath in. reason taken from me all 
ostentation of sorrow, 

j Poin. The reason ? 

P. lion. What would si thou think of me, if I should 
weep ? 

Poin- I would think thee a most princely hypocrite. 

P. lien. It would be every man’s thought ; and thou art 
a blessed fellow to think as every man thinks : never a man’s 
thought in the world keeps the road-way better than thine : 
every man would think me an hypocrite indeed. And what 
accites your most worshipful thought to think so ? 

Pa in. Why, because you have been so lewd, and so much 
engrafted to Falstaff. 

P. lien. And to thee. 

Poin, By this light, I am well spoke on; I can hear it 
with mine own eais : the worst that they can say of me is, that 
I am a second brother, and that I am a proper fellow of my 
hands; mid those Lwo things, I confess, I cannot help. — By 
the mass, Imre comes Bardolpb. 

P. Tin* And the boy that I gave Balstaff; he had him 
from me Christian ; and look, if the faL villain have not trans- 
formed him ape, 


Enter BfViVDOLpii and Page, 

Bard- God save your grace ! 

P. lien. And yours, most noble Bardolph 1 
Bard . Come, you virtuous ass [to the Page ] , you bash- 
ful fool, must you he blushing? wherefore blush you now? 
What a maidenly man-at-arms are you become 1 Is it such 
a matter to get a pottle-pot’s maidenhead ? 

Page. He called me even now, my loid, through a red 
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lattice, and I could discern no part of Lis face from the win- 
dow: at last I spied his eyes ; and metho tight he had made two 
holes in tlie ale-wife’s new petticoat, and so peeped through. 

P. lien. Hath not the hoy profited? 

Bard. Away, you whoreson upright rabbit, away ! 

Page. Away, you rascally Althaea’s dream, away ! 

P. Hen. Instruct us, boy; what dream, hoy? 

Page, Marry, my lord, Althea dreamed she was delivered 
of a fire-brand ; and therefore I call him her dream. 

P. lien . A crown’s worth of good interpretation : — there 
it is, "boy. [ Gives him money . 

Poin. O, that this good blossom could be kept from can- 
kers ! — Well, there is sixpence to preserve thee. 

Bard. An you do not make him be hanged among you, 
the gallows shall have wrong. 

P. Hem. And how doth thy master, Bardolph ? 

Bard, Well, my lord, lie heard of your grace’s coming 
to town : there’s a letter for you. 

Poin. Delivered with good respect. — And how cloth the 
martleraas, your master ? 

Bard, In bodily health, sir. 

Poin. Marry, the immortal part needs a physician ; but 
that moves not him : though that be sick, it dies not. 

P. Hen. I do allow this wen to be as familiar with me as 
my dog : and he holds his place 5 for look you how he writes. 

Poin. [reads] “John Falstaff, knight,”— every man must 
know that, as oft as lie has occasion to name himself : even 
like those that are kin to the king ; for they never prick their 
finger but they say, “ There is some of the king’s blood spilt.” 
(t How comes that ?” says he, that takes upon him not to con- 
ceive. The answer is as ready as a borrower’s cap/ 11 ) ” I am 
the king's poor cousin, sir.” 

P. lien. Nay, they will be kin to us, or they will fetch it 
from Japliet. But to the letter : — 

Poin. [reads] " Sir John Falstaff, knight, to the eon of the 
king, nearest his father, Harry Prince of Wales, greeting." — Why, 
this is a certificate. 

P. lien. Peace l 

Poin, \j'ecids~\ “ I will imitate tho honourable Homans in bre- 
vol. ui. 1 1 
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vity sure lie means brevity in breath, short-winded. — “T 
commend mo to tliec, T commend thee, and 1 leave thee, lie not 
too familiar with Joints',] for lie misuses tliy favours so much, that 
he swears thou art to many Ins sister Nell, Repent at idle times 
as thou inaycflt, and so, farewell. 

“ Thine, by yea and no (which is as much as to say, ns 
thou usost him), Jack FalstafF with my fami- 
liars, John with my brothers mid sisters, and Sir 
John with all Europe.” 

My lord, I will steep this loLler in sack, and make him eat it. 

P. Hen. That’s to make him eat twenty of his words, Jlufc 
do yon vise me thus, Nod? must I many your sister? 

Pom. God send the wenoli no worse fortune ! but I never 
said so. 

1\ lien. "Well, thus we play llie fools with the time; and 
the spirits of the wise sit in the clouds and mode us,— Is 
your master hero in London ? 

Sard. "Yes, my lord, 

P, lion. Where sups he ? doth the old hoar feed in the 
ohl frank ? 

Bard. At the old place, my lord, — in Eastchoap. 

P. Hen. What company ? 

Page. Ephesians, iny lord, — of the old church. 

P. Hen. Sup any women with him? 

Page. None, my lord, hut old Mistress Quickly and Mis- 
tress Doll Tearshcet. 

P, Hen. Wlmt pagan may that ho ? 

Page. A proper gentlewoman, sir, and a kinswoman of my 
master’s. 

P. Hen. Even such kin as the parish heifers are to tho 
town hull.— Shall we steal upon them, Ned, at supper ? 

Poin. I am your shadow, my lord; I’ll follow yon. 

P. Hen. Sirrah, you boy, — and Ihirdolph,— no word to 
your master that I am yet come to town : there’s for your 
silence. [(tires money. 

Bard. I have no tongue, sir. 

Page. And for mine, sir,- — l will govern it, 

P. lien, blue ye well ; go. [Exeunt Bavdolph and Page.] 
—This Doll Tears!) eet should ho some load. 



fiOBKij m.] KING HENRY IV. jga 

Poin. I warrant you, as common as the way between Saint 
Alban’s and London. 

P. lien. How might we see FalstafF bestow himself to- 
night in his true colours, and not ourselves be seen ? 

Poin. Put on two leathern jerkins and aprons, and wait 
upon him at his table as drawers, 

P. lien . Prom a gocl to a bull ? a heavy descension ! it 
was Jove’s casd. Prom a prince to a prentice ? a low trans- 
formation I that shall be mine ; for in every thing the pur- 
pose must weigh with the folly, hollow me, Ned. [Exeunt. 


Scene III. Warhworik , Before the Castle . 

Enter NouTiiUMQEHLiNO, Lady NouTUummuL^Kn, and 

Lady Percy 

North. I pray theo, loving wife, and gentle daughter, 
Gm even way unto my rough affairs : 

Put not you on the visage of the times, 

And be, like them, to Percy troublesome. 

Lady N. I have given over, I will speak no more : 

Do what you will ; your wisdom be your guide. 

North. Alas, sweet wife, my honour Js at pawn j 
And, but my going, nothing can redeem it. 

Lady P. O, yet, for God’s sake, go not to these wars ! 
The time was, father, that you broke your word, 

When you were more endear’d to it than now' ; 

When your own Percy, when my heart- dear Harry, 
Threw many a northward look to see his father 
Bring up his powers ; but he did long in vain. 

Who then persuaded you. to stay at home ? 

There were two honours lost, — yours and your son’s. 

For yours, — may heavenly glory brighten it ! 

Bor his, — it stuck upon lnm, as the sun 
In the grey vault of heaven j and by his light 
Did all the chivalry of England move 
To do brave acta: ho was, indeed, the glass 
Wherein the noble youth did dress themselves : 

He liad no legs that practis’d not his gait ; 
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And speaking thick, which nature made liis blemish, 
Became the accents of the valiant ; 

Bor those that could speak low and tardily 
Would turn their own perfection to abuse, 

To seem like him : so that in speech, in gait, 

In diet, in alFections of delight, 

In military rules, humours of blood. 

He was the mark and glass, copy and book, 

That fashion’d others. And hint, — 0 wondrous him! 

0 miracle of men !- — him did you leave 
(Second to none, unsoconded by you) 

To look upon the hideous god of war 
In disadvantage j to abide a field 
Where nothing but the sound of Hotspur’s name 
Did seem defensible ; — so you left him. 

Never, 0 never, do his ghost tlie wrong 
To hold your honour more precise and nice 
With others than with him l let them alone: 

The marshal and the archbishop are strong : 

Had my sweet Harry had hut half their numbers, 
To-day might J, hanging on Hotspur's neck, 

Have talk’d of Monmouth’s grave. 

North. liesluw your heart, 

Pair daughter, you do draw my spirits from inc 
With new lamenting ancient oversights. 

But I must go, and meet with danger there ; 

Or it will seek me in another place, 

And find me wmse provided. 

Lady N. 0, fly to Scotland, 

Till that the nobles and the armed commons 
Have of their puissance made a little tastG. 

Lady P. If they get ground and vantage of the king, 
I’ll en join you with thorn, like a rib of steel, 

To make strength stronger j hut, for all our laves, 

Just let them try themselves. So did your son ; 

He was so suffer’d : so came I a widow ; 

And never shall have length of life enough 
To rain upon remembrance with mi no eyes. 

That it may grow and sprout as high as heaven, 
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Eor recordation to my noble husband. 

North. Come, come, go in with mo. ’Tis with my mind 
As with the tide swell'll up unto his height, 

That makes a still-stand, running neither way : 

Enin would I go to meet the archbishop, 

But many thousand reasons hold me hack. 

I will resolve for Scotland : there am I, 

Till time and vantage crave my company. [Exeunt. 


Scene IV. London. A room in the Boar' s-IIcad Tavern 

in Eastchcap. 

Enter two Drawers. 

First Draw. "What the devil hast thou brought there? 
applo-jahns ? thou kuowest Sir John cannot endure an applc- 
johu. 

Sec. Draw. Mass, thou sayest true. The prince once set 
a dish o[ apple -Johns before him, and told him there were 
live more Sir Johns ; and, putting off his hat, said, ff I will 
now take my leave of these six dry, round, old, withered 
knights.” It angered him to the heart : but he hath forgot 
thaL, 

Fir at Draw. Why, then, coyer, and set them down : and 
sec if thou causL find out Sneak's noise j Mistress Tcarsheet 
would fain hear some music. Dispatch: — the room where 
they supped is too hot ; they’ll come in straight. 

Sec. Draw. Sirrah, here will be the prince and Master 
Pointz anon ; and they will put on two of our jerkins and 
aprons ; and Sir John must not know of it: Eardolph hath 
brought word. 

First Diaw. By the mass, hero will be old litis: it will 
be an excellent stratagem. 

Sec. Draw. I’ll see if I can find out Sneak. [Exit. 

Enter Hostess and Doll Teakshekt 1 . 

Host. I' faith, sweetheart, me thinks now you arc in an 
excellent good temperality ; your pulsidge beats as extraois 
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dinarily as heart would desiro; avul your colour, I warrant 
you, is as red ns any rose : Lilt, i* faith, you liave drunk too 
much canaries ; and that's a marvellous searching wine, and 
it perfumes the hlood ere one can say, Wind's this? — IloW 
do you now ? 

J)ol, Hotter than I was : — hem. 

Host. Why, that’s well said \ i\ good heart’s worth gold* 
— Look, hero comes Sir John. 

Enter Eaistaff. 

Hal, [singing] When Arthur first in court — "Empty the jor- 
dcn. [Eccit ]<irst I)f(twcv '\ — [singing] And was a worthy king. 
— How now, Mistress Doll l 

Host. Sick of a calm ; yea, good faith. 

Hal, So is all her sect ; an they ho once in a cahn, they 
are sick. 

Hoi, you muddy rascal, is that all the comfort you give me ? 

Hal, You make fat rascals. Mistress Dolh 

Hoi. I make them ! gluttony and diseases make them ; I 
make them not. 

I'al, If the cook help to mnko the gluttony, you help to 
make the diseases, Doll : we catch of you, Doll, we catch of 
you; grant that, my poor ( lfl ) virtue, grant that. 

Hoi. Yea, joy, — our chains and our jewels. 

Hal. f£ Your brooches, pearls, and ouches:” — for to serve 
bravely is to como halting olf, you know; to come oil" the 
Incacb with lvia pike hunt bravely, and to surgery bravely ; 
to void u re upon the charged chambers bravely,— 

Hoi, Ilang yourself, you muddy conger, hung yourself! 

Iloxt. 11 y my troth, this is the old fashion ; you two never 
meet but you full to some discord: you are both, in good 
troth, ns rheumatic as two dry toasts ; you cannoL one bear 
with another's coufimitios. Wlud tlio good-year 1 ( 10 ) one 
must bear, and that must be you [to Doll] ; you are the 
weaker vessel, ns they say, the emptier vessel, 

Holl, Can u weak empty vessel bear such a huge full 
hogshead l there’s a whole merchant’s venture of Ilourdciuvx 
stuff in him ; you have not seen a hulk hotter slutted in the 
hold.— Come, I II bo friends with thoo, Jack; thou art going 
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to the will’s ; mitt whether I shall evor see thee again or no, 
there is nobody cares. 

llc-eaicr first Drawer, 

Fird Draw. Sir, Ancient Pistol is below, and would speak 
witli you. 

Dal, Hang him, swaggering rascal! lot him not como 
hither: it is the foul-moutli'ilst rogue in England. 

Host, If he swagger, let him not come hero: no, by my 
faith ; I must live amongst my neighbours; I’ll no swagger- 
ers : T am in good name and fame with tlio very best : — shut 
the door; — there comes no swaggerers licic: I have 110L lived 
all this while, to luive swaggering now: — -shut the door, I 
pray you. 

FaL Dost thou hear, hostess? — 

Host. Pray you, pacify yourself, Sir John: there comes 
no swaggerers here. 

l*'aL Dost thou hoar? it is mine ancient. 

Dost. Tilly-hilly, Sir John, never toll me: your miciciit 
swaggerer comes not in my doors. I was before Master 
Tisiek, the deputy, the other day ; and, as he said to me, — 
it was no longer ago than Wednesday lust, — ” Neighbour 
Quickly,” says he;— Master Dumb, our minister, was by 
then; — ff Neighbour Quickly,” says he, (t receive those that 
are civil; for," saith lie, ff yoit are in an ill-name:" — now he 
said so, I cun tell whereupon; "for,” says lie, “you arc nn 
honest woman, and well thought on; therefore take heed 
what guests you receive: receive," says he, ,f no swaggering 
companions." — There comes none hero: — you would bless 
you to hear wlial lie Kaid : — no, I’ll no swaggerers. 

FaL lie \s no .swaggerer, hostess; a tamo cheater, i 1 faith; 
you may stroke him ns geuLly as a puppy greyhound: he 
will not swagger wUh a Bnrbnry hen, if her feathers turn 
back in any show ol 1 resistance. — Call him up, drawer. 

[Fxii First Drawer. 

Host. Cheater, call you him ? I will bar no honest man 
my house, nor no cheater *. hut I do not love swaggering ; 
b} r my troth, I mn the worse, when one says swagger: feel, 
■masters, how l shako ; look you, 1 warrant you. 
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Bol. So you do, hostess. 

Host. Bo X? yea, in very truth, do C, an ’tvreTe an aspen- 
leaf: I cannot abide swaggerers. 

Eater Pistol, Baud omit, and Pngc. 

Fist. God savo you, Sir John ! 

Fad. Welcome, Ancient Pistol, Ilorc, Pistol, I charge 
you with a cup of sack: do you discharge upon mine liosLess* 

Fist. I will discharge upon her, Sir .Tohn, with two 
bullets. 

Fal. She is pistol-proof, sir ; you shall hardly offend her. 

Ifosl. Come, I’ll drink no proofs nor no bullets: I’ll 
drink no more than will do me good, For no man's pleasure, I, 

Fist. Then to you, Mistress Dorothy; 1 will charge you. 

Bol. Charge me ! I scorn you, scurvy companion. What ! 
you poor, base, rascally, cheating, lack-linen mate ! Away, 
you mouldy rogue, away ! I am meat for your master. 

Fist. I know you, Mistress Borotliy. 

Bol Away, you cut-purse rascal 1 you filthy hung, away ! 
by this wine, 1 11 thurst my knife in your mouldy chaps, an 
yon play the saucy cuttle with me. Away, you bolLlo-ule 
rascal ! you basket-lull stale juggler, you !— Since when, 1 
pray you, sir?— God’s light, with two points on your shoul- 
der ? much ! 

Fist. I will murder your ruff for this. 

Fal. No more, Pistol; I would not have you go off here: 
discharge yourself of our company.. Pistol* 

Host. No, good Captain Pistol; not hero, sweet captain, 

Bol. Captain ! thou abominable damned cheater, art thou 
not ashamed to he called captain? An captains were of my 
mind, they would truncheon you out, for taking their names 
upon you before you have earned them. You a captain! you 
slave, for what ? for tearing a poor whore’s ruff in a bawdy- 
house ?— Tie a captain ! hang him, rogue 1 he lives upon 
mouldy stewed prunes and dried cakes. A captain l God’s 
light, these villains will make Hie word us odious as the 
word occupy; which wag an excellent good word before it 
was ill sorted : therefore captains had need look to it. 

Bard. Pray thee, go down, good ancient. 
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Fed, Hark thee hither, Mistress Doll, 

Fist* Not I; I tell tliee what, Corporal BardoLpk, — I 
could tear licr : — 1*11 be revenged on her. 

Page, Pray tliee, go down 

Fist I’ll see her damned first; — to Pluto's damned lake, 
by tills baud, to the infernal deep, with Erebus and tortures 
vile also. Hold hook and line, say X. Down, down, dogs ! 
down, faitora t Have we not Ilireu here ? 

Host Good Captain Peescl, be quiet ; it is very bite, i 1 
faiLli : I beseck you now, aggravate your dialer. 

Fist. These be good humours, indeed l Shall packlioises, 
And hollow pamper’d jades of Asia, 

Which cannot go but thirty miles a- day, 

Compare with Caesars, and with Cannibals, 

And Trojan Greeks ? nay, rather damn them with 
King Cerberus j and let the welkin roar. 

Shall wo fall foul for toys ? 

.Host By my troth, captain, llieso are very bitter words. 
Hard. Bo gone, good ancient: this will grow to n brawl 
anon. 

Fist Die men like dogs i give crowns liko pins 1 Have 
wo not Ilireu liore ? 

Host. Oil my word, captain, there’s none such here. 
What the good-year! do you think I would deny her? for 
God’s sake, be quiet. 

Fist Then feed, and he fat, my fair Calipolis. 

Came* ^lvq me same sack. 

Sofortum mi Unmonta , lo sparare mi con tent, a . — ( 17 ) 

Fear wc broadsides? no, let the fiend give, fire : 

Give me some sack: — and, sweetheart, lie thou there. 

[ Laying down his sword. 

Come wo to full points here, and are ot-ederas nothing ? 

Fat Pistol, I would be quiet. 

Fist, Sweet knight, 1 kiss tliy neif: what! wc have seen 
the seven sLnrs. 

Idol, For God's sake, llirust him down stairs; I cannot 
endure such a fustian rascal. 

Fist, Thrust him down stairs ! know wc not Galloway 
nags ? 
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Pul. Ouoit Mm down, Bavdolph, like a shove-grout shil- 
ling : nay, an ho clo nothing hut speak nothing, ho slmll he 
nothing hero. 

Bard. Come, get you clown stairs. 

PisL What ! shall we luivc incision ? shall we imbrue ? — 

[Snatching up his sword. 

Then death rock mo asleep, abridge my doleful days ! 

Why, then, let grievous, ghastly, gaping wounds 
Untwine the Sisters Three ! Come, Atvopos, I say ! 

Host , Here’s goodly stuff toward] 

Pal. Give me my rapier, hoy. 

Pol. I pray thee, J tick, I pray tk.ee, do not draw. 

Hal, Get you down stairs. 

[Draw ny, and driving Pistol out. 
Host. Here’s a goodly tumult ! I’ll forswear keeping 
house, afore I’ll be m these tirrits and frights. So ; murder, 
I warrant now. — Alas, alas! put up your naked weapons, put 
up your naked weapons. \Jlxeunt Pistol anil Bauhlph. 

Dot. I pray thee, Jack, he (priot; the rascal is gone. All, 
you whoreson little valiant villain, you! 

Host. Are you not hurt p the groin ? me thought he made 
u shrewd thrust at your belly. 
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Pal. Have you turned him out of doors ? 

Hard. Yes, sir. The rascal’s drunk : you have hurt him, 
sir, in the shoulder. 

Pal. A rascal ! to brave mo ! 

Pot. Ah, you sweet little vogue, you 1 Alas, poor ape, 
how thou sweatest ! come, let mo wipe thy face ; — come on, 
you whoreson chops! — ah, vogue! i’ faith, L love time: 
thou art as valorous as Hector of Troy, woi’Lh five of Aga- 
memnon, and ton times better than the Nine Worthies : ah, 
villain 1 

Pal. A rascally slavo ! I will toss the rogue in a blanket. 

Pol. Do, an thou darest for thy heart: an thou dost, I’ll 
canvass thee between a pair of sheets. 
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Enter Musicians, 

Page* TJie music is come, sir. 

Fal. Let them play; — play, sirs. — Sit on my knee, Doll, 
A rascal bragging slave 1 the rogue fled from me like quick- 
silver, 

Pol. 1’ faith, and thou followcdst him like a chinch. 
Xliou whoreson little tidy Bartholomew boar-pig, when wilt 
thou leave lighting o’ days and foining o' nights, and begin 
to patch up lliiue old hotly for heaven ? 


Enter, behind, Prince Timmy and Points disguised as Drawers, 

Fal> Peace, good Doll ! do not spealc like a Death’s-head ; 
do not hid me remember mine end. 

Pol. Sirrah, what humour is the prince of? 

Fal. A good shallow young follow : ho would have made 
a good pmitler, he would have chipped bread woll, 

Pol They say Points has a good wit. 

Fal. lie a good wit ? hang him, baboon 1 his wit is as 
thick as Tewksbury mustard ; there is no mare conceit in him 
than is in a mallet, 

Pol. "Why does the prince love him so, then? 

Fal. Because their legs are both of a bigness ; and lie 
plays at quoits woll ; mid oats conger and fennel ; and. drinks 
off candles' ends for flap-dragons ; and rides the wild-marc 
with the boys; and jumps upon joint-stools ; and swears 
wiLli a good grace ; and wears his boot very smooth, like 
voAcr the viv&vi. 'of Vhe, Wg ■, send \y/«fc\\a wo Wio vfWn teVdvq* 
of discreet, stories ; aud such other gamhol faculties lie has, 
that show a weak mind and an able body, for the which 
the prince admits him : for the prince himself is such ano- 
ther ; the weight of a hair will turn the scales between their 
avoirdupois. 

P. Hen. Would not this nave of a wheel have his oars 
cut off? 

Pain. Lot us beat him before his whore. 


P. Uni. Look, whether the withered older hath not his 
poll clawed like a parrot. 

Poin. Is it not strange that desire should so many years 
outlive performance ? 
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Fal. ICisa me, Dol. 

P. lien. Saturn ancl Venus this year in conjunction I what 
says the almanac to that ? 

Pain. And, look, whether the fiery Trig on, his man, be 
not lisping to his master’s old tables, his note-book, his 
counsel-keep er. 

Fal . Thou dost give mo flattering' busses. 

DoL 33 y my troth, I kiss thee with a moat constant heart, 

Fal. I am old, I am old. 

Pol. I love thee bettor than I lovo e’er a scurvy young 
boy of them all. 

Fal. What stuff wilt thou have a kirtlc of ? I shall receive 
money oil Thursday : thou shalt have a cap to-morrow. A 
merry song, come: it grows late; we will to bed. Thou wilt 
forget me when I am gone. 

Dol, By my troth, thou wilt set me a-weeping, an thou 
sayest so : prove that over I dress myself handsome till thy 
return: — well, hearken the end. 

Fal. Some sack, Francis. 

P. ITen. 1 

Pom * J i ' LnoTlj ftn011 > sir. [/hhancing. 

Fal, Ila! a bastard son of the king’s?— And art not I lion 
Pointz liis brother ? 

P. lien . Why, thou globe of sinful continents, what a life 
dost thou lead 3 

Fal, A bettor than thou: I am a gentleman; thou art a 
drawer. 

P. Tien. Very true, sir; and I come to draw you out by 
the cars. 

Host. 0, the Lord preserve thy good grace ! by my Lrolh, 
welcome to London. Now, the Lord bless that sweet face of 


thine ! 0 Jcsu, arc you come from Wales ? 

Fal. Thou whoreson mad compound of majesty,- -by this 
light flesh and corrupt blood, thou arL welcome. 

[ loaning his hand upon Poll. 
DoL Ilow, you Cat fool! I scorn you. 

Poin. My lord, he will drive you oul of your revenge, and 
turn all to a merriment, if you take not the heal. 

P. Hen. You whoreson candle-mine, you, how vilely did 
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you speak of mo even now before tills honest, virtuous, civil 
gentlewoman ! 

Host. God's blessing on your good heart! and so she is, 
by my troth. 

Ful. Didst thou hoar me ? 

JK Hen. Yes ; and you knew me, as you did. when you 
ran away by Gud's-hill: you knew I was at your back, and 
spoke it on purpose to try my patience. 

Fed. No, no, no ; not so ; I did not think thou wast within 
bearing, 

F. lien . I shall drive you, tlion, to confess the wilful 
abuse ; and then I know how to handle you. 

Ful, No abuse, Hal, oil mine honour; no abuse, 

F. lien. Not, — to dispraise me, and call me pantler, and 
broad-chipper, and I know not wbal ! 

Fed. No abuse, Hal, 

Foin. No abuse! 

Ful. No abuse, Ned, in the world ; lionost Ned, none, I 
dispraised him before the wicked, that the wicked might not 
fall in love with him ; — in which doing, 1 have done tlio part 
of a careful friend and a true subject, and thy father is to 
give me thanks for it. No abuse, II al; — none, Ned, none; — 
no, faith, boys, none. 

IK Hen. See now, whether pure fear and entire cowardice 
doth not make thee wrong this virtuous gentlewoman to close 
with us? is she of the wicked? is thine hostess here of tlio 
wicked ? or is thy hoy of the wicked ? or honest Uartlolph, 
whose zeal burns in his nose, of tlio wickotl? 

Foin. Answer, thou dead elm, answer, 

Fed. 'I’he fiend hath pricked down 13ardolpli irrecover- 
able; and his face is Lucifer's privy- kitchen, where lie doth 
nothing but roast malt-worms. For the boy, — • there is a 
good angel about lnm ; but the deviL outbids him too. 

IK Hen. For the women? 

Ful: For one of Lliom, — she is in lrcll already, and burns, 
poor sold ! For the other, — 1 owe her money ; and whether 
she be damned for that, 1 know not. 

Host, No, I warrant you. 

Pal. No, 1 think thou art, not; I think thou art quit for 
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that. Marry, there is another indictment upon thee, Tor suf- 
fering flesh to be eaten in thy house, contrary to the law; 
for the which I thiulc thou wilt howl, 

1 lost. AH victuallers do so j wliat is a joint of mutton or 
two in a whole Lent ? 

P. Tien, You, gentlewoman, — 

Dol, What says your grace ? 

Fal, His grace says that which his flesh rebels against. 

[Knocking within. 

Host . Who knocks so loud at door ? — Look to the door 
there, Francis, 

Jink ir Fisto. 

P, lien , Petci, how now ! what news ? 

Peto. The king your father is at Westminster ; 

And there are twenty weak and wearied posts 
Come from the north ; and, as 1 cainc along, 

I met and overtook a dozen captains, 

Bare-headed, sweating, knocking at the taverns, 

And asking every one for Sir John Fal staff, 

P. Lien, By heaven, Bointz, I feel mo much to blame, 

So idly to profane the precious time ; 

When tempest of comm o Lion, like the south, 

Borne with black vapour, doth begin to melt, 

And drop upon our bare unarmed heads. 

Give me my sword and cloak. — Fnlslaff, good night, 

[Jlvcunl Piince Henry, Points, J’eto, and Jlardolph, 
Ftd. Lnuw ctmies Vn the swetdcslt morsel id’ the wight, and 
wc must hence, and leave it unpicked, [ Knocking wi think] 
More knocking at the door ! 

ffioiMer Baudot Pit, 

How now 1 what's the matter ? 

Bard. You must away to court, sir, presently ; 

A dozen captains stay at door for you, 

Fal. Pay tho musicians, sirrah [In the Page], — Farewell, 
hostess; — farewell, Doll.— You sec, my good wenches, how 
men of merit are sought after : the undeseivor may sleep, 
when the man of action is called on. Farewell, good wenches : 
if I he not sent away post, I will see you again uro J go. 
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Doh I cannot speak ; — if my heart he not ready to hurst, 
— well, sweet lack, have n care of thyself. 

Veil. "Farewell, farewell. [Esoeunt Fahiujf and Bardolph 

Host, Well, fare thee well : I have known thee these 
twenty-nine years, come poascod-fcime ; but an honestor and 
truer-hour Led man, — well, fare thee well. 

Bard, [loWani] Mistress ToarslieeL ! 

Host. What’s the matter ? 

Bard, [toB/mi.] Hid Mistress Tcarskect com o to my master. 

Host. 0, run, Doll, run • nut, good Doll 1 , come [Boll 
comas blubbered] ; yen, will you come, Doll ?{ ,a ) [Exeunt, 


ACT III. 

Scene I. Westminster. A room in the palace. 

Enter Xing IIenuy in his niyhiffOfcn, with a Page, 

JC lien. Go cull the Earls of Surrey and of Warwick; 
But, ere they come, hid them o’er-read these letters, 

And well consider of them : make good speed. [Exit Page, 

IIow many thousand of my poorest subjects 

Are at this hour asleep ! — 0 sleep, 0 gentle sleep, 

Nature's soft nurse, how have I frighted thee, 

That lliou no more wilt weigh my eyelids down, 

And steep my senses in forgetfulness ? 

Why rather, sleep, Host thou in smoky cribs, 

Upon uneasy pallets .stretching thee, 

And hush'd with buzzing night-flies to thy slumber, 

Than in the perfum’d chambers of the great, 

Under lhe( 10 ) canopies of cosily state, 

And lull'd with sounds of sweetest melody ? 

0 ihou dull god, why liost thou with the vile 
In loathsome beds, and lenv J st the kingly couch 
A watch-case or a common Tnrmn-hcll ? 

Wilt thou upon the high aiul giddy mast 
Seal up the ship-boy's eyes, and rock bus brains 
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In crarllc of the rude imperious surge, 

And in the visitation of the winds. 

Who take the ruffian billows by the top, 

Curling their monstrous heads, and hanging them 
With deafening clamour in the slippery clouds, ( 2D ) 

That, with the lmrly, death itself awakes ? — 

Const thou, 0 partial sleep, give thy repose 
To the wet sea-boy in an hour so rude ; 

And in the calwvc&t and most stillest night. 

With all appliances and means to hoot, 

Deny it to a king ? Then, lmppy low, lie down ! ( 2I ) 
Uneasy lies the head that wears a crown. 

Enter Wawyiok and Kurrby. 

War, Many good morrows to your majesty I 

7C. 7/ew. Xs it good morrow, lords ? 

War. ’Tis one o'clock, and past. 

1C. IJen. Why, then, good morrow to you all, my lords. 
Have you read o’er the IcUeis that I sent you ? 

War. We have, my liege. 

77. Hon. Then you perceive the body of our kingdom 
IIow foul it is ; what rank diseases grow, 

And with what danger, near the heart of it. 

War. It is hut as a body yet dislouipor’d; 

Which to his former strength may he restor’d 
With good advice and little medicine ; 

My Tjord North uinbcvhmd will &o<m he cool'd. 

K. lien. 0 God! tliaL one might read the book of fate, 
And see the revolution of Lho times 
Make mountains level, and the continent 
(Weary of solid firmness) mclL itself 
Into the sea ! and, other times, to sec 
The bcachy girdle of the ocean 
Too wide for Neptune’s hips ; how chances mock, 

And changes fill tlm cup of alteration 
With divers liquors ! O, if this were seen, 

The happiest youth, — viewing lus progress through, 

What perils past, what crosses to ensue, — 

Would shut the hook, and sit him down and die. 
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Tis not ton yenrs gone 

Since Richard and N or thumb erland , great friends* 

Did feast together, and in two years after 
Were they at wars : it is but eight years since 
This Percy was the man nearest my soul ; 

Who like a brother toil'd in my affairs, 

.And laid his love and life under my foot ; 

Yea, for my sake, even to the eyes of Richard 
Gave him defiance, But which of you was by 
(Yon, cousin Nevil, as I may remember), [To Warwick. 
When Richard, — with his eye brimful of tears, 

Then check’d and rated by Northumberland, — 

Did speak these words, now prov'd a prophecy ? 

“ Northumberland, thou ladder by the which 
My cousin Bolingbroko ascends my throne,’* — 

Though then, God knows, I had no such intent, 

Hut that necessity so bow’d the slate, 

That I and greatness were compoU’d to hiss : — 
u The lime shall come,” thus did ho follow it, 

(t The timo will come, that foul sin, gathering head, 

Shall break into corruption:" — so went on, 

Foretelling this same time’s condition, 

And the division of our amity, 

War. There ig a history in all men’s lives, 

Figuring the nature of the times deceas’d ; 

The which observ’d, a man may prophesy, 

With a near aim, of the main chance of things 
As yet not come to life, which in their seeds 
. And weak beginnings lie intreasured. 

Such things become the hatch and brood of lime ; 

And, by the necessary form of this, 

King Richard might create a perfect guess, 

ThaL great Northumberland, then, false to him, 

W ould of that seed grow to a greater falseness ; 

Which should not find a ground to root upon, 

Unless on you, 

K, Hen. Are these things, then, necessities? 

Then let us meet them like necessities — 

And that same word even now cries on l on us : 
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They say the bishop and Kovihumbcrland 
Arc fifty thousand, strong. 

War. It cannot be, my lord; 

Ruin our doth double, like the voice and echo. 

The numbers of the fear’d. Please it your grace 
To go to bed, Upon my soul, iny lord, 

Tlie powers that you already have sent forth 
Shall bring this pmc in very easily. 

To comfort you the more, I have receiv’d 
A certain instance that Glen dower is dead. 

Your majesty hath been this fortnight ill ; 

And these unsoasordd hours perforce must add 
Unto yoiu* sickness, 

K. Hen. I will take your counsel : 

And were these inward wars once out of hand, 

We would, dear lords, unto the Holy Land. [Exeunt. 


Scene II, Court before Justice Siui.lo\y’b house in 

Gloucestershire. 

Enter Shallow and Silence, nirdiny ; jUouluy, Shadow, Waht, 

PlUiULE, JiULLCAIiV, Cl till Servants, behind. 

Slial. Como on, come on, come on, sir ; give me your hand, 
sir, give me your hand, sir ; an early stirrer, by the rood. 
Avvu jVOmV d'OtV. yfCj -gCAYil weeds* S\\WkYC,fc \ 

SU . Good morrow, good cousin Shallow. 

Shal. And how doth my cousin, your bedfellow? and 
your faiiest daughter and mine, my god-daughter hUlon '{ 

SH, Alas, a black ousel, cousin Shallow ! 

Shal. By yea and nay, sir, 1 dare say my cousin William 
is become a good scholar : he is at Oxford siill, is he not? 
Sil. Indeed, sir, to my cost. 

Shal . He must, then, to tlie inns of court shortly : I was 
once of Clement’s-inn, where I think they will talk of mad 
Shallow yet. 

Sil. You wore called lusty Shallow then, cousin. 

Shal By tlie mass, I Was called any thing ; and I would 
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have done any thing indeed too, and roundly too. There was 
I, and little John Doit of Staffordshire, and black George 
Baic, and Francis Pic kb one, and Will Squelo a Cotswold 
man, — you had not four such swinge -bucklers in all the inns 
of court again : and, I may say to you, we knew where the 
bona-robas were, and had the best of them all at command- 
ment. Then was Jack Falstaff, now Sir John, a boy, and 
page to Thomas Mowbray, duke of Norfolk. 

Sil. This Sir John, cousin, that comes hither anon about 
soldiers ? 

Shal. The same Sir John, the very same. I saw him break 
Skog.m’s bead at the courL-gute, when be was a crack not 
thus high: and the very same day did 1 fight with one Samp- 
son Stockfish, a fruiterer, behind Gray's-inu. Jesu, Jcsu, 
the mad days that 1 have spoilt 1 and to see how many of 
mine old acquaintance are dead! 

Sil. ¥c shall all follow, cousin. 

Shal, Certain, ’Lis cerLniu; very sure, very sure; death, 
as the Psalmist saith, is certain to all ; all shall die.— How a 
good yoke of bullocks at Stamford fair ? 

Sil. Truly, cousin, I was not there, 

Shal. Death is certain,— Is old Double of your town 
living yet ? 

Sil. Dead, sir. 

Shal, Jesu, Jcsu, dead \ — -be drew a good bow-, — and 
dead ! — he shot a fine shoot:— John of Gaunt loved him well, 
and betted much money on his head. Dead! — ho would have 
clapped in the clout at twelve score ; and carried’ you a fore- 
hand shaft a fourteen and fourteen and a half, that it would 
have done a man’s heart good to see. — IIow a score of ewes 
now ? 

Sil. Thereafter as they bo : a score of good ewes may bo 
worth ten pounds. 

Shal. And is old Double dead ? 

Sil. Here come two of Sir John Falstaff's men, as I think, 

Miter Paudoli'II and one imth him. 

Bard. Good morrow, holiest gentlemen : I beseech yon, 
which is Justice Shallow? 
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Shal. I am Robert Shallow, sir ; a poor esquire of this 
county, and one of the king’s justices of the peace; what is 
your good pleasure with me ? 

Bard. My captain, sir, commends liiiu to you ; my cap- 
tain, Sir John Fatstaff,— a tall gentleman, by heaven, and ft 
most gallant leader * 

Shal. lie greots me well, sir. 1 knew him a. good back- 
sword man. How doth the good knight? may I ask how my 
lady his wife doth 1 

Bard. Sir, pardon ; a soldier is better accommodated 
than with a wife. 

Shal. It is well said, in faith, sir; ami it is well said in- 
deed too. Hetter accommodated! — it is good; yea, indeed, 
is it: good phrases tire surely, and ever were, very commend- 
able, Accommodated 1> — it comes of aocommodo ; very good ; 
a good phrase. 

Hard. Pardon me, sir; I have heard the word. Phrase 
call you it? by this good day, I know not the phrase ; but I 
will maintain the word with my sword to bo a soldier -liko 
word, and a word of exceeding good command, hy heaven. 
Accommodated; that is, when a mail is, as they say, accom- 
modated; or when a man is, being, whereby he may bo 
thought Lo be accommodated ; which is an excellent thing. 

Shed, IL is very just. — Look, lime comes good Sir John. 

Bntcr Paostaff. 

Give me your good hand, give mo your worship's good hand: 
by my troth, you likc( 22 ) well, and bear your years very 
well ; welcome, good Sir J olin. 

JPal, J mn glad to see you well, good Master Robert 
Shallow: — Master Surccard, ns I think 1 

Shal . No, Sir John ; it is my cousin Silence, in commis- 
sion with mo, 

Bal. Good Master Silence, it well befits you should be of 
the pence. 

Sil. Your good worship is welcome, 

Idil. Pic! this ia hot weather.' — Gentlemen, have you 
provided me here half a dozen sufficient men? 

Shal. Marry, have we, sir. Will you sit ? 
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Fal. T<ct me sec them, I beseech you. 

Shal. Where’s the roll ? where's the roll ? where's the roll? 
— Let me see, let me sec, let me see. So, so, so, so: yea, 
marry, sir : — Italpli Mouldy ! — lot them appear as I call ; let 
them do so, let them do feo. — Let me see ; where is Mouldy ? 

A/tml. Ilore, an’t please you. 

Shal, What think you, Sir John ? a good-limbed fellorv ; 
young, strong, and of good friends. 

Ful Is thy name Mouldy ? 

Aloul. Yea, nn’t please you. 

Fill. ’Tis the more time thou wort used. 

j Shut. 11a, ha, ha! most excellent, i’ faith! things that 
are mouldy lack use: very singular good I— in faith, well 
said, Sir John ; very well said. 

Fed. Prick him. [To Shallow. 

Afoul. I was pricked well enough be Tore, an you could 
have let me alone : my old dame will be undone now, for one 
to do her husbandry and her drudgery: you need not to have 
pricked me; there arc other men fitter to go ouL than I. 

Fal. Gro to: peace, Mouldy; you shall go. Mouldy, it 
is time you were spent. 

Afoul. Spent ! 

Shal, Peace, fellow, peace; stand aside: know you whore 
ymu are? — For the other, Sir John:— let me see; — Simon 
Shadow ! 

Fal. Yea, marry, let me have him to siL under : lie’s like 
to he a cold soldier. 

Shal. Where’s Shadow? 

Shad. Here, sir. 

Fal. Shadow, whose sou art thou ? 

Shad. My mother's son, sir. 

Pah Thy mother’s soil 1 like enough ; and thy father’s 
shadow: so the sou of the female is the shadow of the male: 
it is often so, indeed ; hut not of the father's substance. ( 23 ) 

SJuiL Do you like him, Sir John ? 

Fal. Shadow will serve for summer, — prick him ; for we 
have a number of shadows to fill up the muster-book. 

Shal. Thomas Wart ! 

Fal, Where’s lie ? 
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Wart. . Here, sir. 

Fal . Is thy name Wart ? 

Wart, Yea, sir. 

Fal. Thou c ar(, a very ragged wart. 

Shat. Shall I pride him, Sir John ? 

Fal. It were superfluous; for his apparel is built upon 
liis hade, and the whole frame stands upon pins : pride him 
no more. 

Shed. IT a, ha, ha! — you can do it, sir ; yon can doit: I 
commend you well. — Francis Feeble ! 

Fee . Here, sir, 

Fal. What trade art thou, Feeble 1 

Fee. A woman's tailor, sir. 

Skal. Shall I prick him, sir? 

Fal, You may: Imt. if lie had been a man’s tailor, he 
would hare pricked you, — Wilt thou make as many holes in 
an enemy’s battle as thou hast done in a woman’s petticoat ? 

Fee. I will do my good will, sir : you can have no more, 

Fal. Well said, good woman’s tailor! well said, courage- 
ous Feeble! thou wilt be as valiant as the wrathful dove or 
most magnanimous mouse. — Prick tho woman’s tailor well, 
Master Shallow*, deep, Master Shallow. 

Fee. 1 would Wart might have gone, sir. 

Fal, I would thou wort a man’s tailor, flint thou mights! 
mend him, and make him fit to go. I cannot put him to a 
private soldier, tlmf is the loader of so many thousands: let 
that suffice, most forcible Feeble. 

Fee. It shall suffice, sir. 

Fal, I am bound to thee, reverend Feeble. — Who is next? 

Shut. Peter Bull calf of tho green ! 

Fal. Yea, marry, lot us soo Bullealf. 

Full. Hero, sir. 

Fal, ’Fore God, a likely fellow! — Come, prick me Bull- 
calf till he roar again. 

Bull. 0 Lord! good my lord cap Lam, — 

Fal. What, dost thou roar before thou art prickl'd ? 

Full. 0 Lord, sir! I am a diseased man. 

Fal. What disease hast thou? 

Bull. A whoreson cold, sir, — a cough, sir, — which 1 



SOUND 11.] 


ICING IIENliY IV. 


503 


caught with ringing in the king's affairs upon his coronation- 
da)' - , sir. 

Pal. Come, thou shalfc go to the wars in a gown ; we will 
have away thy cold ; and I will take such order, that thy 
friends shall ring for tlice. — Is here all ? 

t Shal. Here is two ( 21 ) more called than your number ; you 
must have but four here, sir : — ami so, I pray you, go in 
with mo to dinner. 

Hal. Conic, I will go drink with yon, but I cannoL tarry 
dinner. I am glad to sec you, by my troth, Master Shallow. 

Shal. 0, Sir John, do you remember since we lay all 
night in the windmill in Saint George's holds ? 

Pal. UlSTo more of that, good Maxtor Shallow, no more of tlm t. 

Shal, Ila, it was a merry night. And is Jane Niglitwork 
alive ? 

Pal. She lives, Master Shallow. 

Shal, She never could away with mo. 

Pal, Never, never ; she would always say she could not 
abide Master Shallow. 

Shal. By the mass, I could anger her to the heart. She 
was then a bona-roha. Doth she hold her own well ? 

Pal, Old, old, Master Shallow. 

Shal, Nay, she must be old; she cannot choose but be 
old; certain she’s old; and had Jtobin Niglitwork by old 
Nightwork before I eanio to Clement’s-hm. 

Stl. That's fifty-five; year ago. 

Shal. Ha, cousin Silence, that thou hadst seeu that that 
this knight and I have seen! — Ha, Sir John, said I well ? 

Pal. Wo have heard the chimes at midnight, Master 
Shallow. 

Slud. That wo have, that wc have, that wo have ; in faith, 
Sir John, we have: our watch- word was, u Ilcm, hoys !”— 
Come, leL's to dinner; como, let’s to dinner ; — Jesus, the 
days that wo have seen 1 — come, come. 

[Pxounl Fabtaf}\ Shallow, and Silence. 

Bull. Good Master Corporate Lhirdolph, stand my friend ; 
and hero is four Ilarry ton shillings in l'Vench crowns for 
you. In very truth, sir, I had as lief be hanged, sir, as go : 
and yet, for mine own part, sir, I do not euro ; hut rather. 



m 


SECOND TAM' OF 


[aljl' hi 


because 1 am unwilling, and, for mine own part, have a de- 
sire to stay with my friends j else, sir, I did not care, for 
mine own part, so much. 

Baid. Go to ; stand aside. 

Moul, And, good master corporal captain, for my old 
dame's sake, stand my friend : she lias nobody to do any 
thing about her when I am gone ; and she is old, and canndt 
help herself : you shall have forty, sir. 

Bard. Goto; stand aside, 

.Bee. By my troth, I care not ; a man can die but once ; 
— We owe God a death: I will never bear a base mind: an't 
be my destiny, so ; an’t be not, so : no man is too good to 
serve his prince ; and let it go which way it will, he that dies 
this year is quit for the next. 

Bard. Well said; thou art a good fellow, 

Fee, Faith, I will bear no base mind. 

Hc-entcr Falstaff, Shallow, and Silence. 

Ful. Come, sir, which men shall I have? 

Shal. Four of which you please. 

Bard, Sir, a word witli you : — I have three pound to free 
Mouldy and Bullcalf. 

Fell, Go to ; well. 

Shot. Conic, Sir John, which four will you have? 

Ful. Do you choose for me. 

Shal. Marry, Lhen, — Mouldy, Bullcalf, Feeble, and Sha- 
dow, 

Fid, Mouldy and Bullcalf: — for you, Mouldy, stay at 
home till you are past service:— and for your part, Bullcalf, 
grow till you come unLo it : — I will none of you. 

j Shal. Sir John, Sir John, do not youiself wrong' : they 
are your likeliest men, and I would have you served with the 
best. 

Fal, Will you tell me, Master Shallow, how to choose a 
man? Care I for the limb, the lliewes, the stature, bulk, 
and big assemblance of a man ! Give me the spirit, Master 
Shallow. — Here's Wart ; — you see what a ragged appearance 
itis; lie shall charge you, and discharge you, with the mo- 
tion of a pew tore r’s hammer ; come off, and on, swifter than 
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he that gibbets-on the brewer’s bucket. And this same half- 
faced fellow, Shadow, — give me this man: he presents no 
mark to the enemy, — the fo email may with as great aim level 
at the edge of a penknife, And, for a retreat, — how swiftly 
will this Feeble, the woman’s tailor, run oif! 0, give me 
the spare men, anti spare me the great ones, — Put me a cali- 
ver into Wart’s hand, Bardolph, 

Bard. Hold, Wart, traverse; thus, thus, thus. 

Fed. Come, manage me your caliver. So : ■ — very well: — 
go to : — very good : — exceeding good.*— 0, give me always 
a little, lean, old, chapped, bald shot, — Well said, i* faith, 
Wart ; thou art a good scab : hold, there is a tester for thee. 

i Shal. He is not his craft's-mnster ; lie doth not do it 
right. I remember at Mile-end Gieen, — when 1 lay at Cle- 
ment’s-mn, — I was then Sir Bagonet iu Arthur’s show, — 
there was a little quiver fellow, and he would manage you his 
piece thus; and he would about and about, and come you in 
and come you in: “rail, tali, tali,” would he say; “bounce” 
would he say ; and away again would lie go, and again would 
he come ; — I shall never see such a fellow. 

Fal. These fellows will do well. Master Shallow, — God 
keep you, Master Silence : I will not use many words with 
you, — Fare you well, gentlemen both ; 1 thank you: I must 
a dozen mile to-night. — Bardolph, give the soldiers coats. 

Shal. Sir John, the Lord bless you, and prosper your 
affairs, ancl send us peace! As you return, visit my house; 
let our old acquaintance be renewed: geradventuro I will 
with you to the court. 

Fal. ’Fore God, I would you would, Master Shallow, 
Shal. Go to ; I have spoke at a word. Fare you well. 
Fal. Fare you well, gentle gentlemen, [_Fxeunt Shal- 
low and Silence.] On, Bardolph ; lead the men away. [Far- 
eunt Bardolph, Rccridts, ^-c.] As I return, I will fetch oft’ 
these justices : I do see the bottom of Justice Shallow. 
Lord, Lord, how subject we old men are to this vice of 
lying l This same starved justice hath done nothing hut 
prate to me of the wildness of his youth, and the feats lie 
hath done about Turnbull-strcet ; and every third word 
a lie, duel* paid to the hearer than the Turk’s tribute. I 



50 G 


SBCOinJ PAIIT OP 


[act tv. 


do remember lnm at Clement’s-iim, like a man made after 
supper of a cheese-paring : when lie was naked, lie was, for 
all the world, like a forked radish, with a head fantastically 
carved upon it with a knife : lie was so forlorn, that his 
dimensions to any thick sight were invincible^ 3 ) ; he was the 
very genius of famine; yet lecherous as a monkey, and the 
whores called him mandrake : lie came ever in the rearward 
of the fashion ; and sung those tunes to the overscutched 
huswives that he heard the carmen whistle, and sware they 
were his faucies or his good-nights. And now is this Vice’s 
dagger become a squire* and talks as familiarly of John of 
Gaunt as if he had been sworn brother to him ; and I’ll be 
sworn lie never saw him hut once m the Till-yard; and then lie 
burst his bead for crowding among the marshal’s mem I saw 
it, and told John of Gaunt ho beat liis own name; for you 
might have thrust him and all his apparel into an eel-sldn ; 
the case of a treble hautboy was a mansion for him, a court: — » 
and now lias he land and beeves. "Well, I will be acquainted 
with him, if I return; and it shall go hard but T will make 
him a philosopher’s two stones to me: if the young dace be 
u bait for the old pike, I see no reason, in llie law of nature, 
but 1 may snap at him. Let time shape, and there ail end. 

[Em(, 


ACT IV. 

Scene I* A forest in Yorkshire. 

Huter the Archbishop of Yorlc, Mowbuay, Hastinus, and others. 
Arch. What is this forest call’d ? 

Hast. 5 TL Gualtree Forest, an’t shall please your grace. 
Arch , Here stand, my lords; and send discoverers forth 
To know the numbers of our enemies. 

Hast. We have sent forth already. 

Arch . ’Tis well done. 

My friends and brethren in these great a /lairs, 

I must acquaint you that I have receiv'd 
New-dated letters from Northumberland; 
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Their cold intent, tenour, and substance, tliusi — 

Here doth he wish his person, with such powers 
As might hold sortance with his quality, 

The which ho could not levy ; whereupon 
He is retir’d, to ripe his growing fortunes, 

To Scotland; and concludes in hearty prayers 
That your attempts may overlive the hazard 
And fearful meeting of their opposite. 

Mowb. Thus do the hopes we have in him touch ground. 
And dash themselves to pieces. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Hast. Now, what news ? 

Mess, West of this forest, scarcely olFa mile, 

In goodly form comes on the enemy ; 

And, by the ground they hide, I judge their number 
Upon or near tlio rate of thirty thousand. 

Moiob. The just proportion that we gave them out. 

Let us sway on, and face them in the held. 

Arch. What well-appointed leader fronts us here ? 

Mowb. I think it is my Lord of Westmoreland. 

Enter Wcstitohelaitd, 

West. Health and fair greeting from ouv general. 

The prince, Lord John and Duke of Lancaster. 

Arch. Say on, my Lord of Westmoreland, in peace, 

What doth concern your coming. 

West. Then, my lord, 

Unto your grace do I in chief address 

The substance of my speech. If that rebellion 

Came like itself, in base and abject routs, 

Led on by bloody youth, guarded with rags,( 2fi ) 

And countenanc'd by boys and beggary, — 

I say, if damn'd commotion so appear’d, 

In liis true, native, and most pioper shape, 

You, reverend fathev, and these noble lords, 

Had not been here, to dress tile ugly form 

Of base and bloody insurrection 

With your fair honours. You, lord archbishop, — 
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Whose see is by a civil peace maintain'd ; 

Whose heard the silver hand of peace hath touch’d ; 
Whose learning find good letters peace hath tutor’d ; 
Whose white investments figure innocence. 

The dove and very blessed spirit of peace, — 

Wherefore do you so ill translate yourself 
Out of the speech of peace, that hears such grace. 

Into the harsh and boisterous tongue of war; 

Turning your boohs to greaves, ( 27 ) your ink to blood. 
Tour pens to lances, and your tongue divine 
To a loud trumpet and a point of war ? 

Arch. Wherefore do I this? — so the question stands. 
Briefly to this end; — we are all diseas'd; 

And, with our surfeiting and wanton hours, 

Have brought ourselves into a burning fever, 

And we must bleed for it : of which disease 
Our late king', Richard, being infected, died. 

But, my most noble Lord of Westmoreland, 

I take not on me hero as a physician ; 

Nov do I, as an enemy to peace, 

Tioop in the throngs of military men ; 

But, rather, show awhile like fearful wav, 

To diet rank minds sick of happiness, 

And purge the obstructions which begin to stop 
Oui very veins of life. Hear me more plainly. 

I have m equal balance justly weigh’d 

Wliat wrongs our amis may do, what wrongs we suffer, 

And find our giiefs heavier than our offences. 

"Wc see which way the stream of time doth run, 

And are enforc'd from our most quiet sphere ( 28 ) 

By the rough torrent of occasion ; 

And have the summary of all our griefs. 

When tune shall serve, to show in articles ; 

Which long ere this we offer’d to the king’, 

And might by no suit gain our audience; 

When we are wrong’d, mid would unfold our griefs, 

We aie denied access unto his person 

Even by those men that most have done us wrong. 

The dangers of the days hut newly gone 
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(Whose memory is written on the earth 
With yet-appearing blood), and the examples 
Of every minute’s instance (present now), 

Have jrnt ns in those ill-beseeming arms ; 

Not to break peace, or any branch oF it, 

But to establish here a peace indeed, 

Concurring both in name and quality. 

J Vest, When ever yet was your appeal denied ; 
Wherein have you been gallbd by the king j 
What peer hath been suborn’d to grate on you ; — 
That yon should seal this lawless bloody book 
Of forg'd rebellion with a seal divine, 

And consecrate commotion's hitter edge ? 

Arch, My brother general, the commonwealth, 

To brother born an household cruelty, 

I make my quarrel in particular. ( 2D ) 

7 Vest. There is no need of any such redress ; 

Or if there were, it not belongs to you. 

Moiob, Why not to him in part, and to us all 
That feel the bruises of the days before. 

And suffer the condition of these times 
To lay a heavy and unequal hand 
Upon our honours ? 

[Vest. O, my good Lord Mowbray, 

Construe the times to their necessities, 

And you shall say indeed, it is the time, 

And not the king, that doth you injuries. 

Yet, for your part, it not appears to me, 

Either from the king, or in the present time, 

That you should have an inch of any ground 
To build a grief on : were you not restor’d 
To all tlie Duke of Norfolk’s signiorics, 

Your noble and r igh t-woll-remc mb er ’ d father's ? 

Moiob, What thing, in honour, had my father lost, 
That need to be reviv'd and breath’d in me ? 

The king, that lov’d him, as the state stood then, 

Was, force perforce, compelled to banish him : 

And then that( 3l> ) Henry Bolinghroke and lie — 

Being mounted aud both roused in their seats, 



SECOND PART OF 


[aot XV. 


510 

Their neighing' coursers daring of the spur, 

Their armetl staves in charge, their heavers down, 

Their eyes of fire sparkling through sights of steel. 

And the loud trumpet blowing them together,— 

Then, then, when there was nothing could have stay’d 
My father fiom tlio breast of Boling broke, 

O, when the king did throw his warder down, 

Ilis own life hung upon the staff he threw; 

Then threw he clown himself, and all their lives 
That by indictment and by dint of sword 
Have since miscarried under Bolinghroke. 

West. Ton speak. Lord Mowbray, now you know not 
wliat. 

The Earl of Hereford was reputed then 
In England the most valiant gentleman : 

Who knows on whom fortune would then have smil’d ? 

But if your father lmd been victor there. 

He ne’er had borne it out of Coventry : 

For all the country, in a general voice. 

Cried hate upon him ,* and all their prayers and love 
Were set on Hereford, whom they doted on, 

And hless’d and grac’d indeed, ( Jl ) more than the king. 

But this is mere digression from my purpose. — 

Here come I fiom our princely general 
To know your griefs ; to tell you from liis grace 
That he will give you audience ; and wherein 
It shall appear that your demands are just. 

You shall enjoy them,— every thing set off 
That might so much as think you enemies. 

Mowb, But lie hath forc’d ms to compel this off’ei ; 

And it proceeds from policy, not love. 

West. Mowbray, you overween to take it so ; 

This offer comes from mercy, not from fear : 

For, lo 1 within a ken our army lies ; 

Upon mine honour, all too confident 
To give admittance to a thought of fear. 

Gur battle is more full of names than yours, 

Our men more perfect in the use of arms. 

Our armour all as strong, our cause die best ; 
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Then reason will our hearts should he as good : 

Say you not, then, our oner is compell'd. 

ii/oiuZi. "Well, hy my will we shall admit no parley. 

(Vest. That argues but the shame of your offence : 

A rotten case abides no handling, 

Hast. Hath the Prince John a full commission, 

In very ample virtue of his father, 

To hear and absolutely to determine 
Of what conditions we shall stand upon ? 

West. That is intended in the general’s name : 

I muse you make so slight a question, 

Arch. Then take, my Lord ofWestui or el and, this schedule, 
Por this contains our general grievances : 

Each several article herein redress’d, 

All members of our cause, both here and lienee, 

That arc insinew’d to this action, 

Acquitted hy a true substantial form, 

And piesent execution of our wills 
To us and to our purposes consign’d. — ( 3i ) 

We come within our awful banks again, 

And knit our powers to the arm of peace. 

West . This will I show the general. Please you, lords, 
In sight of both our battles we may meet ; 

And( 33 ) either end in peace, — which God so frame I — 

Or to the place of difference call the swords 
Which must decide it. 

Arch . My lord, we will do so. [Exit West. 

Moiob. There is a thing within my bosom tells me 
That no conditions of our peace can stand. 

Hast. Pear you not that : if we can make our peace 
Upon such laigc terms and .so absolute 
As our conditions shall consist upon, 

Our peace shall stand as firm ns locky mountains. 

Mowb. Ay, hut our valuation shall be such, 

That every slight and false-derived cause, 

Yea, every idle, nice, and wanton reason, 

Shall to the king taste of this action ; 

That, were our royal faiths martyrs in love, 
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We shall he winnow’d with so rough a. wind, 

That even out corn shall seem as light as chaff, 

And good from had find no partition. 

Arch . No, no, my lord. Note this, — the king is weary 
Of dainty and such picking grievances : 

For he hath found, to end one doubt by death. 

Revives two greater in the heirs of life ; 

And therefore will he wipe his tables clean. 

And keep no tell-tale to his memory, 

That may repeat and history his loss 
To new remembrance : for full well he knows 
He cannot so precisely weed this laud 
As his misdoubts present occasion : 

His foes are so enrooted with his friends, 

That, plucking to unfix an enemy, 

He doth unfasten so( 34 ) and shake a friend. 

So that this land, like an offensive wife 
That hath enrag'd him on ( 3r> ) to offer strokes, 

As lie is striking, holds his infant up, 

And hangs resolv’d correction in the arm 
That was uprear’d to execution, 

Hast, Besides, the king hath wasted all his rods 
On late offenders, that he now doth lack 
The very instruments of chastisement : 

So that his power, like to a fanglcss lion. 

May offer, hut not hold. 

Ay oh, ’Tia very true : 

And therefore he assur’d, my good lord marshal, 

If we do now make our atonement well, 

Our peace will, like a broken limb united, 

Grow stronger for the "breaking, 

Moiob. Be it so, 

Here is return'd my Lord of Westmoreland. 

lic-entcr WnsTJUOiiELANO. 

est. The prince is here at hand : pleaseth your 
lordship 

To meet his grace just distance ’tween our armies. 
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Mowb. Youv grace of York, in God’s name, then, set 
forward. 

Arch. Before, and greet his grace : — my lord, we come. 

[I&ceitwh 


Scene II. Another pari of the forest. 

Eater , from one side, HoW&uay, {he Archbishop, Hastings, and 
others: from the other side, Prince Joiin of Lancaster, West- 
moiieland, Officers, and Attendants. 

P. John. You ore well encounter'd here, my cousin 
Mowbray : — 

Good day to you, gentle lord archbishop 
And so to you, Lord Hastings, — and to all,— 

My Lord of York, it better sliow’d with you, 

When that your flock, assembled by the bell, 

Encircled you to hear with reverence 
Your exposition on the holy text, 

Than now to see you here an iron man, 

Cheering a rout of rebels with your drum, 

Turning the word to sword, and life to death. 

That man that sits within a monarch’s heart, 

And ripens in the sunshine of his favour, 

Would he abuse the countenance of the king, 

Alack, wlmt mischiefs might lie set abroach, 
fu shadow oS such greatness ! With you> lord bishop, 

It is even so. Who hath not heard it spoken, 

IIow deep you were within the books of God ? 

To us tile speaker in his parliament; 

To us the imagin’d voice of God himself ; 

The very opener and intelligencer 
Between the grace, the sanctities of heaven. 

And our dull workings, O, who shall believe, 

But you misuse the reverence of your place, 

Employ the countenance and grace of heaven, 

As ft false favourite doth his prince’s name. 

In deeds dishonourable? Y r ou have taken up, 

Under the counterfeited scal( 3fJ ) of God, 
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The subjects of his substitute, my father, 

And hotli against the peace of heaven and him 
Have here up-swaiin’d them. 

jlrcJi, Good my Lord of Lancaster, 

1 am not here against your father’s peace ; 

But, as I told my Lord of Westmoreland, 

The time misorder’d doth, in common sense, 

Crowd us and crush us to this monstrous form, 

To hold our safety up. I sent your grace 
The parcels and particulars of our grief, — 

The which hath been with scorn shov’d from the court, — 
Whereon this Hydra son of war is horn ; 

Whose dangerous eyes may well be charm'd asleep 
With grant of our most just and right desires, 

And true obedience, of this madness cur'd, 

Stoop tamely to the foot of majesty* 

Moivb, If not, wo ready are to try our fortunes 
To the last man. 

Hast. And though wo here fall down , 

We have supplies to second our attempt: 

If they miscarry, theirs shall second them ; 

And so success of mischief shall be horn, 

And heir from lieir shall hold tins quanel up, 

Whiles England shall have generation, 

_Z J . John, You are too shallow, Hastings, much too 
shallow, 

To sound the bottom of the after-times. 

West. Please th your grace to answer them directly, 
How far-forth you do like their articles, 

jp. John . I like thorn all, and do allow them well; 

And swear here, by the honour of my blood, 

My father's purposes have been mistook ; 

And some about him have loo lavishly 
Wrested his meaning and authority, — 

My lord, these griefs shall he with speed redress’d ; 

Upon my soul, they shall. If this may please you, 
Discharge your powers unto their several counties. 

As we will ours : and here, between the armies, 

Let’s drink together friendly and embrace, 
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Tliat all their eyes may hear those tokens home 
Of our restored love and amity. 

Arch. I take your princely word for these redresses. 

P> John. I give it you, and will maintain my word : 

And thereupon I drink unto your grace. 

Hast. Go, captain [to an Officer], and deliver to the army 
This news of peace : let them have pay, and part: 

I know it will well please them. Hie thee, captain. 

[Exit Officer. 

A'ick. To you, my noble Lord of Westmoreland. 

West. I pledge your grace ; and, if you knew what pains 
I have bestow’d to breed this present peaco, 

You would drink freely : but my love to ye 
Shall show itself more openly hereafter. 

Arch. I do not doubt you. 

West. I am glad of it. — 

Health to my lord and gentle cousin, Mowbray. 

Mowb. You wish me health in very happy season , 

Tor T am, on the sudden, something ilk 

Arch . Against ill chances men are eyer merry ; 

But heaviness foreruns the good event. 

West, Therefore be merry, coz ; since sudden sorrow 
Serves to say thus, — Some good thing comes to-morrow. 
Arch. Believe me, I am passing light in spirit. 

Mowb. So much the worse, iF your own rule be true. 

[iSAoj^s within, 

P, John. The word of peace is render’d : hark, how they 
shout ! 

Mowb. This had been cheerful after victory. 

Arch, A peace is of the nature of a conquest ; 

Tor then both parties nobly are subdu’d. 

And neither party loser. 

P. John. Go, my lord, 

And let our army be discharged too. [Exit Westmoreland. 
And, good my lord, so please you, lot our trains 
March by us, that wc may peruse the men 
We should have cop'd withal. 

Arch. 


Go, good Lard Hastings, 
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And; ere they be dismiss’d, let them march by. 

[ Exit Hastings. 

P, John. I trust, lords, we shall lie to-night together. 
Re-enter Westmoreland. 

Now, cousin, wherefore stands our army still X 

West. The leaders, having charge from you to stand, 
Will not go off until they hear you speak, 

P. John . They know their duties. 

Re-enter Hastings. 

Hast. My lord, our army is dispers’d already: 

Like youthful steers unyok'd, they take their courses 
East, west, north, south ; or, like a school broke up, 

Each hurries toward his home and sporting-place. 

West. Good tidings, my Lord Hastings ; for the which 
I do arrest thee, traitor, of high treason:— 

And you, lord archbishop, — and you, Lord Mowbray, — 

Of capital treason I attach you both, 

Mowb. Is this proceeding just and honourable ? 

West, Is your assembly so ? 

Arch, Will you thus break your faith ? 

P. John. I pawn'd thee none : 

I promis’d you redress of these same grievances 
Whereof you did complain ; which, by mine honour, 

I will perform with a most Christian care. 

Eut for you, rebels, — look to taste the due 
Meet for rebellion and such, acts as yours. 

Most shallowly did you these arms commence. 

Fondly brought here, and foolishly sent hence. — 

Strike up our drums, pursue the scatter’d stray: 

God, and not we, hath safely fought to-day.— 

Some guard these traitors to the block of death, 

Treason’s true bed and yielder-up of breath. 


\_lixeunt. 
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Scene III. Another part of the forest. 

Alarums : excui sion-s. Enter Fat, staff and Colevile, meeting. 

Fal . What's your name, sit ? of what condition are yon, 
and of what place, I pray ? 

Cole , I am a knight, sir ; and my name is Colevile of the 
dale, 

Fal. Well, then, Colevile is your name, a kniglxt is your 
degree, and your place the dale ; Colevile shall he still your 
name, a traitor yom degree, and the dungeon your place, — 
a place deep enough; so shall you be still Colevile of the 
dale. 

Cole. Are not you Sir John FalstaiF? 

Fal. As good a man as he, sir, whoe'er I am. Do ye 
yield, sir ? or shall I sweat for you? If I do sweat, they are 
the drops of thy lovers, and they weep for thy death: therefore 
rouse up fear and trembling, and do observance to my mercy. 

Cole, I think you are Sir John FalstafT; and in that 
thought yield me. 

Fal. I have a whole school of tongues in this belly of 
mine ; and not a tongue of them all speaks any other word 
hut my name. An I had but a "belly of any indilferency, I 
were simply the most active fellow in Europe : my womb, my 
womb, my womb, undoes me. — Here comes our general. 

Enter Princo Joror of Lancaster, Westmoeelaud, and others. 

P, John. The heat Is past; feUew no further new ; — 

Call in the powers, good cousin Westmoreland. 

[Exit Westmoreland. 

Now, Falstaff, where have you been all tins while ? 

When every thing is ended, then you come : 

These tardy tricks of yours will, on my life, 

One time or other break some gallows’ back. 

Fal. I would be sorry, my lord, hut it should be thus : 

I never knew yet hut rebuke and check was the reward of 
valour. Do you think me a swallow, an arrow, or a bullet ? 
have I, in my poor and old motion, the expedition of thought? 

I have speeded hither with the very extremes t inch of possi- 
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bility ; I have foundered nine-score and odd posts : and here, 
travel-tainted as 1 am, have, m my pure and immaculate 
valour, taken Sir John Colevile of the dale, a most furious 
knight and valorous enemy, But what of that ? he saw me, 
and yielded; that I may justly say with the hook-nosed fel- 
low of Home,— I came, saw, and overcame, 

P. John. It was more of his courtesy than your deserving* 
Pal. I know not ; — here ho is, and here I yield him : and 
I beseech your grace, let it bo "booked with the rest of this 
clay’s deeds; or, by the Lord, I will have it in a particular 
ballacl else, with mine own picture on the top of it, Colevile 
kissing my foot : to the which course if I be enforced, if you 
do not all show like gilt two-penccs to me, and I, in the 
dear sky of fame, o’ershine you as much as the full moon 
doth the cinders of the element, which show like pins’ heads 
to her, believe not the word of the noble; therefore let mo 
have light, and lot desert mount. 

P. John. Thine 's too heavy to mount. 

Pal. Let it shine, then, 

P. John. Time’s too thick to shine. 

Pal, Let it do something, my good lord, that may do me 
good, .and call it what you will, 

P. John. Is thy name Colevile ? 

Cole. It is, my lord, 

P, John . A famous rebel art thou, Colevile. 

Pal. And a famous true subject took him. 

Cole. 1 am, my lord, hut as my betters are, 

That led me hither : had they been rul’d by me, 

You should have won them dearer than you have. 

Pal. I know not how they sold themselves : but thou, like 
a kind fellow, gavest thyself away gratis ; and I thank thee for 
thee. 

R^miev KSTAtOEEL iVN D . 

P. John, Now, have you left pursuit ? 

(Vest, Retreat is made, and execution stay’d. 

P. John, Send Colevile, with his confederates, 

To York, to present execution : — 

Blunt, lead him hence ; and see you guard him sure, 

[Exeunt some with Colevile. 
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Anti now dispatch we toward the court, my lords : 

I hear the Icing my father is sore side : 

Our news shall go before us to his majesty, — 

Which, cousin, you shall hear, — to comfort him ; 

And wo wiLli sober speed will follow you. 

Fal. My lord, I beseech you, give me leave to go 
Through Glostorsliire : and, when you come to court, 

Stand my good lord, pray, in your good report. 

F. John. Fare you well, Jhlstaff: I, in my condition, 
Shall better speak of you than you deserve. 

[Exeunt all except Falstaff. 

Fal. I would you lmd but the wit: ’twere better than 
your dukedom.— Good faith, this same young sober-blooded 
boy doth not love me ; nor a man cannot make him laugh ; — 
hut that's no marvel, he drinks no wine. There's never any 
of these demure boys come to any proof ; for thin drink doth 
so over-cool their blood, and making many fish-meals, that 
they fall into a kind of male green-sickness ; and then, when 
they marry, they get wenches : they are generally fools and 
cowards; — which some of us should he too, but for inflamma- 
tion, A good sherris-sack hath a two-fald operation in it, It 
ascends me into the brain ; dries ;me there all the foolish and 
dull and crudy vapours which environ it; makes it apprehen- 
sive, quick, forge tive, full of nimble, fiery, and delectable 
shapes ; which delivered o’er to the voice (the tongue), which 
is the birth, becomes excellent wit. The second property of 
your excellent sherris is, — the warming of the blood ; which, 
before cold and settled, left the liver white and pale, which 
is the badge of pusillanimity and cowardice ; but the slicrris 
warms it, and makes it course fi ora the inwards to the parts 
extreme: it illumineth tlve face, winch, as a beacon, gives 
warning to all the rest of this little kingdom, man, to arm ; 
and then the vital commoners and inland petty spirits muster 
me all to their captain, the heart, who, great, and puffed up 
with this retinue, doth any deed of courage : and this valour 
comes of sherris. So that skill in the weapon is nothing with- 
out sack, for that sets it a -work *, and learning, a mere hoard 
of gold kept by a devil, till sack commences it, and sets it in 
act and use. Hereof comes it, that Prince Harry is valiant ; 
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for the cold blood he did naturally inherit of his father, he 
hath, like lean, sterile, and hare land, manured, husbanded, 
and tilled, with excellent endeavour of drinking good and 
good store of fertile shciris, that he is become very hot and 
valiant. If I had a thousand sons, the first human principle 
I would teach them should be, — to forswear thin potations, 
and to addict themselves to stick. 

Enter Bahdolph. 

How now, Bardolph ! 

Bard. The army is discharged all, and gone. 

Fal, Let them go. I'll through Grlostershire ; and there 
will I visit Master lloh ert Shallow, esquire; X have him 
already tempering between my finger and my thumb, and 
shortly will I seal with him. Come away. [live tint. 


Scene IV. Westminster . A room in the palace. 

Enter King Henry, Clarence, Prince Humphrey, Warwick, and 

others. 

I(, Hen , Now, lords, if God doth give successful end 
To this debate that Lleedeth at our doois, 

We will our youth lead on to higher fields, 

And draw no swords but what are sanctified. 

Our navy is address’d, our power collected, 

Our substitutes in absence well invested, 

And every thing lies level to our wish : 

Only, we want a little personal strength ; 

And pause us, till these rebels, now afoot, 

Come underneath the yoke of government. 

War. Both which we doubt not but your majesty 
Shall soon enjoy. 

K. Hen. Humphrey, my son of Gflosler, 

"Where is the prince your brother ? 

P> Humph. I think he’s gone to hunt, my lord, at Wind- 
sor. 

1C Hen. And how accompanied ? 

P. Humph. I do not know, my lord. 
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K. Hen . la not ]iis brother, Thomas of Clarence, with him ? 
P, Humph, No, my good lord ; he is in presence here. 
Cla. What would my lord and father ? 

K. lion. Nothing hut well to thee, Thomas of Clarence. 
How chance tlion art not with the prince thy brother ? 

He loves thee, and thou dost neglect him, Thomas ; 

Thou hast a Letter place in his affection 
Than all thy brothers ; cherish it, my hoy, 

And noble offices thou mayst effect 
Of mediation, after I am dead, 

Between his greatness and thy other brethren : 

Therefore omit him not; blunt not his love, 

Nor lose the good advantage of his grace 
By seeming cold or careless of his will ; 

For he is gracious, if he he observ’d : 

He hath a tear for pity, and a hand 
Open ns day for melting chaiity : 

Yet notwithstanding, being' incens'd, lie's Hint ; 

As humorous as winter, and as sudden 
As flaws congealed in the spring of day. 

His temper, therefore, must be well observ’d ; 

Chide him for faults, and do it reverently, 

When you perceive liis blood inclin'd, to mirth ; 

But, being moody, give him line and scope, 

Till that his passions, like a whale on ground. 

Confound themselves with working. Learn this, Thomas, 
And thou shalt prove a shelter to thy friends ; 

A hoop of gold to hind thy brothers in, 

That the united vessel of their blood, 

Mingled with venom of suggestion 

(As, force perforce, the age will pour it in), 

Shall never leak, though it do work as strong 
As acomtum or rash gunpowder. 

Cla. I shall observe him with all care and love. 

K, Hon. Why art thou not at "Windsor with him, 
Thomas ? 

Cla . He is not there lo-day ; he dines in London . 

K, Hen. And how accompanied? const thou tell that? 
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Cla. With Pointy and other his continual followers. 

IC lien. Most subject is the fattest soil to weeds ; 

And he, the noble image of my youth, 

Is overspread with them: therefore my grief 
Stretches itself beyond the hour of death: 

The blood weeps from my heart, when I do shape. 

In forms imaginary, the unguuled days 
And rotten times that you shall look upon 
When I am sleeping with my ancestors. 

For when his headstrong riot hath no curb, 

When rage and hot blood are his counsellors, 

When means and lavish manners meet together, 

O, with what wings shall liis affections ily 
'Cowards fronting peril and opposed, decay ! 

War. My gracious lord, you look beyond him quite : 
The prince but studies his companions, 

Like a strange tongue ; wherein, to gain the language* 

'Tis needful that the most immodest word 
lie look'd upon and learn’ cl ; winch once attain’d, 

Your highness knows, comes to no further use 
Put to bo known aud hated. So, like gross terms, 

The prince will, in the perfectness of time, 

Cast olFhis followers; and tlmir memory 
Shall as a pattern or a measure live, 

By which his grace must mete the lives of others, 

Turning past evils to advantages. 

K. Ben. ’Tis scldoni-when the bco doth lcavo her comb 
In the dead carrion, 


Untcr Westaio reland. 

Who’s here ? Westmoreland ? 
West , Health to my sovereign, and new happiness 
Added to that that I am to deliver 1 
Prince John, your son, doth kiss your grace’s hand: 
Mowbray, the Bishop Scroop, Hastings, and all, 

Are brought to the correction of your law ; 

There is not now a rebel’s sword unsheath'd, 

But Peace puts forth her olive every where : 
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'L'he manner how this action hath been borne, 

Here at move leisure may your highness read, 

With every course in his particular. 

K. Hen. 0 Westmoreland, thou art a summer bird, 
Wbicli ever in the haunch of winter sings 
The lifting-up of day. — Look, here's more news. 

Eater II ah court, 

Har. From enemies heaven keep your majesty; 

And, when they stand against you, may they fall 
As those that I am come to tell you of! 

The Earl Northumberland and the Lord Bardolph, 

With a great power of English and of Scots, 

Are by the sheriff of Yorkshire overthrown : 

The manner and true order of the light. 

This packet, please it you, contains at large, 

1C. lien. And wlieiefore should these good, news make me 
sick ? 

Will Fortune never come with both hands full. 

But write her fair words still in foulest letters ? 

She either gives a stomach, and no food, — 

Such are the poor, in health j or else a feast, 

And takes away the stomach, — such are the rich, 

That have abundance, and enjoy it not. 

I should rejoice now at this happy news ; 

And now my sight fails, and my brain is giddy 
0 me ! come near me ; now I am much ill. [Swoons, 

F. ffmwpii. Comfort, your majesty ! 

Cla. 0 my royal father 1 

West. My sovereign lord, cheer up yourself, look up. 
War. Be patient, princes ; you do know, these fits 
Are with liis highness very ordinary. 

Stand from him, give him air; he’ll straight be well. 

Cla. No, no, lie cannot long hold out these pangs : 

The incessant care and labour of his mind 
Hath wi ought the mure, that should coniine it in, 

So thin, that life looks through, and will break out. 

F. Humph. The people fear me ; for they do observe 
Unfatlier’d heiis and loathly births of nature : 
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The seasons change their manners, as the year 
Had found some months asleep, and leap’ll them over. 

Cla, The river hath thrice ilowM, no a bb he tween ; 

And the old folk, time's doting chronicles. 

Say it did so a little time before 

That our great-granclsire, Edward, sick'd and died. 

War. Speak lower, princes, for the king recoveis. 

P. Humph. Tliis apoplexy will certain be his end, 

K. Hen. I pray you, take me up, and bear mo hence 
Into some other chamber : .softly, pray. 

[They convey the King if 1 ") into cm inner pari of 
the room , and place him on a bad. 

Let there be no noise made, my gentle friends ; 

Unless some dull and favourable hand 
Will whisper music to* my weary spirit. 

War, Call for the music in the other room. 

K. Hen. Set me the crown upon my pillow here. 

Cla. His eye is hollow, and he changes much. 

War, Less noise, less noise ! 

Enter Prince Hdnuy. 

P . lion. "Who saw the Duke of Clarence ? 

Cla . I am here, brother, full of heaviness, 

P. Hen. How now ! rain within doors, and none abroad ! 
IIow doth the king ? 

P. Humph. Exceeding ill. 

P. Hen, Heart! ho the good news yet? 

Tell it him. 

P, Humph. He alter’d much upon the hearing it. 

P, Hen , If he be sick 
"With joy, he will recover without physic. 

War, Not so much noise, my lords ’. — sweet prince, speak 
low ; 

The king your father is dispos’d to sleep, 

Cla. Let ns withdraw into the other room. 

War. Will't please your grace to go along with us '{ 

P. lien. No; I will sit and watch here hy the king. 

[Exeunt all except P. Henry. 
Why doth the crown lie there upon hi& pillow, 
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Being so troublesome a bedfellow? 

O polish'd perturbation ! golden care ! 

That keep’st the ports of slumber open wide 
To many a watchful night! — sleep with it now ! 

Yet not so sound and half so deeply sweet 
As he whose brow with homely biggin bound 
Snores out the watch of night, 0 majesty 1 
When thou dost pinch thy hearer, thou dost ait 
Like a rich armour worn in heat of day, 

That scalds with safety. By liis gates of breath 
There lies a downy feather which stirs not : 

Did he suspire, that light and weightless down 
Perforce must move. — My gracious lord ! my father ! — 

This sleep is sound indeed; this is a sleep, 

That from this golden rigol hath divorc’d 
So many English kings, Thy due fioin me 
Is tears and heavy sorrows of the blood. 

Which nature, love, and filial tenderness, 

Shall, 0 dear father, pay thee pienleously ; 

My due from thee is this imperial crown, 

Which, as immediate from thy place and blood, 

Derives itself to me. Lo, hero it sits, — 

[Putting it on Ids head. 
Which God shall guard : and put the world's whole strength 
Into one giant arm, it shall not force 
This lineal honour from me : this from thee 
TFiH I to mme leave, as 'tis left to me. [ Eosit . 

1C Tien. Waiwick I Gloster ! Clarence ! 

Tfe-enicr Warwick and the vest. 

C la, Doth tlie king call ? 

War. What would your majesty 1 how fares your grace ? 
K. Hen . Why did you leave me here alone, my loids ? 
Cla. We left the prince my brother here, my liege, 

Who undertook to sit and watch by you. 

K. Hen . The Prince of Wales ! Where is he ? let me 
see him : 

He is not here. 

War, This door is open; he is gone this way. 
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P. Humph. He came not through the chamber where we 
stay’d. 

K, Hen. Where is the crown ? who took it from my pil- 
low ? 

JFur. When we withdrew, my liege, we left it here. 

K. Hen. The prince hath ta’en it hence : — go, seek him out. 
Is he so hasty, that he doth suppose 
My sleep my death ? — 

Find him, my Lord of Warwick ; chide him hither. 

[JRasil IVavw'ck, 

This part of his conjoins with my disease, 

And helps to end me. — See, sons, what things you arc ! 

IIow quickly nature falls into revolt 
When gold becomes her object! 

For this the foolish over-careful fathers 
Have broke their sleeps with thought, ( ,?3 ) their brains with 
care, 

Their bones with industry ; 

For this they have engrossed and pil’d up 
The canker'd heaps of strange-achicved gold *, 

For this thoy have been thoughtful to invest 
Their sons with arts and martial exercises : 

When, like the bee, tolling from every flower 
The virtuous sweets. 

Our thighs pack’d with wax, our mouths with honey, ( 3U ) 

We bring it to the hive; and, like the bees, 

Are murder’d for our pains. This bitter taste 
Yield his engrossments to the ending father. 

Re-enter IVAnwiir. 

How, where is he that will not stay so long 
Till his friend sickness hath determin’d me ? 

WaY. My lord, I found the prince in the next room, 
Washing with kindly tears his gentle cheeks ; 

With such a deep demeanour in great sorrow. 

That tyranny, which never quaff'd but blood, 

Would, by ‘beholding him, have wash’d Jus knife 
With gentle eye-drops. He is coming hither. 

K. lien. But wherefore did he take away the crown i 
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Pe-entef Prince Henhy. 

Lo, where he comes. — Come liitlior to me, Harry. — • 

Depart the chamber, leave us here alone, 

[Exeunt all except K. Hen. and P. Hen, 
P, lien. I never thought to hear you speak again. 

1C. Hen. Thy wish was father, Harry, to that thought: 

I stay too long by thee, I weary thee. 

Dost thou so hunger for my empty chair, 

That thou wilt needs invest thee with mine honours 
Before thy hour he ripe ? O foolish youth ! 

Thou seek’st the greatness that will overwhelm thee. 

Stay hut a little j for my cloud of dignity 
Is held from falling with so weak a wind 
That it will quickly drop : my day is dim. 

Thou hast stolen that which, after some few Loins, 

Were thine without oJlence ; and at my death 
Thou hast seal’d up my expectation : 

Thy life did manifest thou lov’dst me not, 

And thou wilt have me die assur'd of it. 

Thou hid'sfc a thousand daggers in tliy thoughts, 

Which thou hast whetted on thy stony heart, 

To stab at half ail hour of my life. 

What ! caust thou not forbear me half an hour ? 

Then, get thee gone, and dig my grave thyself ; 

And bid the merry bells ring to tliine ear. 

That thou art crowned, not that I am dead. 

Let all the tears that should hedew my hearse 
Be chops of balm to sancLify thy head : 

Only compound me with forgotten dust ; 

Give that which gave thee life unto the worms. 

Pluck down my officers, break my decrees ; 

For now a time is come to mock at form : — 

Harry the fifth is crown'd : — up, vanity 1 
Down, royal state! all you sage counsellor?, lienee ! 

And to the English court assemble now, 

From every region, apes of idleness ! 

Now, neighbour confines, purge you of your scum: 

Have you a ruffian that will swear, drink, dance. 
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Revel the night, rob, murder, and commit 
The oldest sins the newest kind of ways ? 

Be happy, he will trouble you no more ; 

England shall double-gild his treble guilt, — 

England shall give him office, honour, might; 

For the fifth Harry from curb'd license plucks 
The muzzle of restraint, and the wild dog 
Shall llesli his tooth in every innocent. 

0 my poor kingdom, sick with civil blows ! 

When that my care could not withhold thy riots, 

What wilt thou do when riot is thy care ? 

O, thou will he a wilderness again. 

Peopled with wolves, thy old inhabitants 1 

i\ Ben. O, pardon me, my liege ! hut for my tears, 

[ Kneeling. 

The moist impediments unto my speech, 

1 had forestall’d this dear and deep rebuke, 

Ere you with grief liad spoke, and I had heard 
The course of it so far. There is your crown ; 

And He that wears the crown immortally 
Long guard it youis ! If I affect it more 
Than as your honour and as your renown, 

Let me no more from this obedience rise, — 

Which my most inward true and duteous spirit ( ll) ) 

Teacheth, — this prostrate and exterior bending \ 

God witness with me, when I here came in, 

And found no course of breath within your majesty, 

How cold it struck my heart ! If I do feign, 

0, let mo in my present wildness die, 

And never live to show the incredulous world 
The noble change that 1 have pm posed ! 

Coining to look on. you, thinking you dead 
(And dead almost, my liege, to think you were), 

I spake unto tlio crown as having sense, 

And thus upbraided it : The care on thee depending 
Hath fed upon the body of my father ; 

Therefore, thou, best of gold, art worst of gold ; 

Other, less fine in carat, is more precious. 

Preserving life in medicine potable ; 
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But thou, most fine, most honour'd, most renown 'd, 

Hast eat thy hearer up.” Thus, my most royal liege, 
Accusing it, I put it on my head. 

To try with it, — as with an enemy 

That had before my face murder’d my father, — 

The quarrel of a true inheritor. 

But if it did infect my blood with joy, 

Or swell my thoughts to any strain of pride ; 

If any rebel or vain spirit of mine 
Did with the least affection of a welcome 
Give entertainment to the might of it, — 

Let God for ever keep it from my head, 

And make me as the poorest vassal is, 

That doth with awe and terror kneel to it ! 

K. Hen. 0 my son, 

God put it in thy mind to take it lienee, 

That thou mightst win the more thy father’s love, 

Pleadiug so wisely in excuse of it 1 
Come hither, Harry, sit thou by my bed j 
And hear, I think, the very latest counsel 
That ever I shall breathe. God knows, my son. 

By wlmt by-paths and indirect crook’d ways 
I met this crown ■ and I myself know well 
How troublesome it sat upon my head : 

To thee it shall descend with better quiet, 

Better opinion, better confirmation j 
For all the soil of the achievement goes 
With me into the earth. It seem’d in me 
But as an honour snatch'd with boisterous hand ; 

And I had many living to upbraid 
My gain of it by their assistances ; 

Which daily giew to quarrel and to bloodshed, 

Wounding supposed peace : all these bold fears 
Thou see’s t with peril I have answered ; 

For all my reign hath been but as a scene 
Acting that argument : and now my death 
Changes the mode ; for what in me was purchas’d. 

Falls upon thee in a more fairer sort ; 

,So thou the garland svear’st successively. 

VOL. TII. M M 



SECOND PAltT OP 


[_A0r ]V, 


530 


Yet, though thou stand's t more sure than I could clo, 

Thou ax t not firm enough, since griefs are green ; 

And all my{' 11 ) friends, "which tliou must make thy friends, 
Have but their stings and teeth newly ta’en out ; 

By wliose fell working I was first advanc'd, 

And by whose power I well might lodge a fear 
To be again displac’d : which to avoid, 

I cut them off ; and had a purpose now 
To lead out many to the Holy Land, 

Lest rest and lying still might make them look 
Too near unto my state. Therefore, my Harry, 

Be it tliy course to busj r giddy minds 

With foreign quarrels; that action, hence borne out, 

May waste the memory of tlio former days. 

Move w oulcl I, hut my lungs are wasted so, 

That strength of speech is utterly denied me. 

How X came by the crown, O God forgive ; 

And giant it may with thee in true peace live ! 

P. lien. My gracious liege, 

You won it, wore it, kept it, gave it me ; 

Then plain and right must my possession be : 

Which I with more than with a common pain 
'Gainst all the world will rightfully maintain. 

K. Hen. Look, look, here comes my John of Lancaster. 

Enter Prawn John" of Lan castor, Warwick, Lords, and others . 

P, John. Health, peace, and happiness to my royal father ! 
K, Hen. Tliou firing's t me happiness and peace, son John; 
But health, alack, with youthful wings is flown 
From this bare wither’d trunk : upon thy sight, 

My worldly business makes a period. — 

Where is my Lord of Warwick? 

P. lien. My Lord of Warwick 1 

K. Hen. Doth any name particular belong 
Unto the lodging where 1 first did swoou ? 

War. 'Tie call'd Jerusalem, my noble lord. 

K. Hen. Laud be to God I — even there my life must end. 
It hath been prophesied to me many years, 

I should not die hut in Jerusalem ; 
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Which vainly I suppos’d the Holy Land : — 

But, hear me to that chamber; there I’ll lie; 

In that Jerusalem shall Harry die, ■ [Exeunt. 


ACiT V. 

Scene J. Gloucestershire, A hall m Shallow's house. 

Enter Shallow, Jjalstaff, Baedolph, and Page. 

Shat. By cock and pie, sir, you shall not away to-night. 
— Wliat, Davy, 1 say ! 

Fal. You must excuse me, Master Robert Shallow. 

Shah I will not excuse you ; you shall not be excused; 
excuses shall not be admitted ; there is no excuse shall serve ; 
you shall not he excused. —Why, Davy l 

Enter Davy 

Davy. Here, sir. 

Shal. Davy, Davy, Davy, Davy, — let me see, Davy; let 
me see, Davy ; let me see;— yea, marry, William cook, bid 
him come hither. — Sir John, you shall not be excused. 

Davy. Marry, sir, thus ; those precepts cannot be served ; 
and, again, sir, — shall we sow the headland with wheat ? 

Shal. With red wheat, Davy. But for William cook; 
— are there no young pigeons ? 

Davy. Yes, sir. — Heie is now the smith's note for shoeing 
and plough-irons. 

Shal. Let it be cast, and paid. — Sir John, you shall not 
be excused. 

Davy, Now, sir, a new link to the bucket must needs be 
had:— and, sir, do you mean to stop any of William's wages, 
about the sack lie lost the other day at Hinckley fair ? 

Shal. He shall answer it. — Some pigeons, Davy, a couple 
of short-legged hens, a joint of mutton, and any pretty little 
tiny kickshaws, tell William cook. 

Davy. Doth the man of war stay all night, sir ? 

Shal. Yea, Davy. I will use him well ; a friend i’ the 
court is better than a penny in purse. Use bis men well, 
Da/vy ; for they are arrant knaves, and will backbite. 
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Davy. No worse than tlicy are backbitten, sir; tor tliey 
have marvellous foul linen. 

Shal. Well conceited, Davy ; — about thy business, Davy, 

Davy, I beseech you, sir, to countenance William Visor 
of Wincot against Clement Pcrkes of the hill. 

Shal- There are many complaints, Davy, against that 
Visor ; that Visor is an arrant knave, on my knowledge. 

Davy. I grant your worship that lie is a knave, sir ; hut 
yeL, God foibitl, sir, but a knave should have some counte- 
nance at his friend’s request. An holiest man, sir, is able to 
speak for himself, when a knave i$ not. I have served your 
worship truly, sir, this eight years*, and if I cannot once or 
twice in a quarter bear out ix knave against an holiest man, 
1 have but a very little credit with your worship. The knave 
is mine honest friend, sir ; therefore, I beseech your worship, 
let him be countenanced. 

Shal Go to ; I say he shall have uo wrong. Look about, 
Davy. [Exit Davy,'] Where are yon, Sir John? Come, come, 
come, off with your boots. — Give me your hand, Master Bar- 
dolph. 

Hard. I am glad to see your worship. 

Shal- I thank thee with all my heart, kind Master Bar- 
dolpli .'—and welcome, my tall fellow [_£o the Page] . — Come, 
Sir John. 

I?al. I’ll follow you, good Master Robert Shallow, [.Exit 
Shallow.] Bardolph, look to our horses. [ JExeunt Bardolph 
and Page,] If I were sawed into quantities, I should make 
four dozen of such bearded hermits’ -staves as Master Shallow. 
It is a wonderful thing to ace the semblablc coherence of 
his men’s spirits and his : they, by observing of him, do bear 
themselves like foolish justices; he, by conversing with them, 
is turned into a justice-like serving-. man ; their spirits are so 
married in conjunction with the participation of society, that 
they flock together in consent, like so many wild-geese, If I 
had a suit to Master Shallow, I would humour his men with 
tlie imputation of being near their master; if to Ins men, I 
would curry with Master Shallow, that no man could better 
command his servants. It is certain that either wise heaving 
ov ignorant carnage is caught, as men take diseases, one of 
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another : therefore let men take heed of their company, I 
will devise matter enough out of this Shallow to keep Prince 
Harry in continual laughter the wearing-out of six fashions 
(which is four terms, or two actions), and he shall laugh 
without intejvalhms. 0 , it is much that a lie with a slight 
unth, and a jest with a sad brow, will do with a fellow that 
never had the ache in his shoulders ! 0, you shall see him 

laugh till his face be like a wet cloak ill laid up ! 

Shal, [ within .] .Sir John ! 

Fal. X come, Master Shallow ; I come, Mastei Shallow. 

[Exit. 


Scene II. Westminster. A room in the •palace. 

Enter , severally , Warwick ami the Lord Chief-Justice. 

War. How now, my lord chief-justice ! whither away? 
Ch. Just. How (loth the king ? 

War. Exceeding well ; his cares are now all ended. 

Ch. Just. I hope, not dead. 

War. He's walk'd the way of nature ; 

And, to oar purposes, he lives no more. 

Ch. Just. I would his majesty had call’d me with him t 
The service that I truly did lus life 
Hath left me open to all injuries. 

War. Indeed I think the young king loves } r ou not. 

Ch. Just. I know he doth not ; and do arm myself 
To welcome the condition of the time ; 

Which cannot look more hideously upon me 
Than 1 have drawn it in my fantasy. 

War. Here come the heavy issue of dead Harry •. 

0 that the living Harry had the temper 
Of him, the worst of these three gentlemen ! 

How many nobles then should hold their places, 

That must strike sail to spirits of vile sort ! 

Ch. Just. 0 God, 1 fear all will be overturn’d ! 

Enter Prince John, Prince Humphrey, Clarence, Westmoreland, 

and others. 

P. John, Good morrow, cousin Warwick, good morrow. 
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P, Humph* 1 ! 

Jt } Good morrow, cousin. 

Cm. J 

P. John * We meet like men that liad forgot to speak. 
War, We do remember; hut our argument 
Is all too heavy to admit much talk. 

P. John. Well, peace he with him that hath made us 
heavy ! 

Ch . Just* Peace be with us, lest we be heavier ! 

P. Humph. 0, good my lord, you have lost a friend in- 
deed ; 

And I dare swear you borrow not that face 
Of seeming sorrow, — it is sure your own. 

P, John . Though no mail he assur’d what grace to find, 
You stand in. coldest expectation : 

I am the sorrier ; would ’twere otherwise. 

Cla. Well, you must now speak Sir John Ealstaff fair ; 
Which swims against your stream of quality. 

Ch. Just . Sweet princes, what I did, I did m honour. 

Led by the impartial conduct of my soul ; 

And never shall you see that X will beg 
A ragged and forestall’d remission. 

If tiuth and upright imiocency fail me, 

I'll to the king my master that is dead, 

And tell him who hath sent me after him. 

War. Here comes the prince, 

1 ? liter King Henry Y. 

Ch. Just, Good morrow; and God save your majesty! 
King. This new and gorgeous garment, majesty, 

Sits not so easy on me as you think, — 

Brothers, you mix your sadness with some fear : 

This is the English, not the Turkish court ; 

Not Amurath an Amuvatli succeeds. 

But Harry Harry, Yet be sad, good brothers, 

Eor, to speak truth, it very well becomes you : 

Sorrow so royally in you appears, 

That I will deeply put the fashion on, 

And wear it in my heart ; why, then, he sad ; 

But entertain no more of it, good brothers, 
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Than a joint burden laid upon us all. 

Tor me, by heaven, I bid you be assur’d, 

I’ll be your father and your brother too ; 

Let me but bear your love, I’ll bear your cares : 

Yet weep that Harry’s dead; and so will I ; 

But Harry lives, that shall convert those tears, 

By number, into hours of happiness. 

id John , ij’e. We hope no other from your majesty. 

King, You all look strangely on me * — and you most; 

[To the Chief- Justice. 
You arc, 1 think, assur’d I love you not, 

Ch. Just, I am assur'd, if 1 be measur'd rightly, 

Your majesty hath no just cause to hate me. 

King, No t 

How might a prince of my great hopes forget 
So great indignities you laid upon me ? 

"What ! rate, rebuke, and roughly send to prison 
The immediate heir of England 1 Was this easy ? 

May this be wash’d in Lethe, and forgotten ? 

Ch. Just. I then did use the person of your father ; 

The image of his power lay then in me : 

And, in the administration of his law, 

Whiles I was busy for the commonwealth, 

Your highness pleased to forget my place, 

The majesty and power of law and justice, 

The image of the king whom I presented. 

And struck me in my very scat of judgment ; 

Whereon, as an offender to your father, 

I gave bold way to my authority, 

And did commit you. If the deed were ill, 

Be you contented, wearing now the garland, 

To have a son set your decrees at naught, 

To pluck down justice from your awful bench. 

To trip the course of law, and blunt the sword 
That guards the peace and safety of your person, 

Nay, more, to spurn at your most royal image, 

And mock your workings in a second body. 

Question your royal thoughts, make the case yours ; 

Bo now the father, and propose a son ; 



SJ4UUNI) 1’AllT OK 


[ Acr v. 


A3 6 

Hear your own dignity so much profan'd. 

Sec your most dreadful laws so loosely slighted, 
Behold yourself so by a son disdain’d ; 

And then imagine me taking your part, 

And, in your powei, soft silencing your sou : 

After this cold consirierailce, sentence rue ; 

And, as you are a king, speak in your state, 

What I have clone that misbecame my place, 

My person, or my liege's sovereignty. 

lung. You arc right, justice, and you weigh this 
well ; 

Therefore still hear the balance and the sword : 

Ami 1 do wish your honours may increase, 

'fill you do live to see a son of mine 
Offend you, and obey yon, as I did. 

So shall 1 live to speak my father’s words ; 

“ Happy am I, that have a man so bold. 

That dares do justice on my proper son ; 

And not less happy, having such a son, 

That would deliver up his greatness so 

Into the hands of justice. "—-Yon did commit me; 

For which, I do commit into your hsind 

The unstained sword that you have us’d to bear ■ 

With tins remembrance, — that you use | lie same 
With the like bold, just, and impartial spirit 
Ab you have done ’gainst me. There is my hand. 

Von shall be as a father to my youth : 

My voice shall sound ns you do piompt mine ear ; 

And I will stoop and humble my intents 
To your wcll-practis'd wise directions. — 

And, princes all, believe me, I beseech you 
My father is gone wild into his grave, 

For in his tomb lie my affections; 

And with his spirit sadly I survive, 

To mock the expectation of the world, 

To frustrate prophecies, and to raze out 
Rotten opinion, who hath writ me down 
After my seeming. The tide of blood in me 
Hath proudly flow’d in vanity till now : 
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Now doth it turn, and ebb back to the sea, 

Whore it shall mingle with the state of floods. 

And flow henceforth in formal majesty. 

Now call we our high court of parliament : 

And let us choose such limbs of noble counsel. 

That the great body of our state may go 
In equal rank with the best-go vern’d nation ; 

That war, or peace, or both at once, may be 
As tilings acquainted and familiar to us ; 

In which you, father, shall have foremost hand. 

[To the Lord Chief-Justice. 
Our coronation done, we will nccito, 

As 1 before remember’d, all our stale : 

And (God( 12 ) consigning to my good intents) 

No prince nor peer shall have just cause to say, 

God shoiten Hairy’s happy life one day! [Fxeunt. 


Scene III, Gloucestershire. The garden of Shallow's 

home. 

/filter FaLBTAFE, SHALLOW, SlLENGE, BaIIDOLPH, the Page, <md 

Davy, 

filial. Nay, you shall see mine 01 chard, where, in an ar- 
bour, we will eat a last year’s pippin of my own grading, with 
a dish of caraways, and so forth conic, cousin Silence: — 
and then to bed. 

Fal. 'Fore God, you have here a goodly dwelling and a 
nch. 

filial. Barren, barren, barren ; beggars all, beggars all, Sir 
John: — many, good air.— Spread, Davy; spread, Davy: well 
said, Davy. 

Fal. This Davy serves you Cor good uses; lie is yam 
serving-man and your husband.^ 3 ) 

filial . A good varlet, a good, varlet, a very good, varlefc, Sir 
John; — by the mass, I have drunk too much sack at sup- 
per:— a good, varlet. Now sit clown, now fc.it down: — come> 
cousin. 

fill. Ah, simih J quoth -a, — we .shah 
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Do nothing lnit cat, and in nice good cheer, [Sinyiny 
Anti pvai.sc God for the merry year ; 

When flesh is cheap and females dear, 

And lusty lads roam hero and there 
So m drily, 

And ever among so merrily. 

FaL There’s a merry heart !— Good Master Silence, Til 
give you a health for that anon. 

Shah Give Master Bardolph some wine, Davy. 

Davy. Sweet sir, sit [7o Bardolph , and pointing to ana - 
ihor tabic ] ; I'll be with you anon ; most sweet sir, sit. — 
Master page, goucl master page, sit,' — Proface! What you 
want in meat, we’ll have in drink ; but you must bear ;■ — the 
heart’s all. [Emit, 

Shah Do merry. Master Bardolph ; — and, my little soldier 
there, be merry. 

Sil. Ho merry, be merry, my wife has all ; [S hu/my. 

For women are fdirews, both short and tall : 

’Tis merry in hall when beards wag all. 

Anil welcome merry Shrovc-tido 
Be merry, ho merry, ifcc. 

FaL 1 did not think Master Silence bad been a man of 
this mettle. 

Sil. Who, I ? I have been merry twice and. onto ere now. 

Re-enter Davy 

Davy, There is a dish of leather-coats for you. 

[Setting them befoi e Bardolph, 

Skal. Davy, — 

Davy. Your worship? — I’ll be with you straight [to 
Bardolph] . — A cup of wine, sir '! 

Stl. A cup of wine that’s brisk and fine, [Singing. 

And drink unto the Ionian mine ; 

And a merry heart lives long -a. 

FaL Well said, Master Silence. 

Sil. And( 1} ) we shall be merry j— now comes in the sweet 
of the night. 

FaL Health and long life to yon, Master Silence. 

Sil. MU tlio cup, and lot it uomc ; [Singing. 

T'll pledge you a mile to the bottom. 
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ShaL IIonesL Bnrdolph, welcome : if thou wantest any 
tiling, and wilt not call, beshrew thy heart. — -Welcome, my 
little liny thief [to the Faye], and welcome indeed too. — 
I’ll drink to Master Bardoljili, and to all the cavaleroes about 
London. 

Davy. I hope to see London once ere I die. 

Bard. An I might see you there, Davy, — 

ShaL By the mass, you’ll crack a quart together,— ha ! 
will you not, Master Bardolph ? 

Bard. Yea, sir, in a pottle-pot. 

ShaL By God’s liggens, 1 thank theo : — the knave will 
stick by thee, I can assure thee that: he will not out; he is 
true hred. 

Bard. And I’ll stick by him, sir. 

ShaL Why, there spoke a king. Lack nothing: be 
merry. {Knocking within.'] Look who’s at door there, ho! 
who knocks? [Exit Davy. 

FaL Why, now you have done me right, 

[To Silence, who has di unk a humpei. 
Sil. Bo me light, [Singing. 

And dub mo knight : 

Samingo. 

Is’t not so ? 

FaL ’Tis so. 

Sil. Is’t so ? Why, then, say an old man can do somewhat. 

De-enter Davy. 

Davy. Au't please your worship, there's one Pistol come 
from the court with news. 

FaL Prom the court ! let him come in. 

Enter Pistol. 

I tow now, Pistol ! 

Fist. Sir John, God save you ! 

FaL What wind blew you hither. Pistol ? 

Fist. Not the ill wind, which blows no mail to good, — 
Sweet knight, thou art now one of the greatest men in the 
realm. 

Sil. By’r lady, I think lie be, but goodman P uff of Batson, 
Fist. Puff? 
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Puff in thy teetli, most recreant coward base] — 

Si* John, I am thy Pistol and thy friend. 

And helter-skelter have I rode to thee; 

And tidings do I bring, and lucky joys, 

And golden times, and happy news of price, 

Fal. 1 pray thee, now, deliver them like a man of this 
world. 

Pist. A foutra for the world and worldlings base 1 
I speak of Africa and golden joys. 

Fal. O base Assyrian knight, what is thy news ? 

Let K.mg Cop li etna know the truth thereof. 

Sil. And llobin Hood, Scarlet, and John. [Sinyhvj. 

Pist. Shall dunghill curs confront the Helicons? 

And shall good news be baffled ? 

Then, Pistol, lay thy head in Paries’ lap. 

Shal. Honest gentleman, I know not your breeding. 

Pist . Why, then, lament therefore. 

Shal. Give me pardon, sir: — if, sir, you come with news 
from the court, 1 take it there is but two ways, — either to 
utter them, or to conceal them. I am, sir, under the king, in 
some authority. 

Pist, Under which king, bezonian ? speak, or die. 

Shal. Under King- Harry. 

Pist. Harry the fourth ? or fifth ? 

Shah Harry the fourth. 

Pist. A foutra for thine office ! — 

Sir John, tliy tender lambkin now is king ; 

Hairy the fifth’s the man. I speak the truth : 

When Pistol lies, do this ; and fig me, like 
The hraggmg Spaniard. 

Fal. What, is the old king dead ? 

Pist . As nail in door; tho things I speak are just. 

Fal. Away, Bnrdolph! saddle my horse. — Master llobcit 
Shallow, choose what office thou wilt in the land, ’tis thine. — 
Pistol, I will double-charge thee with dignities. 

Bard. 0 joyful day ! — 

I would not take .a knighthood for my fortune, p 3 ) 

Pist, What, I do bring good news ? 

Fal. Carry Mastci Silence to bed,— Master Shallow, my 
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Lord Shallow, bo what thou wilt; lam fortune’s steward. 
Orel on tliy hoots : we ’ll ride all night. — -0 sweet Pistol ! — 
— away, Baidolph ! [Exit Bard.] — come, Pistol, utter more 
to me ; and, withal, devise something to do thyself good. — 
Boot, boot, Master Shallow; I know the young king is sick 
for me. Let us take any man's horses ; the laws of England 
are at my commandment, Happy are they which have been 
my friends; and woe unto my lord chief-justice ! 

Fist, Let vultures vile seme on his lungs also \ 

“ Whore is the life that late I led ?” say the) : 

Why, here it is; — welcome these pleasant clays) ( 16 ) [Exeunt. 


Scbnb IY. London. A .street. 

Enter Beadles, dragging in Hostess and Doll Tbakhiieiu’ 

Host. No, thou arrant knave ; X would to God that I might 
dio, that I might have thoe lmnged : thou hast drawn my 
shoulder out of joint. 

First Bead t The constables have delivered her over to 
me; and she shall have whipping-cheer enough, I warrant 
her : there hath been a man or two lately hilled about her. 

Del. Nut-hook, nut-hook, you lie. Come on; I'll tell 
thoe wliat, thou damned tripe- visaged lascal, an the child X 
go with do miscarry, thou wert better thou hndst struck thy 
mother, than paper-faced villain. 

Host. 0 the Lord, thal Sir John were come ! lie would 
make this a bloody day to somebody. But 1 piay God the 
fruit of her womb miscarry 1 

First Bead. If it do, you shall have a doy.en of cushions 
again ; you have but eleven now, Come, I charge you both 
go with me ; for the mail is dead that you and Pistol beat 
among you. 

Dol, I’ll tell thee what, thou thm man in a censer, 1 will 
have you as soundly swinged for this, — you blue-bottle rogue, 
you iilihy famished correctioner, if you be not swinged, I’ll 
forswear half-kirtlcs. 

First Bead. Come, come, you she knight-errant, come. 



542 SECOND PART Olr U cr V* 

Host. O God, that right should thus overcome might ! 
Well, of sufEeiunce comes ease. 

Dol, Come, you rogue, come; bring me to a justice. 
Host. Ay, come, you starved bloodhound. 

J)ol. Goodman death, goodman bones ! 

Host. Thou atomy, thou ! 

Dol, Come, you thin thing ; come, you rascal. 

First Bead. Very well. [Exeunt. 


Scene V. A public place near Westminster Abbey* 

Enter hi'o Grooms, si re winy rushes. 

First Groom. More rushes, more rushes. 

Sec. Groom . The trumpets have sounded twice. 

First Groom, It will be two of the clock ere they come 
from the coronation : dispatch, dispatch,^ 7 ) [ Exeunt . 

Enter Falstaff, Shallow, Pistol, Bardolfii, and the Page. 

Fal. Stand here by me, Master Hebert Shallow; I will 
make the king do you grace: I will leer upon him as he 
conies by; and do but mark the countenance that lie will 
give me. 

Fist. Cfoil bless thy lungs, good knight. 

Fal. Come here. Pistol ; stand behind me.- — 0, if I had 
had time to have made new liveries, 1 would have bestowed 
the thousand pound I borrowed of you [to Shallow]. But 
it is no matter; this poor show doth better ; this doth infer 
the zeal 1 had to sec him,— 

ShaL{®) It doth so, 

Fal. It shows my earnestness of affection, — 

Shed. It doth so, 

Fal. My devotion,— 

Shtd. It doth, it doth, it doth. 

Fal . As it were, to ride day and night ; and not to deli- 
berate, not to remember, not to have patience to shift me, — 

Shal. It ia most certain, 

Fal. But to stand stained with travel, and sweating' with 
desire to see him; thinking of nothing else, putting all 
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affairs else in oblivion, as if there were nothing else to he 
done hut to see him. 

Pist. ’Tis semper ide?n } for absque hoe nihil est: ' tis all in 
every pari. 

Shal. ‘Tis so, indeed. 

Pist. My knight, I will inflame thy noble liver, 

And make thee rage. 

Thy Doll, and Helen of thy noble thoughts, 

Is in base durance and contagious prison \ 

Hal’d thither 

By most mechanical and dirty hand : — 

Rouse up revenge from ebon den with fell Alecto’s snake, 
For Doll is in. Pistol speaks naught but truth. 

Pal. I will deliver her. 

[(S7iozds within, and the trumpets sound. 
Pist. There roar’d the sea, and trumpet-clangor sounds. 

Enter the King and Ms train , the Chief-Justice among them. 

Pal. God save thy grace, ICing Hal 1 my royal Hal ! 

Pist. The heavens thee guard and keep, most royal imp 
of fame 1 

Pal. God save thee, my sweet boy l 

King. My lord chief-justice, speak to that vain man. 

C h. Jmt. Have you your wits ? know you what 'tis yon 
speak ? 

Pal. My king! my Jove! I speak to thee, my heart 1 
King. I know thee not, old man: fall to thy prayers; 
How ill white hairs become a fool and jester! 

I have long dream’d of such a kind of mail, 

So suifoit-swell’d, so old, and so profane; 

But, being awake, I do despise my dream. 

Make less thy body hence, and more thy grace ; 

Leave gormandizing ; know the grave doth gape 
For thee thrice wider than for other men. — • 
llcply not to me with a fool-born jest : 

Presume not that I am the thing I was ; 

For God do tli know, so shall the world perceive. 

That I have turn’d away my former self; 

So will I those that kept me company. 
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When tliou dost hear I am as I have been. 

Approach me, and tliou slialt be as thou wast, 

The tutor and the feeder of in}' riots : 

Till then, I banish thee, on pain of death, — 

As I have done the rest of my misleadors, — • 

Not to come near our person by ten mile. 

For competence of life I will allow you, 

That lack of means enforce you not to evil : 

And, as we hear you do reform yourselves, 

We will, accoiding to your strength and qualities, 

Give you advancement. — Be it your charge, my lord, 

To see perform'd the tenour of our word. — 

Set on. [Exeunt King and his tram, 

FaL Master Shallow, I owe you a thousand pound. 

ShaL Yea, marry, Sir John; which I beseech you lo let 
me have home with me. 

Eal. That can hardly be. Master Shallow. Do not you 
grieve at this ; I shall he sent for in private to him : look 
you, lie must seem thus to the world : fear not your advance- 
ment; I will he tlie men yet that shall make you great. 

Shal. 1 cannot perceive how, — unless you give me your 
doublet, and stuff me out with straw, I beseech you, good 
Sir John, let me have five hundred of my thousand. 

FaL Sii, I will be as good as my word : this that you 
heard was hut a colour. 

Shal. A colour, I fear, that you will die in, Sir John, 

FaL Fear no colours: go with me to dinner: — come, 
Lieutenant Pistol ; — come, Bardolpli ; — I shall bo sent for 
soon at night. 

jRe-ente-r Prince Joitu, the Chief- Justice, Officers, tGc. 

Ch. Just. Go, carry Sir Jolm Falstaffto the Fleet: 

Take all his company along with him. 

FaL My lord, my lord, — 

Ch. Just. I cannot now speak : I will hear you soon. — 
Take them away. 

Ptst, Se fortujia mi tormenia, lo spetwe ini conlenla. 

[Exeunt Fctlsla (f t Shallow , Pistol y J lanlolph, 
and Page, with Office? s. 
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P . John, l like this fnir proceeding of the king’s : 

He hntl i intent his wonted followers 
Shall all he very well provided for ; 

But all are banish'd till their conversations 
Appear more wise and modest to the world. 

Ck, Just. And so they are. 

P. John. The king hath call'd his parliament, my lord. 
Ck. Just. He hath. 

P. John. I will lay odds that, ere this year expire, 

We hoar our civil swords anti native fire 
As far as I 1 ranee : I heard a bird so sing, 

Whose music, to my thinking, pleas’d the king'. 

Come, will you hence ? [Exeunt. 


EPILOGUE. 

Spoken by a Dancer, 

First my fear ; then my couvt’sy ; last my speech. My 
fear is, your displeasure ; my court’sy, my duty ; and my 
speech, to beg your pardons. If you look for a good speech 
now, you undo me : for what I have to say is of mine own 
making; and what indeed I should say will, I doubt, prove 
mine own marring. But to the purpose, and so to the ven- 
ture.— Be it known to you (as it is very well), I was lately 
here in the end of a displeasing play, to pray your patience 
for it, and to promise you a better. I did mean, indeed, to 
pay you with this ; which, if, like an ill venture, it come 
unluckily home, I break, and you, my gentle creditors, lose. 
Here I promised you I would he, and here I commit my 
body to your mercies: bate me some, and I will pay you 
some, and, as most debtors do, promise you infinitely. 

If my tongue cannot entreat you to acquit me, will you 
command me to use my legs ? and yet that were but light 
payment, — to dance out of your debt. Blit a good conscience 
will make any possible satisfaction, and so will I. All the 
gentlewomen here have forgiven me : if the gentlemen will 
not, then the gentlemen do not agree with the gentlewomen, 
which was never serfen before in such an assembly. 
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One word more, I beseech you. If you he not too much 
cloyed with fat meat, out humble author will continue the 
story, with Sir Jolm in it, and mate you merry with fair 
Katharine of France: where, for any thing; I know, Falstafi' 
shall die of a sweat, unless alicady he he killed with your 
hard opinions ; for Oldcastle died a martyr, and this is not 
tlie man. My tongue is weary ; when my legs are too, I 
will hid you good night : and so kneel clown before you; — 
hut, indeed, to pray for the queen. 
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P- 4r>8, ( k ) 

“ 7Vhs /w«c / rumoui \l though the peasant towns " &c. 

Mr. Collier’s Ms. Cotrectov would substitute “ the, pleasant towns,” 8m ,,— . 

an alteration which occurred long ago to myaelf, find also within theso few 
days to Mr, Robson, who carefully roads tho sheets of tins edition ns they 
come from his picas Mr. Singer, indeed, (Shakespeare Vindicated, p. Ilf) 
reckons it among the “crudities of the corrector but one may wonder why 
Humour should mention only “the peasant towns,” as if so busy a personage, 
hi the long journey from SI nows bury to Work worth, lincl failed to ** call in” 
nt tho iiioro important places. (That the fact of the folio having a hyphen 
hero, — “^jcasniit-ioums,”— weighs nothing in support of the old reading, my 
note on “ thin bestained cloak ” p. 2G 5, will show distinctly.) 


P. 460. ( a ) " So looks the strand," See. 

The old copies have “ the attend," See note (') p. 447, 

P, 4G1. (■*) 

11 That what he feat 'd is cluincM. Yet speak, Morton," &o. 

Hero the folio has ° ohanc’d j” but tlui earlier, and in some respects much 
better edition of this play, tho 4to of 1600, bus “cIkiiiccJ.” — Tho late Mr, 
Sydney Walker (whoso acquaintance with tho old copies was confined to tho 
folio) declares that "Shakespeare cortainly did not wiito chanced" (Shake- 
speare's Versification, &c, p. 134); and proceeds, as usual, to amend by conjec- 
ture a hue which opposed his theory. But compare Titus Andronicus, act iii. 
sc. 2, 

11 PU to thy closet, anil go read with thee 
Rod stories chanced in the times of old," 


P, 463. C) “ the corpse'" &c. 

i.o. the corpses, tho bodies. Hero the folio lias "the rorpes." (This lino is 
not in tho <lto.) See note ( a ), p. 447. 

P. 470, (■') "and so loth the diseases prevent wiy cuixes” 

The old copies have “ the degrees preuent,” &e, ; fiom winch it serins im- 

possible to elicit oven ft tolerable sense — The two Ms. Con ec tors, — Mr. Col- 
lier’s and Mr. Singer’s ("the Percy niul the Douglas both together"),— ngice 
in the leading which I bare adopted. 

P 471. (°) " Tea, in this piesent quality of war 

Indeed, the instant action,— a cause on fool , — 
fares so m hope," &c. 

Tills passage is not in tho 4to— The folio has 41 Yes, if this, &IV fiom 
winch, by altering tho punctuation, Mr. Knight vaiuly attempts to extract a 
moaning, — I adopt, with Malone, the emendation of Johnson, “ in"— (which, it 
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appears, was anticipated by Mi'. Collier’s Ms. Corrector, — who also, and by no 
means happily, reads “ Indeed, (he instant act and cause on foot,*’ &c.)- 

r. 472. (’) “ on at least desist,'’ &c. 

Stecvcns conjectured, and CapeH printed, “or cii last," &c, (and so Mr. CoU 
lice’s Ms Corrector). 

P. 472 ( 8 ) “ If he should do so, 

lie leanes Ins bach unarm'd, the Fieuch and Welsh 
Baying him at the heels." 

Bo the folio. — The 4to lias, 

“ If he should do so, French and Welch ho leancs Jiis bach viiarmde, tlioy 
buying him at the keeles." 

"I behove the editor of the folio did not correct the quarto rightly; in 
which the only ciror probably was (as Mr On pell has observed) tho omission 
of Liu 1 word to ■ 

1 To Trench anil Welsh lio loaves his hade unarmed, 

They baying him at the heels - waver fear that.”' 

Maloms. 

P. 474. (°) “ O Lend, ayl good Master Snare ” 

ll 'Wu have altered the punctuation according to a suggestion of Capell,” 

‘■ays Mr, Ivniglit, who accordingly prints “ ay; good I Master Bn are [”— 

in dhciit opposition to what presently follows, — ■“ Yea, yood -Muster jS'Jirnc’’— 
"good Mania Snm c, lot Jniu not scape ” 

P. 174, (*®) “ my Cvion," Sec. 

So tho old copies. But in the first speech oF this scene Mrs, Qmcltly lallcs 
of hci “ action.” (Again,— p 488, slio says “Cop tain Pish!" and p. 469, 
“ Captain Pccsol.") 

P. 47 1. c 1 ) 11 A hundred mink is a long one f &o. 

Hevu Tbe.oha.UL snWit.utftd “ a Mug ln»u,” &«, ■, and, Me QuUiav’a Ms. 

Corrector reads " u long score,” &e, But tho old text is doubtless right. 

“The hostess means to say that a hundred mailt is a long mark, that is, ,ww, 
/ ce laming, for her to bear, Tim usn of mm k m the singular numhci in fuini- 
liav language, nilniits very well of this equivoque.” 3)ouCe — (Wo hnui 
nheiuly seen Mrs. Quickly attempting a pirn in The Many Wuies of Tl'ini/Mir, 
act i sc. 4, --“You shall lmvo An fool’s head oE yoiU own,") 

P. 47J. C 1 -) "Fal." 

Thu 4 to has “ Boy," tho folio " Page.'*— The editor of the folio 1064 rightly 
assigned this speech to FnlstnlF. 

P. 479. C 13 ) “Point*.” 

So, here and throughout this scene, the name is spell in the folio Bee nolo 
(*), p 4 17. 
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1’. 481. ( lt ) "u boriowcr*£ cup." 

Warbur ton's collection. — Tho old copies have "« borrowed cup.” 

P. 480. (* s ) “ my poor virtue” &c« 

Hr, Collier’s Ms, Corrector lends n my pure value” &c,; which Mr, Singer 
{Shakespeare Vindicated , p, 115) pronounces to be “u good and probable con- 
jectural emendation.” Hut is not <( poot ” often an epithet of endearment ? 

I 1 - 486 " What the yood-ycar U 

In The Merry Wires qf lVtjidspr, uct i. sc 4, Mrs. tjuielily exclaims, “'Wlint 
tho good '70 and I should have adopted Hint spoiling here, but for other in- 
consistencies which the language of the hostess exhibits see note ( Ia ), 

P. 489. ( l7 ) “ So jut tuna mi touuentti, lo ape/ are mi contcnttiT 

Punted con uptedly in the old copies both here, and (with a change of blun- 
der) towards the close of the fifth act. (“This faho Italian,’’ says Theo- 
bald, “ is not from the editors, but purposely from the author,” No, no "the 
uuthor” intended neither the Italian nor tho French in Ins dramas to be 
“ fake.” And why did Theobald correct Pistol’s “ false” Latuuty at p. 543?) 


P. 495. ( 19 ) 

“eowie [Doll comes blubbered] ; yen, will you coma, Doll?" 

These wards are found only in the 4to, whore they stand thus-, “come, slice 
comes blubberd, yea," &o,, — a stage-direction (as not nn frequently happens jn 
early dramas) having crept into the text. (Formerly “blubbered" did not 
convey the ludicrous idea which it does at present 

“wlmt wilt thou think 
Of rotten lungs or blubber'd queens f" 

The Two Noble Kinsmen, net i. sc. i.) 


i', -Kib, ( ,ft ) v VrlAer the canopies oj crn.Ay state” &c. 

Mr, Ccillicv’s Ms. Corrector substitute? ” Unde/ high canopies," &c., — a pro- 
bable lection j for heie tho transcriber’s or compositor’s eye might have 
caught 11 the" from the preceding line, — “Than in the perfum’d chambers,” 
&c. 


v. m (-°) 

” With deaj'enuuj clamour in the slippery clouds'’ &e, 

Aa here the common modern reading is tlmt of the folio, ‘'clamours, ” I may 
notice that I have tho authority of the 4 to for “clamour.’’ — On the conjectural 
reading "slippery shroioth” see the notes rid l. in the Vur. Shakespeare. 


F. 496. ( Jt ) 


“ Than, hippy Iwp, hu daiun. f 
Uneasy has the head that wears a at own.” 



t 550 ] 


Cimcoi'niug this doubt Till passage (in which Wnrbiuton would ingeniously 
road ‘■'Then, happy lowly clown I”) see my S&tm la, an Mr. Collier's and Mr. 
Knight's cds. of Shahespeci) e, p. 1 13. — Thu punctuation of the folio is “Then 
lmppy lowe, lyo downe,” wlncli I think much profeiablo to that of tlio 4to, — 
41 then (happy) low I to downe.” 

V. 500. (") “you hkt well" iku. 

So the tio. — Tito folio line ,L you lookc well" fee . — (Compare Love's Labont’s 
lost, act v sc. 2, " WcU-hfang wits they huvoj gross, gross i fat. Fat;” and First 
Put l of Hang IV. act ill. sc. 3, “Well, I'll repent, and tlmt suddenly, while 
I am m some liking ”) 


f, SOI. (‘ 3 ) "but rtot of the father's substance," 

So tho folio. — The 4 to has “ but much of the father's substance." — The usual 
modern lending i Sr — « bul not much of the father's substance." (As “ tnil” and 
"not” uio frequently confounded, 1 suspect that tho vending of the *Ho is 
wrong only in a single word, and that Slnikospearo may have written, “not 
much of thefuther't) substance." 


I 1 . 503. ( w ) '■'Here is two mote called than your tmnibei " See. 

“ Five only have boon called, and the number required is/o«r. Some name 
ibcums to liavo been omitted by the transcriber Thu resolution of this sixth 
man would solvo tho difficulty that occurs below ; for when Monlily nml Bull- 
calf avo set aside, Fnlstntf, as Ur. Parmer has obsen ed, gets but (bee recruits. 
Perhaps our author himself is iiiiswernblo for this slight inaccuracy.” Ma- 
nosfl. — “ Capc.ll omits the word tico.” Boswwll. 

P. 5Ufi. ( 25 ) 

" that his dimensions to any thick sight weif, invincible." 

In Every Man in ins Humour, net l, so. 3, Cob soys, “and they flout him invin- 
cibly /’—on which Gilford has the following note. “ T ft avo some doubt whe- 
ther we rigidly compLehend this word, as nndoratood by our miens toru. Here, 
and else where, it is used where we should now w r rito invisibly. ‘lie wns so for- 
lorn,’ says Palstaff of .fustian Shallow, 1 that his dimensions to any thick sight 
were invincible’ This reading Sfceovona pronounces to be absolutely spuri- 
ous, anil adopts, with great applause, invisible , ‘ tho correction of Howe,’ Tho 
correction, ns it is termed, ig sufficiently obvious to thoso who aio not conver- 
sant with our old writers j hut not so, I should have thought, to Steevons. 
How'ovor this may bo, I have met with tho oxpiession so frequently, that I 
mclino to the opinion of the judicious Crites, find think 1 there is need of more 
deliberation,' before it be utterly proscribed.” Jonson’s Works, vol. i. 30, 


T. 507. (») 


" If that i r hellion 
Cattle like itself, in betsr and abferf touts, 
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Led on by bloody youth, guarded with rags, 

And countenanc'd by boys and beggary , — • 

Isay, if damn'd commotion so appeal'd,’' Sic. 

The old copies have 11 gmuletl with rage," &c : but that Mr. Collier's 

Ms. Corrector, and the late Mi. Sidney Walker (see Preface to Shakespeare's 
Vcisification, See p. x\l ) me right in substituting "tags'' for '‘rage," the 
context (“base and abject routs,” "boys noil beggary"') evinces most elcaily, — 

The old copies have also “ commotion so appoaro,” See. (For “ bloody 

youth” Wnrburtoii and Mr. Smgei’a Ms. Corrector would road 11 heady youth ”) 

P. 508. ( 2 >) 

“ Ttuumg yorii boohs (0 gi caves, your ink to blood. 

Your pens to /uncos, and gain tongue divine 
To a loud trumpet amt a point of win ?” 

The old copies have “ Turning your books to gmues," So, — Mr, Singer (Skithe- 
speaic Vindicated, p, 117) any. s, 'MVai burton's ccnvcctinu oF glaives foi gi aves 
lms boon adopted by Jit. Collier’s Ms Cul’iector , yet the lending of Stern ens, 
gteemes, is at least cipiatly probable, and tieai er to the old word Iho fact is, 
our early authors frequently write " graves" when (ns here) "tji eaves" mo 

meant. — In the last line Mr, Collier’s Ms. Correctoi lends “ and report 

of war while Mr. Singer (afii supra) would substitute “ and a bruit of 

war — ‘neither of them being awnio that 11 a point vfwui 1 ’ is a not uncommon, 
expression; su in Greene’s Orlando Fui t oso, — ■ 

“ Tell him from me, false coward as he is, 

That Orlando, the County Palatine, 

Is como this morning witli a blind of French 
To play him lumfc’s-up with a jioiut of waif &o. 

Drum. Woths, i. 18, cd. Dyce 


P 508. ( J8 ) “And uie enforc’d from our most quiet spite) ef &e 

So "Warbrn'ton; and his alteration is at least better than the ten upturn, of the 

folio," our most quiet there," &c. (though Henley gravely (ells ua that 

‘“there’ refeis to the new channel which the inpidity oftlio Hood fiom tljc 
stream of time would force itself into"!! 1 .) — Mr. Collier's Ms. Corrector rends 
*' wjoif quiet chair," &o.: but in this line the Archbishop is evidently talk- 

ing of bis associates as well as of himself —This passage is not in. the 4to. 


P, 509, ( 29 ) “ jl/y h oilier general, the commonwealth, 

To brother born an household ci nelly, 

I make my quarrel m particular" 

The second of these lilies is not in the folio.— The passage, being plainly 
mutilated, defies any sotisfactoiy explanation. 


P 509 P) “ And then that Henry Bohngbioke and he,” Sea, 

Has been altered to “And when that," &c., and to “And then when,” &c. 
VOL, nr. 
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P. 510. ( 3L ) )t 

“ And bkss’d and grac'd indeed) mote than the long - ' 

Thhlby’s correction,— Tho folio hns 4 ' — and guic'd, and M micf &c — 

This is not in the 4k>, 

P. 511. ( 3J ) “ To as and la oui pin poses consign'd " See. 

The old copies have " pm poses confimlo” («W " confind"), &c. — Seo 

Malone's note ad l —Johnson first proposed the rending, (i ewistyn'J,’’ 

P 511, ( a5 ) "And eiihm end in peace,” See. 

Thlvlby's correction — The old copies have “ At cidici ” See 


l 1 . 512, ( 31 ) u Ih doth unfasten sound shake a ft lend,” {ice. 

Mr. White Giant (SW.espenrc's Sefio/or, p. S2d) Mould retwl "lie doth 
unfasten too and shake,” Sea- : but our early writers. rather affected tlurn 
avoided the lepctiuon of ft word. 

P 5 12. ( 3i ) “ So that this land, hhe an off emote wife 

That hath enrag'd him on, to offer strokes," See. 

TJie Alteration made hero by Mr. Collier \s Ms. Corrector,—' 11 That hath eu • 
rug' d hei n\ftn to offer stmAes,” &o. is, m Mv, Ringer’s opinion, M evidently 
culled for,” anti “ one of the Covroctoi’s few ruluiisf.il>] e coijjcc tines' 1 (Shake- 
spciu c Vindicated, See p. 117). Now, though I lmv o no pleasure cither in con- 
tradicting Mr Singer, or in letting my lcudcis seo how verbal erotic's will 
sometimes differ tote cola, I must conscientiously say that 1 consider llio alter- 
ation as not only quite unnecessary, but as one of the Correutoi's very lvoiat 
conjecttii us, 

P 51 a G 8 ) “ Undei (he counterfeited seal of God,” 8iu< 

Jso both Mv. ColUw'h Ms Covsoulov ftiul the lute Mr. Sidney W idle or (sec 
ProliLce to Sha/tcspeat e’s Versification, die. p. x\i ), unci, no doubt, rightly — 
The old copies, have “ ■ counterfeited audio,’’ &e 

P, 524 ( JI ) 

“ [They convey the King into nil inner pail of the room,” & c. 

This is u modem addition. — lleie the old copies lutvo no stage-direction. In 
fact, the audience of Shakespeare' t» time ivoio to suppose that a change of 
scene took place as soon as the King was laid on the bod. 


P. 52G ( £l ) "Have htohe tlrnr sleeps with thought,” &e, 

The old copies have 11 — — with thoughts,” ifcc (Hero tho 4to hits "their 
sleepe,” &c. i but compaic Uumlct, act iv. so. 7, "1 ireu/t not your sleeps for 
that.”) 
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P. 526. C 39 ) 

“ 0«r Hughs pack'd unfit wax, our months with honey," &c. 
Qy. " Our thighs usilii uyii, our uiDiifiis iviih honey pack’d," &c.? 


I* 529, ( w ) M Winch my most wwar d true and duteous spirit," &.c. 

So til 0 4to. — TilO folio )ma “IJViie/i my most U ue, and mwaid duteous spirit," 

&&. 


P 530, (») 

"And all my ft lends, which thou must make thy friends , 

JLivc hut tkeiv slings and teeth newly tidth out; 

J3y whose fell willing I was first nilmnc’d, 

And by whoso power I well might lodge a fear 
To he again displac'd • winch to avoid, 

J cut them off, and hud u put pose now 
To lead out many to the Holy Land, 

Lest mf muf fyinp sfifl nuylit inu/>o liiem iooA 
Too neat unto uiy state," 

Tlic old copies have “And all thy ft tends, which thou," &re whore, ns Tyr- 
U’lutt mul Hr. Collier's Ma. Cm rector eiuv, "my" is positively mpiireil hy the 
context — In tlio sixth lino Mason would substitute “lent some off'," &c.,— an 
nl torn tion mndo also by Mr Colliei’s his. Corrector but it is a latiicr violent 
ono-, and perhaps Johnson’s explanation of tlift original text may be accepted, 
— 41 Of tlioso who assisted my usurpation, some 1 hnva cut off, and many 1 in- 
tended to lend abroad"— In the Inst Uno “ unto" has been nlteied to “into.” 
but tlio words wore often used indiscriminately. 


P. 537. ( u ) "And ( God consigning to m y good intents) 

jVo prince nor peer shall have just cause to say, 

God shorten. Jlcu'rj/’s happy life one dui / !" 

As ill most of the modern editions the rcndei will find, “ Coi/coirntfitinp," &c,, 
and “Ilcuven shorten'' &c, I think it right to nidi lion that, while tlio Jto 
has 11 Clod consign mg,” &o, and “ God shorten f &e., the fulio has 11 heaucii con- 
signing," &.c., mid u Ileiuioii shot ten," &c 

P. 537 ( I3 ) “polo saving Man and your husband" 

Ilorc Malone,— who piintctl, with Howe, your husbundmini,”*- says, “I 

urn not sin o Unit the emendation 13 necessary.” — Sti singe that Malone should 
not have known liOW common the WOld “ hudmuri’’ was m the sense of A«s- 

bandman 1 
P. 538 (”) 

“ And we shall be merry?— now comes m the sweet of the night." 

Mr. Knight gives, “If me shall he nteny, now comes in the sweet of the night," 
and tells us in a note, “This is the rending of tlio folio; the quaito, * And we 
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alinll be moi ry Avd was often printed for an Tho 1 If wC shall bo muiry, 
now comes in the sweot of the night,' appeals to as superior to tho ordinal y 
reading, ‘And wc shall be merry j— now eomos 111 ,’ &c,” Superior ! is it any 
sense at ail? The fact is, the person who made the transcript of this play 
used for the folio, being accustomed to alter 11 and” (i. o. an) to “if,” mis- 
understood ike force of the word m the present passage! heio tlio “And'’ 
of the 4to is not equivalent to (if), —it is tlio oopulativo conjunction. 


P.540. ( n ) “ Btud. O joyful day ! — 

I would not tuba a knighthood foi my foi time." 

So tins speech standi in the folio , and so, most probably, Shakespeare in- 
tended it to stand. — "Wo hare be foie hnd blank vei\>o fiom IJurdolpli, when lie 
was not under such excitement as at present . scu p, 494, 


P. 541. ( ,G ) “ ' ]V/\ei e is the life that lata 1 led ?' say they • 

Why, he) (j it is ; — welcome these pleasant days!'’ 

Bor tho sake of a couplet, Popo and Mr. Collin's Ms. Conector read “ 

welcome this pleasant day I” — rightly, perhaps 


P. 542. CO 

“ .First Groom, More rushes, more i u&hc<t, 

Sec. Groom. The trumpets have sounded twice. 

First Groom. It will he two of the clock era they tome /torn the coro- 
nation : dispatch, dispatch.” 

The words “dispatch, dispatch'" are found only m Urn 4lo, — where tho last 
speech is given Ion Third “ siren or of rushes.” and qy ought tins diulogue 
to be distributed thus ? — 

“I'nst Gi omit, lloro lushes, more rushes. 

Sac. Gioom, The trumpets lime sounded twice. 

'Thud Gioom. It will bo two of tlio cluck ore they come from the 
coronation. 

Tii st Gtoom, Dispatch, dispatch." 


r. 542. (■») “ Shal It doth so, 

> • • • i 

Shal. It doth so, 

111 u 

Slml It doth, it cfot/i, it doth ” 

In the 4to the prefix to those throe speeches is “Pist,” In the folio tlio liisfc 
of them, is rightly assigned to Shallow; but, by an oversight, the two uthci'B 
arc left with the old prefix. 
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Kiko 1Ix:n ut tho Fifth. 

DtjKE or Gl.OSmi, 1 
_ ,, /■ brothers to tho Kine, 

Dl/KC ox' UejjJ'OIID, ) h 

DnKt or Exjrrun, uncle to the King. 

Dunn or Yohji, cousin to the King. 

Hauls or SuABiumY, Wesimohulawu, and Warwick. 

Aitoujjisiror of GANinniiimv, 

I 3 igjior op Ely. 

L’.u/l or Cii:&uuu.£«ai5. 


LoitU So HOOP, 

Sxu Thomas Gnnv. 

Sm Thomas Emus; cm am, Gower, Elllllln, Macmomuib, Jams', 
ofHci'ii in King Henry's army. 

ISai'es, Court, Williams, suldiois xti tho same, 

Pis fOL, Nxai, BAnsOLrir, 

Eoy. 

A Harold. 


Charles the Sixth, king of France. 

Louis, the Dauphin. 

Dujies or Buhounoy, Orlisaks, niiri Eouriuw. 

Tho Constable of Franco. 

lliMiiuijiiS mid GiEANDmu, Frenuh Lords. 

Governor of Ilitrllonr. 

MqjVejoy, a French IIi>r&ltl. 

Ambassadors to tho King of England. 

laAtiEL, Queen of Franco. 

KyuEVsirau, daughter to Charles and Isabel, 

Alice, a Indy attending on licn\ 

Hostess of a tavern in Easteheai) (foi-min-ly Misti ens Quickly, and 
no>v miiriied ty Pistol J. 


Lords, Ladies, Officers, Soldiers, Citizens, Messengers, and Attendants, 

Chorus, 


ScxJME— Dm ins lhe ettrhey /no t of the phy , m Ewjknd, afterwards in France, 
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Enter Chorus, 

Chor. 0 for a Muse of fire, that would ascend 
The brightest heaven of invention,— 

A kingdom for a stage, princes to act, 

And mouarchs to behold the swelling scene ! 

Then should the warlike Harry, like himself, 
Assume the port of Mars ; and at his heels, 

Leash’ d-in like hounds, should famine, sword, and fir 
Crouch for employment, Eut pardon, gentles all, 
The flat unraised spirit that hath flar’d 
On this unworthy scaffold to bring forth 
So great ail object: can this cockpit hold 
The vasty fields of France ? or may we cram 
Within tins wooden 0 the very casques 
That did affright the air at Agincourt ? 

0, pardon ! since a crooked figure may 

Attest in little place a million 

And let us, ciphers to this great accompt. 

On yom' imaginary forces work. 

Suppose within the girdle of these walls 
Aro now confin’d two mighty monarchies, 

Whoso high upreared and abutting fronts 
The perilous narrow ocean parts asunder: 

Piece out our imperfections with your thoughts; 
Into a thousand parts divide one man, 

And make imaginary puissance ; 
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Think, when we talk of horses, that you see them 
Printing their proud hoofs i* the receiving earth j — 

For *tis your thoughts that now must deck our kings. 

Carry them here and there; jumping o’er times, 

Turning the accomplishment of many years 
Into an hour-glass : for the which supply, 

Admit me Chorus to this history ; 

Who, prologue-like, your humble patience pray, 

Gently to hear, kindly to judge, our play. [Eftit. 


ACT I. 

Scene I. London. An ante-chamber in the. King's palace. 

Enter the Archbishop of Canterbury and the Bishop of Ely. 

Cant. My lord. I’ll tell you, — that self bill is urg’d. 
Which in the eleventh year of the last king’s reign 
Was like, and had indeed against us pass’d, 

But that the scamhling and unquiet time 
Did push it out of further question. 

Ely. But how, my lol'd, shall we resist il now ? 

Cant. It must be thought on. If it pass against us, 

We lose the better half of our possession : 

Far all the. temporal landa* which, mm davauk 
By testament have given to the church. 

Would they strip from us ; "being valu’d thus, — 

As much as would maintain, to the king’s honour, 

Full fifteen earls and fifteen hundred knights, 

Six thousand and two hundred good esquires ; 

And, to relief of lazars and weak ago, 

Of indigent faint souls past corporal toil, 

A hundred almshouses right well supplied ; 

And to the coffers of the king beside, 

A thousand pounds by the year : thus runs the bill. 

Ely . This would drink deep. 

Cant. ’T would drink the cup and all. 
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Ely. But what prevention ? 

Cant. The king is full of grace and fair regard. 
Ely. And a true lover of the holy church. 

Cant. The courses of his youth promis’d it not. 
The breath no sooner left his fa titer’s body, 

But that his wildness, mortified in him. 

Seem'd to die too ; yea, at that very moment, 
Consideration, like an angel, came, 

And whipp’d the offending Adam out of him. 
Leaving his body as a paradise. 

To envelop and contain celestial spirits. 

Never was such a sudden scholar made ; 

Never came reformation in a flood. 

With such a heady currance, scouring faults ; 

Nor never Hydra-headed wilfulness 
So soon did lose his seat, and all at once, 

As in this king, 

Ely. We are blessed in the change. 

Cant. Hear him hul reason in divinity, 

And, all-admiring, with an inward wish 
You would desire the king were made a prelate : 
Hear him debate of commonwealth affairs, 

You would say, it hath been all-in-all his study : 
List his discourse of war, and you shall hear 
A fearful battle render’d you in music . 

Turn him to any cause of policy, 

Y'ms 'awuVum Vtu/l A km - wJii 'mltuust, 

Familiar as his garter : — that, when he speaks, 

Tho air, a charter’d libertine, is still, 

And the mute wonder hirketh in men’s ears, 

To steal his sweet and honey’d sentences ■, 

So that the art and practic part of life 
Must be the mistress to this theoric : 

Which is a wonder how his grace should glean it, 
Since his addiction was to courses vain ; 

His companies unletter’d, rude, and shallow ; 

His hours fill’d up with riots, banquets, sports ; 
And never noted in him any study, 
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Any retirement, any sequestration 
Prom open haunts and popularity. 

Ely. The strawberry grows underneath the nettle, 
Ancl wholesome berries thrive and ripen best 
Neighbour’d by fruit of baser quality : 

And so the prince obscur’d his contemplation 
Under the veil of wildness ; which, no doubt, 

Grew like the summer grass, fastest by night, 

Unseen, yet crescive in his faculty. 

Cant. It must be so ; for miracles are ceas’d ; 

Ancl therefore we must needs admit the means 
How things are perfected. 

Ely. But, my good lord, 

How now for mitigation of this bill 
Urg’d by the commons? Doth his majesty 
Incline to it, or no ? 

Cant. He seems indifferent ; 

Or, rather, swaying more upon our part 
Than cherishing the exhibited against us : 

For I have made an offer to bis majesty, — 

Upon our spilitual convocation, 

And in regard of causes now in band, 

Which I have open’d to his grace at large, 

As touching Prance, — to give a greater sum 
Than ever at one time the clergy yet 
Did to his predecessors part withal. 

Ely. How did this offer seem receiv’d, my lord ? 
Cant. With good acceptance of bis majesty ; 

Save that there was not time enough to hear 
(As, I perceiv’d, his grace would fain have clone) 

The severals and unhidden passages 
Of his true titles to some certain dukedoms, 

And, generally, to the crown and seat of Prance, 
Deriv’d from Edward, his great-grandfather, 

Ely. What was the impediment that broke this off? 
Cant. The French ambassador upon that instant 
Crav'd audience ; — and the hour, I think, is come 
To give lum hearing : is it four o'clock? 
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Ely, It is. 

Cant . Then go we iiij to know his embassy ; 

Which I could, with a ready guess, declare. 

Before tlic Frenchman speak a word of it. 

Ely, I’ll wait upon you; and I long to hear it. [Exeunt. 


Scene II» The same. A room of state in the same, 

JZ/iter King Henry, Gloster, Bedford, Bxuter, Warwick, West- 
moreland, and Attendants. 

K, lien. Where is my gracious Lord of Canterbury ? 
Ease. Not here in presence. 

K. Hen. Send for him, good uncle. 

West, Shall we call in the ambassador, my liege ? 

K. Hen, Not yet, my cousin : we would be resolv'd, 
Before we hear him, of some things of weight, 

That task our thoughts, concerning us and France. 

Tntfft' the Archbishop of Canterbury and the Biahop of Fly. 

Cant. God and Lis angels guard your sacred throne, 

And make you long become it ! 

K, Hen , Sure, we thank you. 

My learned lord, we pray you to proceed, 

And justly and religiously unfold 

Why the law Salique, that they Lave in France, 

Or should, or should not, bar us in our claim ; 

And God forbid, my dear and faithful lord, 

That you should fashion, wrest, or bow your reading, 

Or nicely charge your understanding soul 
With opening titles miscreate, whose right 
Suits not in native colours with the truth ; 

For God doth know how many, now in health, 

Shall drop their "blood in approbation 
Of what your reverence shall incite us to, 

Therefore take heed how you impawn our person, 

How you awake the sleeping sword of war : 

We charge yon, in the name of God, take heed 5 
Vor* hi. 00 
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For never two such kingdoms did contend 
Without mn ell fall of blood ; whose guiltless drops 
Are every one a woe, a sore complaint 
*G ainst him whoso wrongs give edge unto the swords 
That make such waste in brief mortality. 

Under this conjuration, speak, my lord; 
l ? or we will hear, note, and believe in heart 
That what you speak is in your conscience wash’d 
As pure as sin with baptism, 

Cant t Then hear me, gracious sovereign, — and you peers, 
That owe yourselves, your lives, and services 
To this imperial throne. — -There is no bar 
To make against your highness’ claim to Trance 
But this, which they produce from Pharamond,' — 

In tcrravi Salicam wilisres ne suveedant , 

"No woman shall succeed in Salique land 
Which Sali quo land the French unjustly gloze 
To be the realm of Franco, and Pharamond 
The founder of this law and female bar. 

Yet their own authors faithfully affirm 
That the land Saliqtie is in Germany, 

Between the Foods of Sal a and of Elbe ; 

Where Charles the Great, having subdu’d the Saxons, 

There left behind and settled certain French ; 

Who, holding in disdain the German women 
For some dishonest manners of their life, 

.Establish'd then this Jaw,' — to wit, no female 
Should be inheritrix in Salique land : 

Which Saliquo, as I said, ’twixt Elbe and Snlft, 

Is at this day in Germany call'd Meisen. 

Then doth it well appear, the Saliquo law 
Was not devised for the realm of France : 

Nor did the French possess the Salique land 
Until four hundred one and twenty years 
After defunction, of King Pharamond, 

Idly suppos’d the founder of this law ; 

Who died within the year of our redemption 
Four hundred twenty-six ; and Charles the Great 
Subdu'd the Saxons, and did seat the French 
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Beyond the river Saha, in the year* 

Eight hundred five. Besides, tlieir writers say, 

King Pepin, which deposed Childerick, 

Did, as heir general, being descended 
Of Blithild, which was daughter to King Clotliair, 

Make claim and title to the crown of France, 

Hugh Capet also, — who usurp’d the crown 
Of Charles the duko of Lorraine, sole heir male 
Of the true lino and slock of Charles the Great, — 

To fine his title with some show of truth 
(Though, in pure truth, it was corrupt and naught), 

Convey’d himself as heir to the Lady Lingare, 

Daughter to Charlemain, who was the son 
To Louis the emperor, and Louis the son 
Of Charles the Great, Also King Louis the Tenth, 

Who was sole heir to the usurper Capet, 

Could not keep quiet in liis conscience, 

Wearing the crown of France, till satisfied 
That fair Queen Isabel, his grandmother, 

Was lineal of the Lady Ennengare, 

Daughter to Charles the foresaidduke of Lorraine: 

By the which marriage the line of CJiarles the Great 
Was re-united to the crown of Prance. 

So that, as clear as is the summer’s sun. 

King Pepin’s title, and Hugh Capet’s claim, 

King Louis his satisfaction, all appear 
To hold in right and title of the female : 

Bo do the kings ot U ranee unto this day \ 

Ilowheit they would hold up this Salique law 
To bar your highness claiming from the female ; 

And rather choose to hide them in a net 
Than amply to imbar( ] ) their crooked titles 
Usurp’d from you and your progenitors. 

K, Hen. May I with right and conscience make this 
claim ? 

Cant. The sin upon my head, dread sovereign ! 

For in the Book of Numbers is it writ, — 

When the mail ( s ) dies, let the inheritance 
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Descend unto tlie daughter. Gracious lord, 

Stand for your own unwind your bloody flag ; 

Look hack into your mighty ancestors: 

Go, my dread lord, to your great-gmiidsire’s tomb, 

From whom you claim j invoke his warlike spirit, 

And your great-uncle’s, Edward the Black Prince, 

Who on the French ground play’d a tragedy, 

Making defeat on the full power of France, 

Wliiles Iris most mighty father on a hill 
Stood smiling to behold liis lion’s whelp 
Forage in hlood of French nobility. 

O noble English, that could entertain 
With half their forces the full pride of France, 

And let another half stand laughing hy, 

All out of work and cold for action ! 

_E ly. Awake remembrance of these valiant dead, 

And with your puissant arm renew tlieir feats : 

You are their heir \ you sit upon their throne ; 

The blood and courage that renowned them 
Runs in your veins j and my tlu’ico-puissaut liege 
Is in the very May -morn of liis youth, 

Ripe for exploits and mighty enterprises. 

Exe. Your brother kings and monarchs of the earth 
Do all expect that you should rouse yourself. 

As did tlie former lions of your hlood. 

West. They know your grace hath cause and means and 
might : — 

So hath your highness ; never king of England 
Had nobles richer and more loyal subjects, 

Whose hearts have left tlieir bodies here in England, 

And lie pavilion’d in tlie fields of France, 

Cant. O, let their bodies follow, my dear liege, 

With hlood and sword and fire to win your right : 

In aid whereof we of the spiritualty 
Will raise your highness such a mighty sum 
As never did the clergy at one time 
Bring in to any of your ancestors. 

K. lien. We must not only arm to invade the French, 
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But lay down our proportions to defend 
Against the Scot, who will make road upon us 
With all advantages. 

Cant. They of those marches, gracious sovereign, 

Shall he a wall sufficient to defend 
Our inland, from the pilfering borderers. 

K. lien. We do not mean the coursing snatchers only, 
But fear the main intendment of the Scot, 

Who hath been still a giddy neighbour to us; 

For you shall read that my great-grandfather 
Never went with his forces into France, 

But that the Scot on his unfurnish’d kingdom 
Came pouring, like the tide into a breach, 

With ample and brim fulness of Ins force ; 

Galling the gleaned land with hot assays, 

Girding with g'rievous siege castles and towns ; 

That England, being empty of defence, 

Hath shook and trembled at the ill neighbourhood. 

Can t. She hath been then more fear’d than harm’d, my 
liege ; 

For hear her but exampled by herself :■ — 

When all her chivalry hath been in France, 

And she a mourning widow of her nobles, 

She hath herself not only well defended, 

But taken, and impounded as a stray, 

The King of Scots ; whom she did send to France, 

To fill King Edward’s fame with prisoner kings, 

And make her chronicle ( 3 ) as rich with praise 
As is the ooze and bottom of the sea 
With sunken wreck and sumless treasuries, 

West. But there’s a saying, very old and true, — ■ 
iC If that you will France win, 

Then with Scotland first begin 
For once the eagle England being in prey, 

To her unguarded nest the weasel Scot 
Comes sneaking, and so sucks her princely eggs ; 

Playing the mouse in absence of the cat, 

To tcar( 4 ) and havoc more than she can eat. 

Ex a. It follows, then, the cat must stay at home : 
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Yet that is hut a crush’d ( 5 ) necessity, 

Since we have locks to safeguard necessaries, 

And pretty traps to catch the petty thieves. 

While that the armed hand doth fight abroad, 

The advised head defends itself at home ; 

Tor government, though high, and low, and lower, 

Tut intD parts, doth keep in one concent, 

Congreeing in a full and natural close, 

Like music. 

Cant. Therefore doth heaven divide 
The state of man in divers functions. 

Setting endeavour in continual motion ; 

To which is fixed, as an aim or butt, 

Obedience *. for 50 work the honey-bees; 

Creatures that, by a rule in nature, teach 
The actf 6 ) of order to a peopled kingdom. 

They have a king, and officers of sorts : 

Where some, like magistrates, correct at home ; 

Others, like merchants, venture trade abroad ; 

Others, like soldiers, armed in their stings, 

Make boot upon the summer’s velvet buds ; 

Which pillage they with merry march bring home 
To the tent- royal of their emperor : 

Who, busied m his majesty, surveys 
The singing masons building roofs of gold ; 

The civil citizens knending-up the honey; 

The poor mechanic porters crowding in 
Their heavy burdens at his narrow gate ; 

The sad-ey’d jus Lice, with his surly hum, 

Delivering o'er to executors pale 

The lazy yawning drone. I this infer, — 

That many things, having full reference 
To one concent, may work contrariously : 

As many arrows, loosed several ways, 

Come to one mark ; as many ways meet in one town j ( 7 ) 
As many fresh streams meet in one salt sea ; 

As many lines close in the dial's centre ; 

So may a thousand actions, once afoot, 

End in one purpose, and he all well home 
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'Without defeat. Therefore to France, my liege. 

Divide your happy England into four ; 

Whereof take you one quarter into France, 

And you withal shall make all Gallia shake. 

If we, with thrice such powers left at home, 

Cannot defend our own doors from the dog, 

Lot us bo worried, and our nation lose 
The name of hardiness and policy. 

JC Hen. Call in the messengers sent from the Dauphin. 

[Exit an Attendant. 

Now are we well resolv’d ; and, by God’s help, 

And yours, tlie noble sinews of our power, 

France being ours, we’ll bend it to our awe, 

Or break it all to pieces : or there we'll sit, 

Ruling in large and ample einpery 

O'er France and nil her almost langly dukedoms, 

Or lay these bones in an unworthy urn, 

Tombless, with no remembrance over them : 

Either our history shall with full month 
Speak freely of our acts, or else our grave. 

Like Turkish mute, shall have a tongueless mouth, 

Not worshipp’d with a waxen epitaph. 

Enter Ambassadors of France. 

Now are we well prepar'd to know the pleasure 
Of our fair cousin. Dauphin ; for we hear 
Your greeting is from him, not from the king. 

First Ami). May 't please your majesty to give us leave 
Freely to render what we have in charge ; 

Or shall we sparingly show you far off 
The Dauphin’s meaning and our embassy ? 

K. Hen. Wo aie no tyrant, hut a Christian king; 

Unto whose grace our passion is as subject 
As are our wretches fetter’d in our prisons ; 

Therefore with frank and with unc ui bed plainness 
Tell us the Dauphin’s mind. 

First Amb. Thus, then, in few. 

Your highness, lately sending into France, 

Did claim some certain dukedoms, in tire right 
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Of your great predecessor, King Edward the third. 

In answer of which claim, the prince our master 
Says, that you savour too much of your youth ; 

And bids you be advis'd, there’s naught in Prance 
That can be with ft nimble galliard won 
You cannot revel into dukedoms there. 

He therefore sends you, meeter for your spirit, 

This tun of treasure; and, in lieu of this, 

Desires you let the dukedoms that you claim 
Hear no more of you. This the Dauphin speaks. 

K. lien . "What treasure, uncle? 

JCtce. Tennis-balls, my liege, 

K. lien. "Wc are glad the Dauphin is so pleasant with us 
His present and your pains we thank you for : 

When we have match’d our rackets to these halls, 

We will, in France, by God’s grace, play a set 
Shall strike his father’s mown into the hazard. 

Tell him lie hath made a match with such a wrangler 
That all the courts of France will be disturb’d 
With chases. And we understand him well. 

How ho conics o’er us with our wilder days, 

Not measuring what use we made of them. 

A Ve never valu’d this poor seat of England ; 

And therefore, living hence, did give ourself 
To barbarous license 5 as ’tis ever common 
That men are merriest when they are from home. 

But tell the Dauphin, I will keep 1117 stale ; 

Be like a king, and show my sail ( w ) of greatness, 

When I do rouse me in my throne of Prance : 

For that I have laid by my majesty. 

And plodded like a man for working-days ; 

But I will rise there with so full a glory. 

That I will dazzle all the eyes of Prance, 

Yen, strike the Dauphin blind to look on us. 

And tell the pleasant prince, this mock of his 
Hath turn’d his halls to gun-stones ; and his soul 
Shall stand sore charged for the wasteful vengeance 
That shall fly with them : for many a thousand widows 
Shall this his mock mock out of their dear husbands ; 
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Mock mothers from their sons, mock castles down ; 

And some are yet ungotton and unborn 

That shall have cause to curse the Dauphin’s scorn. 

But this lies all within the will of God, 

To whom I do appeal ; and in whose name. 

Tell yon the Dauphin, I am coming on, 

To venge me as I may, and to put forth 
My rightful hand in a well -hallow’d cause. 

So, get you hence in peace • and tell the Dauphin, 

His jest will savour but of shallow wit, 

When thousands weep, more than did laugh at it. — 

Convey them with safe conduct. — hare you well. 

[Exeunt Ambassadors* 

Exe. This was a merry message. 

K. lien. We hope to make the sender blush at it. 
Therefore, my lords, omit no happy hour 
That may give furtherance to our expedition ; 

Dor we have now no thought in us hut Trance, 

Save those to God, that run before our business. 

Therefore let our proportions for these wars 
Be soon collected, and all things thought upon 
That may with reasonable^) swiftness add 
More feathers to out wings ■ for, God before, 

We’ll chide tins Dauphin at his father’s door. 

Therefore let every man now task his thought, 

That this fair action may on foot be brought. Exeunt. 


Enter Chorus. 

Chor. Now all tlic youth of England are on lire, 
And silken dalliance in Llie wardrobe lies : 

Now thrive the armorers, and honour’s thought 
llcigns solely in the breast of every man : 

They sell the pasture now to buy the horse ; 
Hollowing the mirfor of all Cluistian kings, 

With winged heels, as English Mercuries. 

For now sits Expectation in the air j 
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And hides a sword from lnlts mi to the point 
With crowns imperial, crowns, and coronets, 

Promis'd to Harry and his followers. 

The Trench, advis’d by good intelligence 
Of this most dreadful preparation. 

Shake in their fear ; and with pale policy 
Seek to diveit the English purposes, 

O England \ — model Lo thy inward greatness, 

Like little body with a mighty heart, — 

What mightst thou do, that honour would thee do, 

Were all thy children kind and natural ! 

But see thy fault ! Trance hath in thee found out 

A nest of hollow bosoms, which he fills 

With treacherous crowns ; and three corrupted men, — 

One, Hi chard Earl of Cambridge ; and the second, 

Henry Lord Scroop of Mhsham ; and the third, 

Sir Thomas Grey, knight, of Northumberland, — 

Have, for the gilt of Trance (0 guilt indeed !), 

Confirm’d conspiracy with fearful Trance j 
And by their hands this grace of kings must die 
(If hell and treason hold their promises), 

Ere lie take ship for Trance, and in Southampton. 

Linger your patience on ; and well digest 
The abuse of distance, while we force ( l0 ) a play. 

The sum is paid ; the traitors are agreed ; 

The king is yet from London ; and the scene 
Is now transported, gentles, to Southampton, — 

There is the playhouse now, there must you sit: 

And thence to France shall we convey you sale, 

-And bring you back, charming the narrow sens 
To give you gentle pass ; for, if we may, 

We’ll not offend one stomach with our play. 

But, till the king conic forth, and not till then, 

Unto Southampton do we shift our scene. [AW/. 
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ACT II. 

Scene I. London. Before the Boar's-IIeatl Tavern , 

Eastcheap. 

Enter, severally, Nym and BArdolpii. 

Bard. Well met, Corporal Nym. 

Nym, Good morrow, Lieutenant Bardolph. 

Bard, What, are Ancient Pistol and you friends yet ? 

Nym. Far my part, 1 care not: I say little; hut when 
time shall serve, there shall he smiles ;( u ) — but that shall be 
as it may. I dare not fight ; hut I will wink, and hold out 
mine iron: it is a simple one; but what though? it will toast 
cheese, and it will endure cold as another man's sword will: 
and there’s an end, 

Bard. I will bestow a breakfast to make you friends; 
and we’ll be all three sworn brothers to France : let ’t be so, 
good Corporal Nym, 

Nym. Faith, I null live so long as I may, that's the cer- 
tain of it; and when I cannot live any longer, T will do as I 
may : that is my rest, that is the rendezvous of it. 

Bard. It is certain, corporal, that he is married to Kell 
Quickly : and, certainly, she did you wrong ; for you were 
troth-plight to lier. 

Nym. I cannot tell: — 'things must he as they may: men 
may sleep, and they may have their throats about them at 
that time; and, some sny, knives have edges, It must be 
as it may : though patience be a tired mare, yet she will 
plod. There must be conclusions. Well, I cannot tell. 

Bard. Here comes Ancient Pistol and his wife: — good 
corporal, be patient here. 

Enter Pistol and Hostess, ( 12 ) 

How now, mine host Pistol ! 

Plst. Base tike, call’st thou me host ? 

Now, by this hand, I swear, I scorn the term ; 

Nor shall my Nell keep lodgers. 

Host . No, by my troth, not long ; for we cannot lodge 
and board a dozen or fourteen gentlewomen that live honestly 
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by the prick of their needles, but it will be thought wo 
keep a bawdy-house straight. [Nym draws his sword,] 0 
well-a-day, Lady, if he be nol drawn ! ( 13 ) now we shall see 
wilful adultery and murder committed. 

Bead. Good lieutenant, — good corporal, — oiler nothing 
herc.( ]+ ) 

Nym, Pish! 

Fist. Pish for thee, Iceland dog) thou prick-car’ d cur of 
Iceland ! 

Host. Good Corporal Nym, show thy valour, and put up 
your sword. 

Nym, Will you sliog olF? I would, have you solus. 

[Sheathing his sword. 

Fist. Solus, egregious dog? 0 viper vile 1 
The solus in thy most marvellous face ; 

The solus in thy teeth, and in thy throat, 

And in thy hateful longs, yea, in thy maw, perdy, 

And, which is worse, within thy nasty mouth \ 

I do retort the solus in thy bow els ; 

For I can take, and Pistol's cock is up. 

And Hashing fire will follow. 

Nym. I am not Bavbason; you cannot conjure me. I 
have an humour to knock you indifferently well. If you grow 
foul with me. Pistol, I will scour you with my rapier, as 1 may, 
in fair terms : if you would walk off, I would prick your guts 
a little, in good terms, as I may ; and that’s the humour of it, 

Fist, O braggart vile, and damned furious wight ! 

The grave doth gape, and doting death is near ; 

Therefore exhale, [Pistol and Nym draw. 

Bard, Hear me, hear me what I say ; — he that strikes the 
•first stroke, I’ll run him up to the hilts, os I am a soldier, 

[Draws, 

Fist. An oath of mickle might ; and fury shall abate. — 
Give me thy fist, thy fore-foot to me give ; 

Thy spirits are most tall, 

Nym, I will cut thy throat, one time or other, in fair 
terms : that is the humour of it. 

Fist. Coupe la gorge ! 

That is the word. I thee defy again, 

0 hound of Crete, thiuk’st thou my spouse to get ? 
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No ; to the spital go, 

And from the powdering-tub of infamy 
Fetch forth the lazar kite of Cressid's kind, 

Doll Tearsheet she by name, and her espouse : 

I liayo, and I will hold, the quondam Quickly 
For the only she ; and — Pauca y there's enough. 

Go to. 

Enter the Boy, 

Boy. Mine host Pistol, you must come to my master, — 
and you,( lri ) hostess v — lie is very sick, and would to bed, — 
Good Bardolph, put thy face between his sheets, and do the 
office of a warming-pan . — Fai tli, he’s very ill, 

Bard. Away, yon rogue ! 

Host. By my troth, he’ll yield the ciow a pudding one 
of these (lays : the king has killed his heart. — Good husband, * 
come home presently, [Exeunt Hostess and Boy. 

Bard. Come, shall I make you two friends ? We must 
to France together : why the devil should we keep knives to 
cut one another’s throats ? 

Pist. Let floods o’erswell, and fiends for food howl on ! 

Nym. You’ll pay me the eight shillings I won of you at 
betting ? 

Pist. Base is the slave that pays, 

Nym. That now I will have : that's the humour of it. 

Pist. As manhood shall compound: push home. 

[Pisfoi <md Nym draw , 

Bard. By this sword, he that makes the first thrust. I’ll 
kill him ; 'by this sword, 1 will. 

Pist.. Sword is an oath, and oaths must have their course, 

Bard. Corporal Nym, an thou wilt be friends, he* friends : 
an thou wilt not, why, then, he enemies with me too. Pri- 
thee, put up. 

Nym. I shall have my eight shillings I won of you at 
betting ? 

Pist. A noble shalt thou have, and present pay ; 

And liquor likewise will I give to thee, 

And friendship shall combine, and brotherhood : 

I'll live by Nym, and N3 r m shall live by me ; — 

Is not this just? — for I shall sutler be 
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Unto tlio camp, and profits will accrue* 

Give me thy hand. 

Nym. I shall have my noble ? 

Fist, In cash most justly paid. 

Ni)m , Well, then, that's the humour of it. 

Re-mUr Hostess. 

Host. As ever you canic( 16 ) of women, come in quickly to 
Sir John. Ah, poor heart 1 he is so s ha keel of a burning quo- 
tidian tertian, that it is most lamentable to behold. Sweet 
men, come to liim. 

Nym. The king bath run bad humours on tho knight, 
that’s the even of it. 

Fist. Nym, thou hast spoke the right ; 

His heart is fracted and corroborate. 

Nym. The king is a good king : but it must be as it may ; 
he passes some humours and careers. 

Fist. Let us condole the knight; for, lambkins, we will 
live. 


Scene II. Southampton. A council-chamber < 

Enter Exeted, Bedford, and Westmoreland. 

Bed, 'Fore God, his grace is bold, to trust these traitors. 
Ex e. They shall be apprehended by and by. 

West. How smooth and even they do bear themselves l 
As if allegiance in their bosoms sat. 

Crowned with faith and constant loyalty. 

Bed. The king bath note of all that they intend, 

By interception which they dream not of, 

Exc, Nay, but the man that was his bedfellow, 

Whom he hath dull’d and cloy’d with gracious favours, — 
That he should, for a foreign purse, so sell 
His sovereign’s life to death and treachery ! 

Trumpets sound. Enter King Henry, Soroop, Cambridge, Grey, 

Lords, mid Attendants. 

K. Hen, Now sits the wind fair, and wc will aboard. 

My Lord of Cambridge, — and my kind Lord of Mash am, — 
And you, my gentle knight, — give mo your thoughts: 

Think you not, that the powers wc hear with us 
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Will cut their passage through the force of France, 

Doing the execution and the act 

For which we have in head assembled them ? 

So? oop t No doubt, my liege, if each man do his best. 

IC, lien. I doubt not that; since we are well persuaded 
We carry not a heart with us from hence 
That grows not in a fair concent with ours, 

Nor leave not one behind that doth not wish 
Success and conquest to attend on us. 

Cam. Never was monarch better fear’d and lov’d 
Than is your majesty : there’s not, I think, a subject 
That sits in heart-grief and uneasiness 
Under the sweet shade of your government. 

Grey. True : those that were your father’s enemies 
Have steep'd their galls in honey, and do serve you 
With hearts create of duty and of zeal. 

K. lien. "We therefore have great cause of thankfulness; 
And shall forget the cilice of our hand, 

Sooner than quittance of desert and merit 
According to the weight and worthiness. 

Scroop. So service shall with steeled sinews toil, 

And labour shall refresh itself with hope, 

To do your grace incessant services. 

K. Hen. We judge no less,— Uncle of Exeter, 

Enlarge the man committed yesterday, 

That rail'd against our person : we consider 
It was excess of wine that set liim on ; 

And, on his more advice, we pardon him. 

Scroop. That’s mercy, but too much security : 

Let him be punish’d, sovereign ; lest example 
Breed, by his sufferance, more of such a kind. 

IC Hen . 0, let us yet he merciful. 

Cam. So may your highness, and yet punish too. 

Grey. Sir, 

You show great mercy, if you give him life, 

After the taste of much correction. 

K. Hen, Alas, your too much love and care of me 
Arc heavy orisons 'gainst this poor wretch ! 

If little faults, proceeding on distemper, 
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Shall not he willed at, how shall we stretch our eye 
When capital crimes, chew’d, swallow’d, and digested, 
Appear before us? — We’ll yet enlarge that man, 

Though Cambridge, Scroop, and Grey, in their dear care 
And tender preservation of our person, 

Would have him punish’d. And now to our Trench causes ■. 
Who are the late commissioners ? 

Cam, I one, my lord : 

Your highness bade me ask for it to-day. 

Scroop, So did you me, my liege. 

Grey. And me,( 17 ) my royal sovereign. 

K. Ihn. Then, Richard Earl of Cambridge, there is 
yours ; — 

There yours, Lord Scroop of Masham ; — and, sir knight, 
Grey of Northumberland, this same is yours : — 

Head thorn ; and know, I know your worthiness. — 

My Lord of Westmoreland, — mid uncle Exeter, — 

Wc will aboard to-night. — Why, how now, gentlemen ! 

What see you in those papers, that you lose 
So much complexion . Look ye, how they change ! 

Their cheeks are paper.— Why, what read you there, 

That hath so cowarded and chas’d your blood 
Out of appearance ? 

Cam. I do confess my fault ; 

And do submit me to your highness’ mercy. 

Svrovp \ we appeal. 

K. lien. The mercy that was quick in us but late, 

By your own counsel is suppress’d and kill’d : 

You must not dare, for shame, to talk of mercy ; 

Tor your own reasons turn into your bosoms, 

As dogs upon their masters, worrying you. — 

See you, my princes and my noble peers, 

These English monsters ! My Loid of Cambridge here," 

You know liow apt our love was to accord 
To furnish him with all appevtineuts 
Belonging to his honour ; and this man 
Hath, for a few light crowns, lightly conspir’d, 

And swoin unto the practices of Trance, 
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To lull ns here in Hampton : to the which 
This knight, no less for bounty hound to us 
Than Cambridge is, hath likewise sworn. — But, 0, 

What shall I say to thee, Lord Scroop ? thou cruel, 
Ingrateful, savage, and inhuman creature 1 
Thou that didst hear the key of all my counsels, 

That knew'st the very bottom of my soul, 

That almost roightst have coin’d me into gold, 

Wouldst thou have practis’d on me for thy use, — 

May it be possible, that foreign hire 
Could out of thee extract one spark of evil 
That might annoy my finger? ’tis so strange, 

That, though the truth of it stands olf as gross 
As black from white, my eye will scarcely see it, 

Treason and minder ever kept together, 

As two yoke-devils sworn to cither’s purpose, 

Working so grossly in a natural cause. 

That admiration did not whoop at them : 

But tliou, ’gainst all proportion, didst bring in 
Wonder to wait on treason and on murder ; 

And whatsoever cunning fend it was 
That wrought upon thee so preposterously, 

Hath got the voice in hell for excellence : 

And other devils, that suggest by treasons, 

Do botch and bungle up damnation 

With patches, colours, and with forms being fetch’d 

From glistering semblances of piety ; 

But lie that temper’d thee bade thee stand up, 

Gave thee no instance why tliou shouldst do ti cason, 

Unless to dub thee with the name of tiaitor. 

If that same demon that hath gull'd thee thus 
Should with bis lion-gait walk the whole world, 

He might return to vasty Tartar hack, 

And tell llie legions, “ I can never win 
A soul vso easy as that Englishman’s.” 

O, how hast tliou with jealousy infected 

The sweetness of alliance ! Show men dutiful 7 

Why, so didst thou: seem they grave and learned? 

Why, so didst thou: come they of noble family? 
vol. nr. 


rr 
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Why, so didst thou ; seem they religious ? 

Why, so didst thou : or are they spare in diet; 

Free from gross passion, or of mirth or anger ; 

Constant in spirit, not swerving with the blood ; 

Garnish’d and deck’d in modest compliment; ( ia ) 

Not working with the oye without the ear, 

And but in purged judgment trusting neither? 

Such and so finely bolted didst thou seem : 

And thus thy fall hath left a kind of blot, 

To mark the ( 19 ) full- fraught man and best indu'd 
"With some suspicion. I will weep for thee ; 

For this revolt of thine, metliinks, is like 
Another fall of man. — -Their faults arc open: 

Arrest them to the answer of the law ; — 

And G od acquit them of their practices 1 

Exe, 1 arrest thee of high treason, by the name of Rich- 
ard Earl of Cambridge. 

I arrest thee of high treason, by the name of Henry Lord 
Scroop of Masham. 

I arrest thee of high treason, by the name of Thomas 
Grey, knight, of Northumberland. 

Scroop* Our purposes God justly hath discover’d ; 

And I repent my fault more than my death ; 

Which I beseech your highness to forgive, 

Although my body pay the price of it. 

Cam. For me, — -tlio gold of Fiance did not seduce ; 
Although I did admit it as a motive 
The sooner to effect wlnit I intended : 

But God bo thanked for prevention ; 

Which I in sufferance heartily will rejoice. 

Beseeching God and you to pardon me. 

Grey, Never did faithful subject more rejoice 
At the discovery of most dangerous treason 
Tli an I do at this hour joy o’er myself, 

Prevented from a damned enterprise : 

My fault, hut not iny body, pardon, sovereign. 

JC, J'ltfti. God quit you in liis mercy ! Hear your sen- 
tence. 

You have conspir’d against our royal person, 
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Join’d with an enemy proclaim’d, and from his coffers 
Receiv'd the golden earnest of our death ; 

Wherein you would have sold your ldng to slaughter, 

Hia princes and his peers to servitude, 

His subjects to oppression and contempt, 

And his whole kingdom into desolation. 

Touching our person, seek we no levenge ; 

But we our kingdom's safety must so tender, 

Whose ruin you have sought, that to her laws 
We do deliver you. Get you, therefore, hence, 

Poor miserable wretches, to your death : 

The taste whereof, God of his mercy give 
You patience to endure, and true repentance 
Of all your dear offences 1 — Bear them hence. 

[Exeunt Conspirators, guarded . 
Now, lords, for France $ the enterprise whereof 
Shall he to you, as us, like glorious. 

We doubt not of a fair and lucky war : 

Since God so graciously hath brought to light 
Tliis dangerous treason, lurking in our way 
To hinder our beginnings, we doubt not now 
But every rub is smoothed on our way. 

Then, forth, dear countrymen : let us deliver 
Our puissance into the hand of God, 

Putting it straight in expedition. 

Cheerly to sea ; the signs of war advance : 

No king of England, if not king of France. [Exeunt, 


Scene III. London, Before the Boar's-heail Tavern, 

Easichea p* 

Enter Pistol, Hostess, Nym, Bardoli'ii, and Boy 
Host. Prithee, honey -sweet husband, let me bring thee to 
Staines. 

List, No ; for my manly heart doth yearn. — 

Bnrdolph, be blithe j—Nym, rouse thy vaunting veins;— 
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.Boy, bristle thy courage up ; — for FalstalF he is (lend, 

And we must yearn therefore. 

Bard. "Would I were with him, whercsome’cr he is, either 
in heaven or in hell! 

Hast. Nay, sure, Ws not in hell; lie's in Arthur’s bo- 
som, if ever man went to Arthur’s bosom. 'A made a finer 
end, and went away, an it had been any christom child ; ’a 
parted even just between twelve and one, even at the turning 
o' the tide : for after I saw him. fumble with the sheets, and 
play with flowers, and smile upon his fingers' ends, 1 know 
there was but one way; for liis nose was as sharp as a pen, 
awl *a babbled of green fields, f 20 ) (t How now. Sir John!” 
quoth [: “what, man! be o’ good cheer.” So hi cried out 
— “God, God, God!” three or four times. Now I, to com- 
fort him, bid him *a should not think of God; I hoped there 
was no need to trouble himself with any such thoughts yet. 
So ’a bade me lay more clothes on his lcet: I put my hand 
into the bed and felt them, and they were as cold as any 
stone; then I felt to his knees, and so upward and upward, 
and all was as cold as any stone. 

Nym. They say he cried out or sack. 

Host. Ay, that ’a did. 

Bard. A] id of women. 

Host. Nay, that 'a did not. 

Bay. Yes, that ’a did ; and said they wore devils incar- 
nate. 

Host. ’A could never abide carnation ; hwas a colour he 
novel’ liked. 

Boy. ’A said once, the devil would have him about women. 

Host. ’A did in some sort, indeed, handle women; but 
then lie was rheumatic, and talked of the whore of Babylon. 

Boy. Do you not remember, *a saw a ilea stick upon 
Bardolpli’s nose, and ’a said it was a black soul burning in 
hell ? 

Bard. Well, the fuel is gone that maintained that fire: 
that's all the riches I got in lus service, 

Nym. Shall we filing 71 the king will hr gone from South- 
ampton. 
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Pint. Come, let’s away. — My love, give me thy lips. 

Look to my chattels and my movables : 

Let senses rule ; the word is, Pitch and pay ; 

Trust none ; 

For oaths are straws, men’s faiths are wafer-cakes, 

And hold-fast is the only dog, my duck : 

Therefore, caveto be thy counsellor. 

Go, clear thy crystals. — Yoke-fellows in arms, 

Lot us to France; like horse-lceches, my boys, 

To suck, to suck, the very blood to suck 1 

Boy. And that 's but unwholesome food, they say. 

Fht. Touch her soft mouth, and march. 

Bend. Farewell, hostess, [Kissing her. 

Nym. 1 cannot kiss, that is the humour of it ; but, adieu, 
Fist. Let housewifery appear ■. keep close, I thee com- 
mand. 

Host. Farewell; adieu. [ Exeunt . 


Scene IY. France, A room in the French King's palace. 

Flourish. Enter the French King, attended ; the Dauphin, the 
Duko of Buhgundy, the Constable, and others. 

Fr. King . Thus come the English with full power upon ns ; 
And more than carefully it us concerns 
To answer royally in our defences. 

Therefore the Dukes of Beni and of Bretagne, 

Of Brabant and of Orleans, shall make foitli, — 

And you, Prince Dauphin, — with all swift dispatch, 

To line and new repair our towns of war 
With men of courage and with means defendant ; 

For England his approaches makes as fierce 
As waters to the sucking of a gulf. 

It fits us, then, to be as provident 
As fear may teach us, out of late examples 
Loft by the fatal and neglected English 
Upon our fields. 

Dan. My most redoubted father, 

It is most meet we arm us ’gainst the foe ; 
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For peace itself should not so dull a kingdom 
(Though war nor no known quarrel were in question), 
J3ut that defences, musters, preparations, 

Should he maintain’d, assembled, and collected. 

As were a wav in expectation. 

Therefore, I say ’tis meet we all go forth 
To view the sick and feeble parts of France : 

And let us do it with no show of fear ; 

.No, with no more than if we heard that England 
Were busied with a Whitsun morris-dance : 

Far, my good liege, she is so idly king’d. 

Her sceptre so fantastically borne 

By a vain, giddy, shallow, humorous youth. 

That fear attends her not. 

Con . O peace, Prince Dauphin 1 

You are too much mistaken in this king •, 

Question your grace the late ambassadors, — 

With what great state he heard their embassy, 

How well supplied with noble counsellors, 

How modest in exception, and withal 
How terrible in constant resolution,— 

And you shall find lus vanities farespent 
Were but the outside of the Roman Brutus, 

Covering discretion with a coat of folly ; 

As gardeners do with ordure hide those roots 
That shall first spring and be most delicate. 

Dan. Well, ’tts not so, my lord high-eonstablo ; 
But though we flunk it so, it is no matter : 

In cases of defence ’tis best to weigh 
The enemy more mighty than he scorns : 

So the proportions, of defence are fill'd; 

Which, of a weak and niggardly projection, 

Doth, like a miser, spoil his coat with scanting 
A little cloth, 

Fi\ King. Think wo King Harry strong; 

And, princes, look you strongly arm to meet him. 

The kindred of him hath been flesh’d upon us ; 

And he is bred out of that bloody strain 
That haunted us in our familiar paths : 
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Witness ouv too-much memorable shame 
When Cressy battle fatally was struck, 

And all our princes captiv’d by the band 
Of that black name, Edward, Black Prince of Wales ; 
Whiles that his mountain ( 2i ) sire, — on mountain standing, 
Up in the air, crown’d with the golden sun, — 

Saw liis heroical seed, and smil’d to see him, 

Mangle the work of nature, and deface 
The patterns that by (rod and by French fathers 
Had twenty years been made. This is a stem 
Of thal victorious stock ; and let us fear 
The native mightiness and fate of liim. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. Ambassadors from Harry King of England 
Do crave admittance to your majesty, 

Fr. King ♦ We’ll give them present audience. Go, and 
bring them. 

[Exeunt Messenger and certain Lords, 
You see this chase is liotly follow’d, friends. 

Ban, Turn head, and stop pursuit ; for coward dogs 
Most spend their mouths, when what they seem to threaten 
Runs far before them. Good my sovereign. 

Take up the English short ; and lot them know 
Of what a monarchy you are the head : 

Self-love, my liege, is not so vile a sin 
As self-neglecting. 

Re-enter Lords, with Exeter and train, 

Fr, King. From ouv brother England ?( 22 ) 

Exe. From him ; and thus he greets your majesty, 

He wills you, in the name of God Almighty, 

That you divest yourself, and lay apart 
The borrow'd glories, that, by gift of heaven. 

By law of nature and of nations, ’long 
To him and to his heirs ; namely, the crown, 

And all wide-stretched honours that pertain, 

By custom and the ordinance of times, 

Unto the crown of France. That you may know 
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’Tis no sinister nor no awkward claim, 

Pick’d from the worm -holes of long-vanish’d days, 

Nor from the dust of old oblivion rak’d, 

Ho sends you this most memorable line, [(lions a pajutr 
In every bianch truly demonstrative; 

Willing you over look this pedigree: 

And when you find him evenly deriv’d 
Prom his most fam’d of famous ancestors, 

Edward the third, he bids you then resign 
Your crown and kingdom, indirectly held 
From him the native and true challenger. 

I (1 r. King. Or else wluit follows ? 

Exe< Bloody constraint; for if you hide the crown 
Even in your hearts, there will he rake for it : 

Therefore ( 23 ) in fierce tempest is he coming, 

In thunder and in earthquake, like a Jove 
(That, if requiring fail, he will compel) ; 

And bids you, in the bowels of the Lord, 

Deliver up the crown ; aud to take mercy 
On the poor souls for whom this hungry war 
Opens his vasty jaws: and on your head 
Turning the widows' tears, the orphans’ cries. 

The dead men’s blood, the pining maidens' groans. 

Ear husbands, fathers, and betrothed lovers, 

That shall he swallow'd in this controversy. 

This is his claim, his threatening, and my message ; 

Unless the Dauphin ho in presence here, 

To whom expressly I bring greeting took 24 ) 

Fr. King. For us, we will consider of this further : 
To-morrow shall you bear our full intent 
Back to our brother England. 

Dau. For the Dauphin, 

i stand here for him : what to him from England '{ 

Exe. Scorn and defiance ; slight regard, contempt, 

And any thing that may not misbecome 
The mighty sender, doth he prize you at. 

Thus says u\y king : an if your father's highness 
Do not, m grant of all demands at large, 

Sweeten the bitter mock you sent his majesty, 
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He'll call you to so hot an answer of itj 
That caves and womby vaultages of Franco 
Shall chide your trespass, and return your mock 
In second accent of his ordnance. 

Dau. Say, if my father render fair return, 

It is against my will j for I desire 
Nothing but odds with England : to that end, 

As matching to his youth and vanity, 

I did present him with the Paris balls. 

Exe. He'll make your Paris Louvre shake for it, 

Were it the mi stress- court of mighty Europe: 

And, be assur'd, you'll find a difference 
(As we, his subjects, have in wonder found) 

Between the promise of his greener days 
And these he masters now : now be weighs time, 

Even to the uLmost grain : — that you shall read 
In your own losses, if he stay in France. 

F) . King. To-morrow shall you know our mind at full. 
Exe. Dispatch us with all speed, lest that our king 
Come here himself to question our delay ; 

For he is footed in this land already. 

Fr. King. You shall be soon dispatch’d with fair condi- 
tions : 

A night is but small breath and little pause 

To answer matters of this consequence, [ Flourish * Exeunt. 


Enter Chorus 

Chor, Thus with imagin’d wing our swift scene Hies, 
In motion of no less celerity 

Than that of thought. Suppose that you have seen 
The well-appointed king at Hampton ( 25 ) pier 
Embark his royalty ; and his brave fleet 
With silken streamers the young Phcebps fanning : 

Play with your fancies ; and in them behold 
Upon the hempen tackle ship-boys climbing ; 

Hear the slnill whistle which doth order give 
To sounds confus’d; behold the threaden sails, 
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Borne with the invisible and creeping wind, 

Draw the huge bottoms through the furrow'd sea, 

Breasting the lofty surge : 0, do but think 
You stand upon the rivage, and behold 
A city on tlve inconstant billows dancing ; 

Dor so appears this licet nmjestical, 

Holding due course to Hnrfleur, Follow, follow ! 

Grapple your minds to sternage of this navy ; 

And leave your England, as dead midnight still, 

Guarded with grandsircs, babies, and old women, 

Either past, or not arriv’d to, pith and puissance 5 
For who is he, whose chin is hut enrich’d 
With one appearings hair, that will not follow 
These cull'd and choice-drawn cavaliers to France ? 

Work, work your thoughts, and therein see a siege ; 

Behold the ordnance on their carriages, 

With fatal mouths gaping on girded llarfleur. 

Suppose the ambassador from the French comes back; 

Tells Harry that the king doth oiler him 
Katharine his daughter ; and with her, to dowry, 

Some petty and unprofitable dukedoms. 

The offer likes not: and the nimblo gunner 
With linstock now the devilish cannon touches, 

[Alarum, and chambers go off, within* 
And down goes all before them. Still ho kind, 

And eke out our performance with your mind. [Exit. 


ACT III. 

Scene L France. Before Ilarjlcur. 

Alarums. Enter King Hunky, Exeter, Bsdfoud, Geosto, and 
Soldiers, with scaling-ladders. 

1 L Hen . Once more unto the broach, dear friends, once 
more ; 

Or close the wall up with ora English dead 1 
In peace there’s nothing so becomes a man 
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As modest stillness and humility : 

But when the blast of war blows in our ears, 

Then imitate the action of the tiger; 

Stiffen the sinews, summon ( M ) up the blood, 

Disguise fair nature with hard-favouFd rage : 

Then loud the eye a terrible aspect ; 

Let it pry through the portage of the head 
Like the brass cannon ; let the brow overwhelm it 
As fearfully as doth a galled rock 
O’erhang and jutty lus confounded base, 

Swill’d with the wild and wasteful ocean. 

Now set tlio teeth, and stretch the nostril wide ; 

Hold hard the breath, and bend up every spirit 
To his full height! — On, on, you noble ( a7 ) English, 

Whose blood is fet from fathers of war -proof 1 — 

Fathers that, like so many Alexanders, 

Have in these paits from morn till even fought, 

And sheath’d their swords for lack of argument : — 

Dishonour not your mothers ; now attest 

That those whom you call’d fathers did beget you ! 

Be copy now to men of grosser blood, 

And teach them how to war ! — And you, good yeomen, 
Whose limbs were made in England, show us here 
The mettle of your pasture 5 let us swear 
That you are worth your breeding : wliich I doubt not ; 

For there is none of you so mean and base, 

That hath not noble lustre in your eyes. 

I see you stand like greyhounds in the slips, 

Straining upon the start. The game's afoot : 

Follow your spirit; and, upon this charge, 

Cry — God for Harry ! England ! and Saint George ! 

\Exaunt. Aim urn, and chambers go off, within. 

Enter Nym, BAiiDOLrn, Pistol, and Boy, 

Bard. On, on, on, on, on ! to the breach, to the breach ! 
Nym. Pray thee, corporal, ( 2S ) stay : the knocks are too 
hot; and, for mine own part, I have not a case of lives: 
the humour of it is too hot, that is the very plain-song of it. 
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Pint. The plain -song' is most just ; for humours do 
abound : 

Knocks^ 0 ) ”0 nml come j God’s vassals drop and die f 
And swurd and shield; 

In bloody field, 

Doth win immortal fame. 

Boy. Would I were in an alehouse in London! I would 
give all my fame for a pot of ale and safety. 

Vint, And I : 

If wishes would prevail with me, 

My purpose should not fail with mo, 

Hut thither would I hie. 

Boy. As duly, but not ns truly, 

As bird doth slug on hough. 

£ filer Fluei-lest. 

Mu. Up to the preach, ( ;w ) you dogs! avaunt, you cul- 
lions l [Driving them fai mat/. 

Msl. Be merciful, great duke, to men of mould ! 

Abate thy rage, abate thy manly rage 1 
Abate thy rage, great duke ! 

Good bawcock, hate thy lage ! use lenity, sweet chuck ! 

Nym. These be good humours! — your honour wins bad 
humours. 

[Exeunt Nym, Pistol, and Bardotph, followed 
by Fluellen . 

Boy. As young as I am, I have observed these three 
swashers. I am boy to them all three: but all they three, 
though they would serve me, could not be man to mo | for, 
indeed, three such antics do nuL amount to a iuau. L'or 
Bardolph, — he is white-livered and red-faced ; by the means 
whereof ’a faces it out, but fights not. Bor Pistol, — die hath 
n killing' tongue and a cjiiiet sword j by the means whereof 
’a breaks words, and keeps whole weapons. For Nym> — lie 
hath heard that men of few words arc the best men ; and 
therefore he scorns to say bis prayers, lost 'a should be 
thought a coward : but liis few bad words are matched with 
as few good deeds; for ’a never broke any mini’s head but bis 
own, and that was agaiust a post when lie was drunk. They 
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will steal any thing, and call it purchase. Bavdolpli stole a 
lute-case, horc it twelve leagues, and sold it for three-half- 
pence. Hym anil Bardolph arc sworn brothers in filching ; 
and in Calais they stoic a fire-shovel : I knew by that piece 
of service the men would carry coals. They would have me 
as familiar with men’s pockets as their gloves or their liand- 
kerchers: which makes much against my manhood, if 1 
should take from another’s pocket to put inLo mine; for it 
is plain pocke ting-up of wrongs. I must leave them, and 
seek some hotter service : their villany goes against my weak 
stomach, and therefore I must cast it up. [Exit. 

/ie-enter Flucllen, Gowmt following. 

Goto. Captain Fluellen, you must conic presently to the 
mines; the Duke of Glostor would speak with you. 

Flu, To the mines ! tell you the duke, it is not so goot 
to conic to the mines ; for, look yon, the mines is not accord- 
ing to the disciplines of the war : the concavities of it is not 
sufficient; for, look you, til' athversary (you may discuss unto 
the duke, look you) is digt himself four yard under the 
countermines: by Cheshu, I think ’a will plow up all, if 
there is not better directions. 

Goiv. The Duke of Gloster, to whom the order of the 
siege is given, is altogether directed by an Irishman,— a very 
valiant gentleman, 1 1 faith. 

Fiu, It is Captain Macmorris, is it not ? 

Gow. I think it he. 

Flu, By Cheshu, lie is an ass, as in the 'orld : I will 
verify as much in his peard: he has no more directions in 
the true disciplines of the wars, look you, of the Roman 
disciplines, than is a puppy-dog. 

Goto. Here 'a comes; and the Scots captain, Captain 
.Tamy, with him. 

Flu. Captain Jamy is a marvellous falorous gentleman, 
that is certain ; and of great expedition mul knowledge in 
the auncient wars, upon my particular knowledge of his direc- 
tions . by Chesliu, he will maintain his argument as well as 
any military man in the ’orld, in the disciplines of the pris- 
tine wars of the Romans. 
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Enter Macho lima and Jamy. 

Jamy. X say gud-day, Captain Flucllen. 

Flu. God-den to your worship, goofc Captain Jamy. 

Gow. How now, Captain Macmoms! luive you quit the 
mines ? have the pinners given o’er ? 

Mac. I3y Christo la, tisli ill done : the work isli give over, 
tho trumpet sound the retreat. By my hand, I swear, find 
my fathei’s soul, the work ish ill done; it ish give over: 1 
would have blowed up the town, so Christo. save mo, la, in 
an hour: 0, tisli ill done, tish ill done; toy my hand, tisli 
ill dorm 1 

Flu. Captain Macmorris, I pcscech you now, will you 
voutsafe mo, look you, a few disputations with you, as partly 
touching or concerning tho disciplines of the war, the Homan 
wars, in the way of argument, look you, and friendly com- 
munication ; partly to satisfy my opinion, and partly for the 
satisfaction, look you, of my mind, as touching the direction 
of the military discipline ; that is the point. 

Jamy. It sail he vary gud, gild feith, gud captains hath : 
and I sail quit you with gud love, as I may pick occasion ; 
that sail I, mary. 

Mac. It is no time to discouise, so Ciirish save me : the 
day is hot, and the weather, and the wars, and the king, and 
the dukes: it is no time to discourse. The town is toe- 
seeched, and the trumpet call us to tho breach ; and wo 
talk, and, by Ciirish, do nothing: ’tis shame for us all: so 
God sa’ me, Tis shame to stand still; it is shame, toy my 
band: and theic is throats to toe cut, and works to toe done ; 
and there ish nothing done, so Ciirish sa 1 me, la, 

Jamy. By the moss, ere theise eyes of mine take them- 
selves to slumber, ailo do gud service, or ailo lig i r the 
gmnd for it; ay, or go to death; and ailo pay ’t as valor- 
ously as I may, that sail I suerly do, that is the torch’ and the 
long. Mary, I wad full fain heard some question Tween you 
’fcway. 

Flu. Captain Macmorris, I think, look you, under your 
correction, there is not many of your nation, — 

Mac. Of my nation ! What ish my nation? what isli my 
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nation ? Who talks of my nation ish a villain, and a bastard, 
and a knave, and a rascal. ( 31 ) 

Flu. Look you, if you take the matter otherwise than is 
meant, Captain Mncmoms, peraclventuie I shall think you 
do not use me with that affability as in discretion you ought 
to use me, look you 5 being as goot a man as yourself, both 
in the disciplines of war, and in the derivation of my birth, 
and in other particularities, 

Mac, I do not know you so good a man as myself: so 
Chrish save me, I will cut off your head. 

Gow. Gentlemen both, you will mistake each other. 

Au! that’s a foul fault 

[A parley sounded. 

Goto, TI10 town sounds a parley. 

Flu. Captain Macmoms, when thore is more potter op- 
portunity to he required, look you, I will be so polcl as to 
tell you I know the disciplines of war ) and there is an end. 

[Exeunt. 


Scene II. The same . Before the gates of Harfleur. 

The Governor and some Citizens on the walls; the English forces 
below. Enter King IIknky and Ms train. 

X. lien. How yet resolves the governor of the town ? 
TJiis is the latest parle we will admit i 
Therefore, to our best mercy give yourselves ; 

Or, like to men proud of destruction, 

Defy us to our worst : for, as I am a soldier 
(A name that, in my thoughts, becomes me best), 

If I begin the battery once again, 

I will not leave the half-achieved Harfleur 
Till in her ashes she lie buried. 

The gates of mercy shall be all shut up ; 

And the flesh’d soldier, — rough and hard of heart,— 

In liberty of bloody bond shall range 

With conscience wide as hell ; mowing like grass 

Your fresh-fair virgins and your flowering infants. 

What is it then to me, if impious war, — 
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Array'd in flames, like to the prince of fiends, — 

Do, with Ins smirch'd complexion, all fell feats 
Enlink’d to waste and desolation ? 

What is’L to me, when you yourselves arc cause, 

If your pure maidens fall into the hand 
Of hot and forcing violation ? 

What rein can hold liccn tious wickedness 
When down the hill lie holds his fierce career? 

We may as bootless spend our vain command 
Upon the em aged soldiers in their spoil, 

As send precepts to the Leviathan 

To conic ashore. Therefore, you mon of IJarfleur, 

Take pity of your town and of your people, 

Whiles yet my soldiers are in my command ; 

Whiles yet the cool and temperate wind of grace 
O’erhlows the filthy and contagious clouds 
Of heady ( 3 *) murder, spoil, and villany. 

If not, why, in a moment, look to sec 
The blind and bloody soldier with foul hand 
Defile the locks of your shrill-shrieking daughters; 
Your fathers taken by the silvei boards. 

And. their most reverend heads dash’d to the walls ; 
Your naked infants spitted upon pikes, 

Whiles Lhe mad mothers with their bowls confus’d 
Do break the clouds, as did the wives of Jewry 
At Herod’s bloody-hunting slaughtermen. 

What say you ? will you yield, and this avoid ? 

Or, guilty in defence, he thus destroy’d ? 

Gov , Our expectation bath this day an end ; 

The Dauphin, whom of succour wc entreated, 
Returns us, that his powers are yet not ready 
To raise so great a siege. Therefore, great ( iW ) king, 
We yield our town and lives to thy sofL mercy, 

Enter our gates ; dispose of us and oms; 

For we no longer are defensible. 

K. lieu. Open your gates.— Come, uncle Exeter, 
Go you and enter Ilarileur ; there remain, 

And fortify it strongly ’gainst, the French : 

Use mercy to them all. For us, dear uncle, — 
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Tho winter coming on, and sickness growing 
Upon our soldiers,— we will retire to Calais. 

To-night in IJfirfleur will we be your guest ; 

To-morrow for the march are we addrest. 

[Flourish, The King , dfc. enter the town. 


Scene III. Rouen . A room in the palace. 

Enter Katharine and Alice. 

Kath. Alice , tu as et6 cn Angblerre , et tu paries bien h 
langage. 

Alice. Un peu, madame. 

Kath. Je te prk m* anseignez s il faut que j'apprenne it 
parley. Comment appelez-vous Iti main en Anglais ? 

Alice, La main? elle csl appeltc de hand, 

Kath. De hand, Et les doigts ? 

Alice , Les doigts ? ma foi, j' oubhe les doigts f mais je 
me souviendrai , Les doigts ? je pen.se qu'ils sont appetfs de 
lingTes ; oui, de fingres, 

Kath, La mam, dc hand ; les doigts, de fingres. Je pense 
que je suis le bon ecolier,- j'ai gagnd deux mots d' Anglais 
vitement. Comment appelez-vous les angles ? 

Alice, Les angles ? les appelons dc nails. 

Kath. De nails. Ecoutez; dites-moi, si je parle hicn : de 
hand, do fingres, et de nails. 

Alice. C'e&t bien dit, madame ; il est fort bon Anglais. 

Kath . Dites-moi V Anglais pour le bras. 

Alice . De arm, madame. 

Kath. El le coude ? 

Alice. De elbow. 

Kath. De elbow. Je m'en fais la repetition de tous les 
mots que vous m’avez appi is dfa a prhent. 

Alice. Il est trap difficile, madame , conrne jc pense. 

Kath. Excusez-moi, Alice ; ecoutez. de hand, de fingres, 
de nails, de arm, de bilbow. 

Alice. De elbow, madame. 

Kath. 0 Seigneur Dien , je m'en oublie / de elbow. Com- 
ment appelez-vous le col? 

vol. hi. <? (i 
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Alice, l)c neclt,( a4 ) vittdame. 

Kath . Do nick. Et la men ton ? 

Alice, De chin. 

Kath, De sin. Le col } do nick; le menion , do sin. 

Alice, Old. San/ votrc honmur, eti v6 itd t vous prononcex 
les wots aussi droit qae les natifs d’ Angletcri'e. 

Kath. Je ne doute point d'apprendre t par la grace do Bien> 
et en peu de temps. 

Alice, N'avea-vous pas dcju ouhlic ce quo jo. vous ai cn- 
scigne? 

Kath. Non,je recite} ai a mms promptement : do hand, do 
fingres, de mails, — 

Alice, Do nails, madame, 

Kath . Dc nails, dc arm, do ilbow. 

Alice, Sauf votrc honncnr, dc elbow. 

Kath. Ainsi dis-je de elbow, do nick, el do sin. Com- 
went appchz-vom le pied et la role ? 

Alice. De foot, madamci cl do coun, 

Kath , De foot ci de coun! 0 Seigneur Bleu! ce sent mots 
da son mattvais, corruptible^ gros } et impudiquo, et non pour 
les dames dlionneur Laser r ye ne voudrais pronancur ces mots 
dcvmit les seigneurs do France pour tout le rnonde. II ftmi 
de foot et de coun neanmains. Je i eciterai une ant re fois via 
legon ensemble : de hand, do dog-res, do nails, dc arm, do elbow, 
dc nick, de sin, de foot, de coun. 

Alice. Excellent , madame ! 

Katli. Cost assez pour une fois ; allons-nous a diner . 

[Exeunt. 


Scene IV. The same. Another room in the same. 

Enter the French King, the Diuiplhn, Duke of Eouimon, the Con 
stable of France, and others. 

£n\ King. ’Tis certain lie hath pass’d the river Sominc. 
Con. And if be bo not fought withal, my lord, 

Let us not live in France ; let ns quit all. 

And give our vineyards to a barbarous people. 

JJau. 0 Bieu vivant ! shall a few sprays of us, 
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The emptying 1 of our fathers* luxury, 

Our scions, put in wild and savage stock. 

Spirt up so suddenly into the clouds, 

And overlook tlieir grafters ? 

Hour. Normans, hut bastard Normans, Norman bastards I 
Mori de ma vie / if they march along 
Untaught withal, but I will sell my dukedom, 

To buy a slobbery and a dirty farm 
In that nook-shotlcn isle of Albion. 

Con. Dial de batailles ! where have they this mettle ! 

Is not their climate foggy, raw, and dull ; 

Oil whom, as in despite, the sun looks pale, 

Killing their fruit with frowns ? Can sodden water, 

A drench for sur-vein’d jades, their barley-broth. 

Decoct their cold blood to such valiant heat ? 

And shall our quick blood, spirited with wine, 

Seem frosty ? 0, for honour of our land, 

Let us not hang like roping icicles 

Upon our houses* thatch, whiles a more frosty people 

Sweat drops of gallanL youtli in our rich fields, — 

Poor we may call them in their native lords t 
Dau. By faith and honour, 

Our madams mock at us, and plainly say 
Our mettle is bred out, and they will give 
Their bodies to the lust of English youth 
To new-store France with bastard warriors, 

Hour, They hid us to the English dancing-schools, 

And teach lavoltas high and swift corantos ; 

Saying our graco is only in our heels, 

And that we are most lofty runaways. 

Fr, King. Where is Montjoy the heiald ? speed him 
lienee : 

Let him greet England with our sharp defiance.— 

Up, princes ! and, with spirit of honour edg’d 
More sharper than your swords, hie to the field : 

Charles Dc-la-bret,( 3S ) high-constable of France ; 

You Dukes of Orleans, Bonrbon, and of Berri, 

AleiiQon, Brabant, Bar, and Burgundy ; 

Jaques Ghatillon, Rambures, Vaudemont, 
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Beaumont, Grandpre, Koussi, and Fauconbcrg, 

Foix, Lestrale, Bouciqnalt, and Charolois; 

High dukes, groat princes, barons, lords, and knights, 0*0 
For your great seats, now quit you of groat shames. 

Bar Harry England, that sweeps through our land 
"With pennons painted in Iho blood of Ilavdeur : 

Kush on his host, as doth the melted snow 
Upon the valleys, whose low vassal scat 
The Alps doth spit and void Ins rheum upon . 

Go down upon him, — you have power enough ,■ — 

And in a captive chariot into Rouen 
Bring him our prisoner. 

Con. This becomes the great. 

Sorry am I his numbers are so few, 

His soldiers sick, and famish’d in their march > 

For I am sure, when ho shall see our army, 

He’ll drop his heart into the sink of foar, 

And for achievement offer ns his ransom, 

Fr. King. Therefore, lord constable, haste on Montjoy ; 
And let him say to England, that wc send 
To know what willing ransom ho will give. — 

Prince Dauphin, you shall stay with us in Rouen. 

Fan. Not so, I do beseech your majesty. 

Fr. King. Re patient; for you shall remain with us.— 
Now forth, lord cons table, and princes all. 

And quickly bring us word of England’s fall. [Exeunt. 


Scene V. The English camp in Pica nig. 

Enter, severally, Gotvisn. and Fluem-un. 

Goto. TIow now, Captain Flucllen ! come you from the 
bridge ? 

Flu. I assure you, there is very excellent services com- 
mitted at the pvidge. 

Gow. Is the Duke of Exeter safe ? 

Flu. The Duke of Exeter is as magnanimous as Aga- 
memnon ; and a man that I love and honour with my soul, 
and my heart, and my duty, and my life, and my living, 
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and my uttermost power: lie is not (Got be praised and 
plesscd !) any hurt in the ’odd ; but keeps the pridge most 
valiantly, with excellent discipline. There is an auucient( J7 ) 
tlieie at Lhe pridge, — I think in my very conscience he is as 
valiant a mail as Mark Antony ; and. he is a mail of no esti- 
mation in the ’orld ; but I did see him do as gallant service. 
Gow. What do you call him 1 
Flu. He is called Auncient Pistol. 

Gow. X know him not. 

Flu. Here is the man. 

Enter Pistol. 

Fist . Captain, I thee beseech to do me favours : 

The Duke of Exeter doth love thee well. 

Flu. Ay, I praise Got; and I have merited some love at 
his hands. 

Fist. Eardolph, a soldier, firm and sound of heart, 

And of buxom valour, hath, by cruel fate, 

And giddy Fortune’s furious fickle wheel, — 

That goddess blind. 

That stands upon the rolling restless stone, — 

Flu. By your patience, Auncient Pistol. Fortune is 
painted plnwl, with a muffler afore her eyes, to signify to 
you that Fortune is plmd ; and she is painted also with a 
wheel, to signify to you, which is the moral of it, tlmt she is 
turning, and inconstant, and mutability, and variation: and 
her foot, look you, is fixed upon a spherical stone, which 
rolls, and rolls, and rolls: — in good truth, the poet makes a 
most excellent description of it : Fortune is an excellent 
moral. 

Fist, Fortune is Bardolpli’s foe, tmd frowns on him , 

For ho hath stoln a pax, and banged must 'a he, — 

A damned death 1 

Let gallows gape for dog ; let man go free, 

And let not hemp his wind-pipe suffocate : 

But Exeter hath given the doom of death, 

For pax of little price. 

Therefore, go speak, — the dulcc will hear thy voice ; 

And let not Bardolpli’s vital thread he cut 
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With edge of penny cord and vile reproach : 

Speak, captain, for lvis life, and I will thee requite. 

Flu, Aimcient Pistol, I do partly understand your mean- 
ing. 

Pi d. Why, then, rejoice therefore. 

Flu, Certainly, Auneient, it is not a thing' to rejoice at: 
for if, look you, he were my pro they, I would desire the duke 
to use his goof: pleasure, and put him to execution ; for dis- 
cipline ought to be used. 

Fist* Die and be damn’d ! and ficc^ 38 ) for thy friendship ! 

Flu . J t is well. 

Fist, The fig of Spain \ [Fail. 

Flu . Very goot. 

Goto, Why, tins is an arrant counterfeit rascal ; I remem- 
ber him now ; a bawd, a cutpursc. 

Flu. I’ll assure you, 'a uttered as prave ’ords at Lhc pridge 
as you shall see in a summer’s day. But it is Tory well ; what 
lie lias spoke to me, that is well, I warrant you, when time is 
serve. 

(row. Why, *tis a gull, a fool, a rogue, that now and 
then goes to the Avars, to grace himself, at his return into 
London, under the form of a soldier. And such follows are 
perfect in the great commanders’ names : and they will learn 
you by rote where services were done — at such and such a 
sconce, at such a breach, at such a convoy; who came oil' 
bravely, who was shot, wlio disgraced, what terms the enemy 
stood on ; and. this they con perfectly in the phrase of war, 
which they trick up with new-tuned ( 3<J j oaths; and wluit a 
beard of the general’s out, and a horrid suit of the camp, 
will do among foaming bottles and ale-waslmd wits, is won- 
derful to be tho ng’lit on. But you must learn to know such 
slanders of the age, or else you may bo marvellously mistook. 

Flu. I tell you what, Captain Gower j — 1 do perceive ho 
is not the man that ho would gladly make show Lo tho ’orld 
he is: if I find a hole in his coat, I will tell linn my mind. 
[Drum within.'] Hark you, tho king is coming ; aiui I must 
speak with him from the piidgc. 
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Enter King Hkniiy, CIlosteh, and Soldiers. 

Got pleas your majesty ! 

K. Hen . Plow now, Fluellen ! eani’st thou from the 
bridge ? 

Flu, Ay, so please your majesty. The Duke of Exeter 
has very gallantly maintained the pridge : the French is gone 
off, look you ; and there is gallant and most pvavc passages r 
marry, th’athversary was have possession of the pridge ; but 
lie is enforced to retire, and the Duke of Exeter is master of 
the pridge : I can tell your majesty, the duke is a prove man . 

K. Hen. What men have you lost, Fliielloii ? 

Flu . The perdition of th’athversary hath been very great, 
reasonable great: marry, for my part, X think the duke hath 
lost never a man, but one that is like to be executed for 
robbing a church, — one Bardolpli, if your majesty know the 
man : his face is all bubukles, and whelks, and knobs, and 
flames o r fire : and his lips plows at his nose, and it is like a 
coal of fire, sometimes plue and sometimes red ; hut his nose 
is executed, and his fire’s out, 

K. Hen . Wo would have all such offenders so cut off’: — 
and we give express charge, that in our marches through the 
country, there be nothing compelled from the villages, no- 
thing taken but paid for, none of the French upbraided or 
abused in disdainful language; for when lenity and cruelty 
play for si kingdom, the gentler gamester is the soonest winner. 

Tucket sounds, -Enter Mohtjoy. 

Mont. Yon know me by my habit. 

K. Hen. Well, then, I know thee: what shall 1 know of 
thee ? 

Mont. My master’s mind, 

K. Hen. Unfold it. 

Mont, Thus says my king: — Say thou to Ilarry of Eng- 
land : Though we seemed dead, we did hut sleep ; advantage 
is a better soldier than rashness. Tell him, we could have 
rebuked him at Hnifleur, but that we thought not good to 
bruise an injury till it were full ripe now we speak upon 
our cue, and our voice is imperial: England shall repent Ins 
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folly, see his weakness, and admire our sufferance. Bid him, 
therefore, consider of his ransom ; which must proportion 
the losses we have borne, the subjects we lmve lost, tlm dis- 
grace wo have digested ; which, in weight to rc-answor, ins 
pettiness would how under. 1' or our losses, his exchequer is 
too poor ; for the effusion of our blood, the muster of his 
kingdom too faint a number ; and for our disgrace, his own 
person, kneeling at our feet, but a weak and worthless satis- 
faction. To this add defiance: and tell him, for conclu- 
sion, he hath betrayed his followers, whose condemnation is 
pronounced. So far my king and master ; so much my 
office. 

K, linn. What is thy name ? I know thy quality. 

Mont. Montjoy, 

K. Hen. Thou dost thy office fairly. Turn time hack, 
And tell thy king, — 1 do not seek him now , 

Hut could he willing to march on to Calais 
WithouL impeachment: fox, to say the sooth 
(Though ’Us no wisdom to confess so much 
Unto an enemy of craft and vantage), 

My people are with sickness much enfeebled ; 

My numbers lessen’d ; and those few I have, 

Almost no better than so many breach ; 

Who when they were in health, I tell thee, herald, 

I thought upon one pair of English legs 

Did march three .Frenchmen. — Yet, forgive mo, God, 

That 1 do brag thus ! — this your uir of France 
Hath blown that vice in me; 1 must repent. 

Go, therefore, tell thy master here 1 am j 
My ransom is this frail and worthless trunk ; 

My army but a weak and sickly guard : 

Yet, God before, tell him we will come on. 

Though France himself, and such another neighbour, 

Stand in our way. There’s for thy labour, Montjoy. 

Go, bid thy master well advise himself: 

If wc may pass, we will ; if we be hinder’d, 

We shall your tawny ground with your rod blood 
Discolour: and so, Monljoy, fare you well, 

The sum of all our answer is but this . 
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We would not seek a "battle, as we are ; 

Noi, as wo are, we say, we will not slum it : 

So tell your master. 

Mont. I shall deliver so. Thanks to your highness. 

[Exit. 

Glo. I hope they will not come upon ns now. 

K. Hen. We aie in Gfod's hand, biotlier, not in theirs. 
March to the bridge ; it now draws toward night : — 

Beyond the river we'll encamp ourselves ; 

And on to-morrow hid them march away. [Exeunt. 


Scene VI. The Fiench camp, near Ag'mcourt. 

Enter the Constable of France, the Loid Rahuuhes, the Duke ut 
OilLEANfj, the Dauphin, and others. 

Con. Tut! I have the best armour of the world. — 
Would it were day! 

Otl. You have an excellent armour; but let my lioise 
Jiave his due. 

Con. It is the best horse ofKurope. 

Orl. Will it never be morning ? 

Dan. My Lord of Orleans, and my lord high- con stable, 
you talk of horse and armour, — 

Orly You are as well provided of both, as any prince in 
the world. 

Dan. What a long night is this !— I will not change my 
horse with any that treads but on four pasterns. (Ja, ha ! he 
hounds from the earth, as if his entrails were hairs ; le die oat 
volant, the Pegasus, qui a las nannes defeu ! When I bestride 
lum, I soar, I am a hawk : he trots the air ; the earth sings 
when lie touches it; the basest horn of his hoof is more 
musical than the pipe of Heimes. 

Orl. He’s of the colour of the nutmeg. 

Dau. And of the heat of the ginger. It is a beast for 
Perseus: he is pure air and lire; and the dull elements of 
earth and water never apipear in him, but only in patient still- 
ness while his rider mounts him : he is, indeed, a horse; and 
all other jades you may call beasts. 
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Con. Indeed, my lord, it is a most absolute and excellent 
horse. 

Dent. It is the prince of palfreys ; his neigh is like 
the bidding of a monarch, and his countenance enforces 
homage. 

Orl. No more, cousin. 

Dan. Nay, the man hath no wit that cannot, from the 
rising of the lark to the lodging of tlie liunh, vary deserved 
praise on my palfrey : it is a theme as /liieul as the sea j turn 
the sands into eloquent tongues, and my horse is argument for 
them all . ’tis a subject for a sovereign to reason on, and for a 
sovereign’s sovereign to ride on ; and for the world (familiar 
to us and unknown) to lay apart their particular functions, 
and wonder at him. I once writ a sonnet in his praise, and 
began thus: Wonder of nature,” — 

Orl. I have heard a sonnet begin so to one’s mistress. 

Dan. Then did they imitate that which I composed to my 
courser ; for my horse is my mistress. 

Orl, Your mistress bears well. 

Dau . Me well ; winch is the prescript praise mul perfec- 
tion of a good and particular mistress, 

Con, Nay, for mclhoughL yostciday your mistress shrewdly 
shook your hack. 

Dau. So, perhaps, did yours, 

Con. Mine was not bridled. 

Dau. O, then, belike she was old and gentle ; and you 
rode, like a kern of Ireland, your French hose oil', and in 
your strait strossers. 

Con . You have good judgment in horsemanship. 

Can, Be warned by me, then : they that ride so, and ride 
not warily, fall into foul bogs. 1 had nithor have my horse 
to my mistress, 

Con . I had as lief have my mistress a jade. 

Dau, I tell tliee, constable, my mistress wears his own 
hair. 

4 

Con, I could make as true a boast as that, if I had a sow 
to my mistress, 

Dau. Le chicn est re tour uc u, non 2 >ropQ<i vonih's'cvictilf el la 
trine l (tree cut bourbier : tlion makest use of any thing. 
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Con . Yet do I not use my hoise for my mistress; or any 
such proverb, so little kin to the purpose. 

Ram. My lord constable, the armour that I saw in your 
tent to-night, — are those stars or suns upon it? 

Con. Stars, my lord. 

Dau. Some of them will fall to-morrow, I hope. 

Con. And yet my sky shall not want. 

Dau. That may he, for you bear a many superfluously, 
and ’twero more honour some were away, 

Con. Even as your horse bears your praises; who would 
trot as well, were some of your brags dismounted, 

Dau, Would T were able to load him with liis desert! 
— Will it never be day? — I will trot to-morrow a mile, and 
my way shall be paved with English faces. 

Con. I will not say so, for fear I should be faced out of 
my way : but I would it were morning ; for I would fain be 
about tbe cars of the English. 

Ram. Who will go to hazard with me for twenty pusoners ? 

Con. You must first go yourself to hazard, ere you have 
them. 

Dau. ’Tis midnight; I'll go arm myself. [MxU, 

Orl. The Dauphin longs for morning. 

Ram. He longs to eat the English. 

Con. I think he will eat all he kills, 

OH. By the white hand of my lady, he's a gallant prince. 

Con. Swear by her foot, that slie may tread out the oath. 

Orl, He is, simply, the most active gentleman of Prance. 

Con. Doing is activity ; and he will still he doing. 

Orl. He never did harm, that I heard of. 

Con. Nor will do none to-morrow : he will keep that good 
name still. 

Oil. I know him to be valiant. 

Con. I was told that by one that knows him belter than 
you. 

Orl. What’s he? 

Con. Marry, lie told me so himself ; and he said he cared 
not who knew it. 

Orl, He needs not; it is no hidden virtue in him. 
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Con. My my faith, sir, but it is ; never any body saw it 
but bis lackey : ’tis a hooded valour ; and when it appears, it 
will bate, 

OH. Ill-will never said well# 

Con. I will cap that proverb with — There is flattery in 
friendship. 

OH. And I will take up that with — Give the devil his due. 

Con. Well placed : theie stands your friend for the devil : 
have at the very eye of that proverb, with — A pox of the 
devil. 

Orl. You are the better ill proverbs, by how much — A 
fool's bolt is soon shot. 

Con. You have shot over. 

OH, ’Tis not the first time you were overshot. 

Enter a Messenger. 

il less. My lord high-constable, the English lie within 11 1- 
tcen hundred paces of your tents, 

Con. Who hath measured the ground? 

ACess. The Lord Grandpre. 

Con , A valiant and most expert gentleman. — Would it 
were day ! — Alas, poor Harry of England ! lie longs not for 
the dawning, as we do, 

Oti . What a wretched and peevish fellow is this King of 
England, to mope with his fat-brained followers so far out 
of his knowledge ! 

Con . If the English had any apprehension, they would 
run away. 

Orl . That they lack ; for if their heads had any intellectual 
armour, they coulcl never wear such heavy head-pieces. 

Ram, That island of England breeds very valiant cieu- 
tures ; their mastiffs are of uimmtchable courage. 

Orl, Foolish curs, that run winking into the mouth of a 
Russian hear, and have their heads crushed like rotten apples ! 
You may as well say, that’s a valiant flea that dare eat his 
breakfast on the lip of a lion. 

Con. Just, just ; and the men do sympathize with the mas- 
tiffs in robustious and rough coming-on, leaving their wits 
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with their wives : and then give them great meals of beef, and 
iron and steel, they will eat like wolves, and %ht like devils. 
Orl. Ay, hut these English are shrewdly out of bee E\ 

Con. Then shall we find to-morrow they have only sto- 
machs to cat, and none to fight. How is it time to arm: 
come, shall we about it ? 

Orl. It is now two o'clock : but, let me see, — by ten 
We shall have each a hundred Englishmen. [Exeunt. 


Eater Chorus 

Chor. How entertain conjecture of a time 
When creeping murmur and the poring dark 
Fills the wide vessel of the universe. 

From camp to camp, through the foul womb of night 
The hum of either army stilly sounds, 

That the fix'd sentinels almost receive 
The secret whispers of each other’s watch : 

Fire answers fire ; and through their paly flames 
Each battle sees the other’s umber'd face ; 

Steed threatens steed, in high and boastful neighs 
Piercing the night's dull ear; and from the tents, 

The armoreis, accomplishing the knights. 

With busy hammers closing rivets up, 

Give dreadful note of preparation : 

The country cocks do crow, the clocks do toll, 

And the third hour of drowsy morning’s nam’d.^ 0 ) 
Proud of their numbers, and secure in soul, 

The confident and over-lusty French 
Do the low-rated English play at dice ; 

And chide the cripple tardy-gaited night, 

Who, like a foul and ugly witch, doth limp 

So tediously away. The poor condemned English, 

Like sacrifices, by tlieir watchful fires 

Sit patiently, and inly ruminate 

The morning’s danger ; and their gesture sad 

Investing lank-lean cheeks, and war-worn coats, 

Frescnteth them unto the gazing moon 
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So many horrid gliosis. O, now* wlio will bohokl 
The royal captain of this ruin'd band 
Walking from watch to watch, from tent to ten l, 

Lot him cry, Praise and glory on his head ! 

J?or forth lie goes and visits all his host ; 

Bids them good morrow with a modest smile, 

And calls them brothers, friends, and country men. 

Upon his royal face there is no note 
IIow dread an army hath onrounded him i 
Nor doth ho dedicate one jot of colour 
Unto the weary and all-watched night ; 

But fi’cslily looks, and over-bears attaint 
With cheerful semblance and sweet majesty ; 

That every wretch, pining and pule before, 

Beholding him, plucks comfort from his looks : 

A largess universal, like the sun, 

His liberal eye doth give to every one, 

Thawing cold fear. Tlien,( 11 ) mean and gentle nil, 

Behold, as may unwortliiiiess> define, 

A little touch of Harry in the night ; 

And so our scone must to the battle fly ; 

Where (0 for pity !) we shall much disgrace 
With four or five most vilo and ragged foils, 

Right ill-dispos’d, in brawl ridiculous, 

The name of Ag’incourl. Yet, sit and see ; 

Minding true things by what llioir mockeries be, [Exit, 


ACT IV. 

Scene I. Franca, The English cam .p ah Agin court* 

Enter King IIeniiy, Beupoud, and Olosteii. 

K. lien . Glostor, ’tis true that we are in great clangor ; 
The greater therefore should our courage be. — 

Good morrow, brother Bedford. — God Almighty ! 

There is some soul of goodness in things evil, 

Would men observingly distil it out ; 
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l ( 'or our bad neighbour makes us early stirrers. 

Which is both healthful and good husbandry : 

Besides, they are our outward consciences, 

And preachers to ns all ; admonishing 
That we should dress us fairly for our end. 

Thus may we gather honey from the weed, 

And make a moral of the devil himself. 

Enter EuriNGiiAir. 

Good morrow, old Sir Thomas Erpingham : 

A good soft pillow for that good wlnte head 
Wore better than a churlish turf of Prance, 

Bip. Not so, my liege : this lodging likes mo better, 
Siuce I may say, Now lie I like a king. 

K. lien, *Tis good for men to love their present pains 
Upon example j so the spirit is eas'd : 

And when the mind is quicken’d, out of doubt 
The organs, though defunct and dead before. 

Break up their drowsy grave, and newly move 
With caste d slough and fresh legerity. 

Lend me thy cloak, Sir Thomas.— Brothers both, 

Commend me to the princes in our cam]) ; 

Do my good morrow to them ; and anon 
Desire them all to my pavilion. 

Glo. We shall, my liege. [Exeunt (Hosier and Bedford, 
Brp . Shall I attend your grace ? 

K, lien. No, my good knight; 

Go with my brothers to my lords of England ; 

1 and my bosom must debate awhile, 

And then I would no other company. 

Brp. The Lord in heaven bless thee, noble Harry ! 

[Exit. 

K. lien . God-a-mercy, old heart! thou speak'st cheer- 
fully. 

Enter Pistol. 

Pint. Quivala? 

K. Hen. A friend. 

Pkt, Discuss unto me ; art tho\i officer ? 

Or art thou base, common, and popular? 
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IC Jinn. T am a gentleman of a company. 

Put. Tiail’st thou the puissant pike ? 

K. lien. Even so. What are you ? 

Pist. As good a gentleman as the emperor. 

IC, lien. Then you are a beLtcr tlnui tlio Icing. 

Pint. The Icing's a bawcock, and a heart of gold, 

A lad of life, an imp of fame ; 

Of parents good, of fist most valiant : 

I kiss his dirty slice, and from my heart-strings 
I love the lovely bully. — What is tliy name 1 

K. Hen. Harry to Poi. 

Pist . Lo lloy ! a Cornish namo : arL tliou of Cornish crow ? 

IC lien. No, I am a Welshman. 

Pist. Itnow'sL thou Pluellen ? 

IC Hen. Yes. 

Pist. Tell him, I'll knock his leek about his pale 
Upon Saint Davy's day. 

K. lien. Do not you wear your dagger in your cap that 
day, lest lie knock that about yours. 

Pist. Art thou his friend ? 

IC lien. And his kinsman too. 

Pist. The fico for thee, then ! 

IC. Hen. I thank you : God be with you ! 

Pist. My name is Pistol call'd. [ Exit. 

IC, Hen. It sorts well with your fierceness. 

Enter kiiUm.LEff and Qoyrm, severally, 

Gow. Captain Piuellon \ 

Plu. So! in the name of Chcshu Christ, speak fewer. It 
is the greatest admiration in the universal ’orld, when the true 
and anneient prerogatifs and laws of the wars is not kept: if 
you would take tlie pains but to examine the wars of Poinpcy 
the Great, you shall find, I warrant yon, that there is no tkl- 
dle-taddle nor pibble-pabble in Ponipoy's camp ; I warrant 
you, you shall find the ceremonies of the wars, and the cares 
of it, and the forms of it, and the sobriety of it, and tlio mo- 
desty of it, to be otherwise, 

Gow. Why, the enemy is loud; you hear him all night. 

Pin. If the enemy is an ass, and a fool, and a prating cox- 
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comb, is it meet, think you, that we should also, look you, 
be nil ass, and a fool, and a plating coxcomb, — in your own 
conscience, now ? 

GW. I will speak lower. 

Flu. I pray you, and peseech you, that you will. 

[Exeunt Gower and Fluellen. 

X, Hen. Though it appear a little out of fashion. 

There is much care and valour in this Welshman. 

Enter Hates, Court, and Williams, 

Court. Brother John Bates, is not that the morning 
which breaks yonder ? 

Bates. I think it he : but we have no great cause to desire 
the approach of clay. 

Will , We see yonder the beginning of the day, but I 
think we shall never see the end of it. — Who goes there? 

X. Hen. A friend. 

Will. Under what captain serve you ? 

K. Hen . Under Sir Thomas Erpingham. 

Will. A good old commander and a moat kind gentleman: 
1 pray you, what thinks lie of our estate ? 

IC. Hen. Even aa men wrecked upon a sand, that look to 
be washed off the next tide. 

Bales, He hath not told his thought to the king ? 

K. Hen . No ; nor it is not meet lie should, Tor, though 
1 speak it to you, I think the king is but a man, as I am : the 
violet smells to him as it doth to me ; the element shows to 
him a it cloth to me; all Ill’s senses have but human condi- 
tions : his ceremonies laid by, in his nakedness he appeals but 
a man j and though his affections are higher mounted than 
ours, yet, when they stoop, they stoop with the like wing. 
Therefore when lie sees reason of fears, as wc do, his fears, 
out of doubt, be of the same relish as ours are : yet, in reason, 
no man should possess him with any appearance of fear, lest 
he, by showing it, should dishearten his army. 

Bates. Ho may show what outward courage he will ; but 
I believe, as cold a night as ’tis, he could wish himself in 
Thames up to the neck ; — and so I would he were, and I by 
him, at all adventures, so we were quit here. 

vol. ill. HR 
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K. lien. By my troth, I will speak my conscience of the 
Icing: I think he would not wish himself any where but 
where lie is. 

Bates. Then X would lie were here alone ; so should lie he 
sure to he ransomed, and a many poor men’s lives saved. 

1C lien. I dare say you love him not so ill, to wish him 
here alone, howsoever you speak this, to Xecl other men’s 
minds: mcthhiks I could not die any where so contented as 
in the king’s company, — his cause being just, and his quarrel 
honourable. 

Will. TLwlCb move thaw we know. 

Bates. Ay, or more than we should seek after; for we 
know enough, if we know we are the king's subjects; if his 
cause l>e wrong, onr obedience to the king wipes the crime of 
it out of us. 

Will. But if the cause be not good, the king himself hath 
a heavy reckoning to make, when all those legs and arms and 
heads, chopped off in a battle, shall join together at the latter 
day, mid cry all, "We died at such a place; some swearing; 
some crying for a surgeon; some, upon their wives left poor 
behind them ; same, upon the debts they owe; some, upon 
their children rawly left. 1 am afenrd there are few die 
well that die in a battle; for how can tliey charitably dispose 
of any thing, when blood is tlieiv argument? Now, if these 
men do not die well, it will be a black matter for the king 
that led them to iL ; who to disobey were against all propor- 
tion of subjection. 

1C lien. So, if a son, that is by his father sonL about mer- 
chandise, do sinfully miscarry upon the sea, the imputation 
of his wickedness, by your rule, should he imposed upon his 
lather that sent him ; or if a servant, under his master’s com- 
mand transporting a sum of money, be assailed by robbers, 
and die in many irrcconciled iniquities, you may call the 
business of the master the author of thy servant’s damnation : 
— but tins is not so : the king is not hound to answer tho 
particular endings of his soldiers, the father of his son, nor the 
master of his servant ; for they purpose not their death, when 
they purpose their services. Besides, there is no king, he his 
cause never so spotless, if it come to the arbitrcnicnt of swords, 
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can try it out with all unspotted soldiers; sonic peradven- 
turo have on them the guilt of premeditated and contrived 
murder; some, of beguiling virgins with the broken seals of 
perjury ; some, making the wars their bulwark, that have 
before gored the gentle bosom of peace with pillage and 10b- 
hery. Now, if these men have defeated the law and outrun 
native punishment, though they can outstrip men, they have 
no wings to fly from God : war is liis beadle, war is his ven- 
geance; so that here men are punished for before -breach of 
the king's laws in now the king’s quarrel : whore they feared 
the death, they have borne life away; and where they would 
he safe, they perish : then if they die unprovided, no more 
is the king guilty of their damnation,, than he was before 
guilty of those impieties for the which they are now visited. 
Every subject’s duty is the king’s ; but every subject’s soul is 
his own. Therefore should evciy soldier in the wais do as 
every sick man in liis bed, — wash every mote out of his con- 
science : and dying so, death is to him advantage ; or not 
dying, the time was blessedly lost wherein such preparation 
was gained : and in him that escapes, it were not sin to 
think that, making God so free an offer, lie let him outlive 
that day to see his greatness, ami to teach others how they 
should prepare. 

Will. *Tis certain, every man that dies ill, the ill upon 
his own head, — the king is not to answer it. 

Bates. I do not desire lie should answer for me ; and yet 
I determine to fight lustily for him. 

K. /Ten. I myself heard the king say he would not be 
ransomed. 

Will, Ay, lie said so, to make us fight cheerfully ; but 
when our throats are cut, lie limy he ransomed, and we ne'er 
the wiser. 

K. lien. If I live to see it, I will never trust his word after. 

Will, You pay him then ! That's a perilous shot out 
of an elder-gun, that a poor and a private displeasure can 
do against a monarch ! you may as well go about to turn the 
siui to ice with fanning in his face with a peacock’s feather. 
You’ll never trust his word after l come, his a foolish saying. 
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K. Hen. Your reproof is something too round: I should 
be angry with you, if the time were convenient. 

WiU. Let it ho a quarrel between us, if you live. 

K. Hen. I embrace it. 

Will, How shall I know thee again? 

K Hen. Give me any gage of thine, and I will wear it in 
my bonnet : then, if ever thou daresfc acknowledge it, I will 
make it my quarrel. 

Will, Here’s my glove : givo me another of tliiuo. 

1 C. lien . There. 

Will. This will I also wear in my cap : if ever thou come 
to mo and say, after to-morrow, “Tins is my glove/’ hy this 
hand, I will take thee a hox on the ear. 

K. Hen. If ever I live to see it, I will challenge it. 

Will. Thou darcst as well be lmngcd. 

K. Hen. Well, I will do it, though I take llioo in the 
king’s company. 

Will, Keep thy word : fare tlicc well, 

Bales, Be friends, you English fools, bo friends: we have 
French quarrels enow, if you could tell how to reckon. 

K, He n. Indeed, the French may lay twenty French 
crowns to one, they will heaL us ; lor they bear them on 
their shoulders ; hut it is no English treason to cut French 
crowns 5 and to-morrow the king himself will he a clipper. 

[Bxaunl Soldiers. 

Upon the Icing ! — let us our lives, our souls, 

Our debts, our careful wives, 

Our children, and our sins, lay on Iho king! 

We must bear all, 0 hard condition, 

Twin-born with greatness, subject to the bieath 
Of every fool, whose sense no more can feel 
But his own wringing l 

What infinite heart’s- ease must kings neglect. 

That private men enjoy l 

And what have kings, that privates have not too, 

Save ceremony, — save general ceremony ? 

And what art thou, thou idol ceremony ? 

What kind of god art thou, tluiL suffer’sl more 
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Of mortal griefs than do thy worshippers ? 

What are thy rents ? what are thy comings-in ? 

0 ceremony, show me hut thy worth ! 

What is th}’’ soul of adoration ? 

Art thou aught else hut place, degree, and form, 
Creating awe and fear in other men ? 

Wherein thou art less happy being fear'd 
Than they in fearing. 

What drink’s t thou oft, instead of homage sweet, 

But poison'd flattery ? O, bo sick, great greatness, 
And bid Lliy ceremony give thee cure ! 

Think’st thou the fiery fever will go out 
With titles blown from adulation ? 

Will it give place to flexure and low bending ? 

Canst thou, when thou command’s fc the beggar’s knee, 
Command the health of it ? No, thou proud dream, 
That play 'st so subtly with a king’s repose : 

1 am a king that find thee ; and I know 
’Tis not the balm, the sceptre, and the bah, 

The sword, the mace, the crown imperial, 

The intertissu’d robe of gold and pearl. 

The farced title running Tore the Iting, 

The throne he sits on, nor the tide of pomp 
That beats upon tlie high shore of this world, — 

No, not all these, tlirice-gorgeous ceremony, 

Not all these, laid in bed nmjestical, 

Can sleep so soundly as the wretched slave, 

Who, with a body fill’d and vacant mind, 

Grets him to rest, cramm’d with distressful bread; 
Never secs horrid night, the child of hell ; 

But, like a lackey, from the rise to set, 

Sweats in the eye of Phccbus, and all night 
Sleeps in Klysium ; next day, after dawn, 

Doth rise, and help Hyperion to his horse ; 

And follows so the ever-running year, 

With profitable labour, to his grave : 

And but for ceremony, such a wretch, 

Winding up days with toil and nights with sleep, 

I-Iafl the fore -hand and vantage of a king. 
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The slave, a member of the country's peace, 

Enjoys it j hut in gross brain little wots 

Wlnit watch the king keeps to maintain the peace, 

Whose hours the peasant hast advantages. 

fin ter Kiu’IKoiiajt, 

Erp* My lord, your nobles, jealous of your absence, 
Seek through your camp to find you. 

AT. flea. 0 ood old blight, 

Collect them all together at my tent *. 

I’ll he before thee. 

Erp. I shall tlo’l, my lord. [7i’.r/V 

K. Hen. 0 God of battles ! steel my soldiers’ hearts ; 
Possess them not with fear ; take from them now 
The sense of reckoning, if ( ,a ) the opposed numbers 
Pluck tlieir hearts from them ! — Not to-day, 0 Lord, 

O, not to-day, think not upon the fault 
My father made m compassing* the crown ! 

I Richard’s body have interred new ; 

And ou it have bestow’d more contrite tears 
Than from il issu'd foieiid drops of blood: 

Five hundred poor 1 have in yearly pay, 

Who twice a-day their wither’d hands hold, up 
Toward heaven, to pardon blood \ and I have built 
Two chan tries, where the sad and solemn priests 
Sing’ still for Richard's soul. More will I do ; 

Though all ik?i l cat i do is nothing worth, 

Since that my penitence comes after all, 

Imploring pardon. 


EnU r Globteu. 

Glo. My liege l 

K. lien. My brother GH os tor's voice ? — Ay ; 

I know thy errand, I will go with tlicc : — 

The day, my friends, and all tilings stay for me. 


\_K. venal 
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Scene II. The French camp. 

Enter Dauphin, Orleans, IUmbujiiss, and others. 

Ort . Tiie sun cloth gild our armour 5 up, my lords I 
Fan, Montea a chevalf — My horse! vaj laquais! ha! 
Orl. 0 brave spirit T 
Fau. Via! — Us eaux et la terre, — 

Orl. lUen puis? Vair et lefeu , — 

J)au. del! cousin Orleans. 

Enter Constable. 

Now, my lord constable ! 

Can. Hark, how our steeds for present service neigh ! 
Fau. Mount them, and make incision in their hides, 

That their hot blood may spin in English eyes, 

And dout( 41 ) them with superfluous courage, ha! 

Ram. What, will you have them weep our horses’ blood? 
How shall we, then, behold their natural tears ? 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. The English are embattled, you Trench peers. 

Con. To horse, you gallant princes ! straight to home ! 

Do hut hchokl yoncl poor and starved hand, 

And your fair show shall suck away their souls, 

Leaving them hut the shales and husks of men, 

There is not work enough for all our bauds ; 

Scarce blood enough in all their sickly veins 
To give each naked curtle-axc a stain, 

That our Trench gallants shall to-day draw out, 

And sheathe for lack of sport : let us hut blow on them, 

The vapour of our valour will o’erturn them. 

'Tis positive ’gainst all exceptions, lords, 

That our superfluous lackeys and our peasants, — 

Who in unnecessary action swaim 
About our squares of battle, — were enow 
To purge this field of such a lidding foe ; 

Though wo upon this mountain's basis by 
Took stand for idle speculation, — 
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But that our honours must not. What’s to say ? 

A very little little let us do. 

And all is done. Then let the trumpets sound 
The tucket-sornncc ( 40 ) and the note to mount; 

Bor om* approach shall so much dare the iield, 

That England shall couch down in fear, and yield. 

Muter Giundpiuj. 

Ot and. Why do you stay so long, my lords of France ? 
Yond island carrions, desperate of their bones, 

Ill-favourcdly become the morning field : 

Their ragged curtains poorly are lot loose, 

And our air shakes them passing scornfully : 

Big Mars seems bankrupt m their beggar’d host, 

And faintly through a rusty beaver peeps : 

The horsemen sit like fixed candlesticks, 

With torch-staves in their hand ; and their poor jades 
Lob down their heads, dropping the hides and hips, 

The gum do\vn-ioping from their pale-dead eyes, 

And in their pale dull mouths the giimnal-bit 
Lies foul with chew’d grass, still and motionless; 

And tlieir executors, the knavish crows, 

Ely o’er them, all impatient for their hour, 

Description cannot suit itself in words 
To demonstrate the life of such a battle 
In life so lifeless as it shows itself. 

Con. They have said their prayers, and they slay for 
death. 

Dau. Shall we go send them dinners auel fresh sui Is, 

And give their fasting horses provender, 

And after fight with them ? 

Con, I stay but for my guidon : ( 40 ) — to the field ! — 

I will tho banner from a trumpet take, 

And uso it for my baste. Come, come, away ! 

The sun is high, and we outwear Llie day, [Kvcttnl. 
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Scene III. The English camp. 

Enter the English host; Globter, Bedford, Exeter, Salisbury, 

and Westmoreland. 

Glo. Where is the king ? 

Bed. The king himself is rode to view their battle. 

West* Of fighting -men they have full three-score thou- 
sand. 

Exe. There’s five to one ; besides, they all are fresh, 

Sal. God’s arm strike with us ! ’tis a fearful odds. 

God b' wi’ you, princes all j I’ll to my charge : 

If w c no more meet till we meet in heaven, 

Then, joyfully, — my noble Lord of Bedford, — 

My dear Lord Gloster, — and my good Lord Exeter, — 

And my kind kinsman, — warriors all, adieu ! 

Bad. Farewell, good Salisbury j and good luck go with 
tlice l 

Exe. Farewell, kind lord; fight valiantly to-day: 

And yet 1 do thee wrong to mind thee of it, 

For thou art fram’d of the firm truth of valour. f 47 ) 

[Exit Salisbury. 

Bed. He is as full of valour ns of kindness; 

Princely in both. 

West . 0 that wc now had here 

Enter King Henry. 

But one ten thousand of those men in England 
That do no work lo-day l 

K . Hen. What's he that wishes so ? 

My cousin Westmoreland X — No, my fair cousin : 

If we are mark’d to die, we are enow 
To do our country loss , and if to live, 

The fewer men, tlic greater share of honour, 

God’s will 1 I pray tlice, wish not one man more. 

By Jove, I am not covetous for gold ; 

Nor caro I who doth feed upon my cost ; 

It yearns me not if men my garments wear ; 

Such outward things dwell not in my desires: 

But if it be a sin to covet honour, 
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1 am the most offending 1 soul alive. 

No, faith, my coz, wish not a man from England : 
God’s peace 1 I would not lose so great ail honour, 

As one man more, methinks, would share from me, 
Ecu- the host hope I have. O, do not wish one more ! 
Rather proclaim it, ’Westmoreland, through my host, 
That ho which hath no stomach to this light, 

Let him depart; his passport shall be made, 

And crowns for convoy put into his purse : 

We would not die in that man’s company 
That fears his fellowship Lo die with us. 

'Hus day is call’d the feast of Crispiau : 

Ho tliaL outlives this day, and comes safe homo. 

Will stand a tip-toe when this day is nam’d, 

And rouse him at the name of Crispiau. 

He that shall live this day, and see old ngc,( ta ) 

Will yearly on the vigil feast liis neighbours, 

And say, To-morrow is Saint Crispiau : 

Then will he strip his sleeve and show his scars, 

And say, These wounds I had oil Crispin’s clay.( J!) ) 
Old men forget; yet all shall he forgot. 

But he’ll remember with advantages 
What feats lie did that day: then shall our names, 
Familiar in their mouths ( 5lJ ) as household words, — 
Harry the king, Bedford and Exeter, 

Warwick and Talbot, Salisbury and Oloster, — 

* Be in tlieir (lowing cups freshly remember’d. 

This story shall the good man teach Ills son ; 

And Crispin Crispiau shall ne’er go by, 

From this day to the ending of the world, 

But wc in it shall he remembered, — 

We few, we happy few, we band of brothers ; 

For he to-day that sheds his blood with me 
Shall be my brother' ; be lie ne’er so vile, 

This day shall gentle his condition : 

And gentlemen in England now a-bed 
Shall think themselves accurs’d they were not here ; 
And hold their manhoods cheap whiles any speaks 
That fought with us upon Saint Crispin’s day. 
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Re-enter Salisbury. 

Sal. My sovereign lord, bestow yourself with speed: 

The ITuuvdv are bravely in their battles set. 

And will with all expedience charge on us. 

Js • Hen. All things are ready, if our minds be so. 

H’est. Perish the man whose mind is backward now! 

K. lien . Thou dost not wisli more help from England, 
eoz ? 

West, God's will ! my liege, would you and I alone. 
Without more help, could fight this royal battle l 

K. Hen. Why, now thou hast um\ ish’d five thousand 
men ; 

Which likes me hotter than to wisli us one. — 

You know your places : God be with you all 1 

Tucket Enter Hontjoy. 

il h?iL Once more I come to know of thee, King Harry, 
If for thy ransom thou wilt now compound. 

Before thy most assured overthrow : 

Ear certainly thou art so near the gulf. 

Thou needs must he englutted. Besides, in mercy, 

The constable desires thee thou wilt mind 

Thy followers of repentance ; that their souls 

May make a peaceful and a sweet retire 

Prom off these fields, where, wretches, their poor bodies 

Must lio and fester. 

I(, lien. Who hath sent tliee now ? 

]\[ont. The constable of Prance. 

K. lien. I pray thee, hear my former answer back: 

Bid them achieve me, and Llien sell my bones. 

Good God why should they mock ■poor fellows thws? 

The man that once did sell the lion’s skin 
While the boast liv’d, was kill’d with hunting him. 

A many of our bodies shall no doubt 
Bind native graves; upon the which, I trust, 

Shall witness live in brass of Ibis day’s work : 

And those that leave their valiant bones in Prance, 

Dying like mew, though buried in yeu.v dunglulK 
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They shall he fam'd ; for there the sun shall greet there, 

Ancl draw their honours reeking up to heaven; 

Leaving their earthly parts to choke your clime, 

The smell whereof shall breed a plague in Franco. 

Mark, then, abounding valour in our F.nglisli ; 

That, being dead, like to the hullo t\s grazing, 

Break out into a second course of mischief, 

Killing in relapse of mortality , 

LeL 1110 speak proudly : — toll the constable 
We are hut warriors for the working-day; 

Our gayness and our gilt are all besmirch'd 
With rainy marching in the painful hold ; 

There’s not a piece of feather in our host 
(Good argument, I hope, wo will not fly), 

And time hath worn us into slovcnry : 

But, by the mass, our hearts arc in the trim ; 

And my poor soldiers tell me, yet ere night 
They’ll he in fresher robes ; or they will pluck 
The gay new coats o’er the Trench soldiers' heads, 

And turn them out of service. If they do this, — 

As, if God please, they shall, — my ransom then 
Will soon he levied. Herald, save thou thy labour ; 

Come thou no more for ransom, gentle herald : 

They shall have none, I swear, but Lliese ni3 r joints, — 

Which if they have as I will leave ’em them, 

Shall yield them little, tell the constable. 

Mont. I shall. King Harry. And so, fare thee well ■ 
Thou never shalt hear herald any more. [Exit. 

K, lien. I Tefir thou wilt once moro come again for 17111- 
som.( 51 ) 

Eutof the Duke of York, 

Yorlc. My lord, most humbly on my knee 1 beg 
The leading of the vavvard. 

K, lien . Take it, brave York. — How, soldiers, march 
away ; — 

And how thou pleases t, God, dispose the day 1 [Exeunt. 
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Scene IV. The field of buttle. 

Alarums : excursions, 1 inter French Soldier, Pistol, and Boy. 
Pist. Yield, cur! 

I'r. Sol , Je pause (pie. vous tiles la gentilhomme de bonne 
qualite, 

Pist. Quality ! Callino, castore me ! art thou a gentle- 
man ? what is thy name ? discuss. 

Fr. Sol. 0 Seigneur Dieu 1 

Phi. 0, Signieuv Dew should ho a gentleman : — 
Perpend my words, 0 Signieur Dew, and mark 
O Siguiour Dow, thou diest on point of fox, 

I'lxcopt, 0 signieur, thou do give to me 
b/grogious ransom. 

Fr. Sol. 0 , prannea wiser horde / ayea pilii de moi ! 

Pist. Moy shall not serve ; I will have forty moys ; 

Or( r ' 2 ) I will letch thy vim out at thy throat 
In drops of crimson blood. 

Fr. Sol. Est-il impossible d'echupper la force da ton bras? 

Pist. Brass, cur! 

Thou damned and luxurious mountain-goat. 

Offer' st me brass ? 

Fr. Sol, 0 pardonnes-moil 

Pist. Say'st thou me so ? is that a ton of moys ?— 

Como hither, boy ; ask me this slave in French 
What is liis name. 

Hoy. Ecouicz : comment dtes-vous appeU? 

Fr. Sol, Monsieur le Far, 

Boy. He says his name is Master For. 

Pist. Master For ! I’ll fer him, and firk him, and ferret 
him : — discuss the same in French unto him. 

Boy. I do not know the French for for, and ferret, and 
Ark, 

Pist. Bid him prepare ; for I will cut his throat. 

Fr. Sol. Que dit-il , monsieur ? 

Boy. H me cotnmande de dous dire qua vous faites vous 
p) tit ; ear ce soklat ici c>$l dispose tout a celte heure de couper 
voire gorge. 
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Fist, Oulf coupe la (Jorge, par ma foi } pmtnt, 

Unless thou give me crowns, brave crowns ; 

Or mangled shalt thou ho by this my sword. 

Fr. Sol. Oja vans suppltc, pour F amour da Fiau, me par- 
donner! la mis genlilhommc de bonne maison ; gardaz via 
vie , ctje vous donner ai deux coils ecus. 

Fist, What arc his words ? 

Bog. lie prays yon to save his life : he is a gentleman of 
a good house; and for his ransom ho will give you two hun- 
dred crowns. 

Fist. Tell him my fury shall abate, and ] 

The crowns will Lake. 

Fr. Sol. Petit monsieur , qua ditml? 

Boy, Encore qu'il eat contra son jitrcmeni do pardounar 
auevn prisonniaV) neanmoins, pour las ecus quo vans 1'avez 
pvomis, il est content de vaus donner la liberie, le fydneinsa- 
mejil. 

Fr. Sol. Sur mes genome je vans donna nulla mneroimens ; 
etjem’eslme heureux quo je (nils tomb6 antra las mains thin 
chevalier , jc pause, h plus brave , millanl , el hits distingue 
seigneur d'/fngletarre. 

Fist. Expound, unto me, hoy. 

Bog. lie gives you, upon his knees, thousand l hanks; 
and ho esteems himself happy that he hath fallen into the 
hands of oncj (as he thinks,) the most bravo, valorous, and 
timer -worthy signicur of .England. 

Fist. As I suck Mood, I will some mercy show.--- 
Eallow me ■ [ Exit. 

Bog . Sttivex-vous la grand cupitiiinc. [Exit French Sol- 
dier i] I did never know so full a voice issue from so empty 
a heart: hut the saying is true, — the empty vessel makes 
the greatest sound. Bardolph and Nym had ten times more 
valour than this roaring devil i' the old play, LhaL every one 
may pare his nails with a wooden dagger; and Ijuy me both 
hanged ; and so would this he, if he durst steal any thing ad- 
venturously. I must stay with the lackeys, with the luggage 
of our camp: the French might have a good prey of us, if he 
knew of it; for there is none to guard it buL boys, | Exit. 
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Scene V. Another part of the field of battle. 

Alarums. Enter Coin table, Orleans, Bourdon, Duiipliiu, 
Baudureh, and others. 

Con, 0 (liable ! 

Orl, 0 seigneur. 1 le jour est perdu, tout est perdu / 

JJau, Mort do ma vie ! all is confounded, all ! 

.Reproach and everlasting shame 

Sits mocking in our plumes , — 0 mdchante fo) tune ! — 

Do not run away, [A short alarum. 

Con, Why, all our ranks arc broke. 

Bau, 0 perdurable shame i — lei’s stab ourselves. 

Bo these the wretches tliai we play’d at dice for? 

Orl. Is this the king wc sent to for his ransom? 

Hour. Shame, and eternal shame, nothing but shame 1 
Lot us die* in honour : ( 5a ) once more hack again j 
And ho that will not follow Bourbon now, 

Lot him go hence, ami with his cap in hand, 

Like n base pander, hold the chamber-door 
Whilst by a slave, no gentler than my dog, 

His fnirest daughter is contaminated, 

Com Disorder, that hath sp oil'd us, friend, us now I 
Let us on heaps go offer up our lives. 

Orl. We are enow, yet living in the held, 

To smother up the English in our tlnongs, 

If any order might he thought upon. 

Rmr. The devil take order now t I'll to the throng : 

Lot life be short ; else shame will be too long. [Exeunt. 


Scene YL Another part of the field. 

Alarums. Enter King Hjsnhv and forces, Exeteti, and others. 

K, lien . Well have we done, thrice-valknt countrymen: 
But all's not done ; yet keep the French the field. 

Exe. The Duke of York commends him to your majesty. 
K. lien, Lives lie, good uncle ? thrice within this hour 
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I saw him clown j tlirice up again, and fighting ; 
From helmet to the spur all "blood he was, 

IL'M* In which array, brave soldier, doth he lie, 
Larding ( 54 ) the plain ; and by his bloody side 
(Yoke-follow to his honour-owing wounds) 

The noble Lari of Suffolk also lies. 

Suffolk first died : and York, all haggled over, 
Comes to him, where in gore ho lay insleop’d, 

And takes him hy the board ; kisses the gashes 
That bloodily did yawn upon bis face ; 

And cries aloud, “ Tarry, dear cousin Suffolk ! 

My soul shall thine keep company to heaven; 
Tarry, sweet soul, for mine, then fly a-b roast ; 

As, in this glorious and wcll-fouglitou field, 

YVc kept together in our chivalry 1” 

Upon, these words I came, and cheer’d him up : 

He smil’d me in the face, rauglit me his hand, 

And, with a feeble gripe, says, t( Bear my lord, 
Commend my service to my sovereign,” 

So did he turn, and over Suffolk’s neck 
He threw his wounded arm, and kiss’d Jus lips ; 

Anti so, espous’d to death, with blood lie seal'd 
A testament of noble-ending love. 

The pretty and sweet uiaimcr of it forc’d 

Those waters from me which I would have stopp’d j 

But I had not so much of man in me, 

And all my mother came into mine eyes, 

And gave me up to tears. 

K . Kan. T blame yon not; 

For, hearing this, I must perforce compound 
With mistful eyes, or they will issue Loo,— 

But, hark ! what new alarum is this same ? — 

The French have reinforc’d their scnllcrkl men , 
Then every soldier kill his prisoners ; 

Give the word through, 


[Martm. 


l&veunf. 



feOKNl'. VII 3 


KING UttNUY V. 


G25 


SciiNK VII. Another part of ike field. 

A lamms , tinier Fluellun and Go wrn, 

tiki, Kill tlio poys and tlie luggage ! ’tis expressly against 
the law of arms : 'tis as arrant a piece of knavery, mark you 
now, as can be offered j -in your conscience, now, is it not ? 

Gow, 'Tis certain there’s not a boy left alive ; and the 
cowardly rascals that ran from the battle have done this 
slaughter : besides, they have burned and carried away all 
that was in the king's tent; wherefore the king, most wor- 
thily, hath caused every soldier to cut his prisoner’s throat. 
O, 'tis a gallant king 1 

Flu. Ay, lie was porn at Monmouth, Captain Gower. 
What call you the town’s name where Alexander the Pig 
was pom ? 

Goto. Alexander the Great. 

Flu, Why, J pray you, is not pig great ? the pig, or 
tire great, or the mighty, or tliu huge, or the magnani- 
mous, are all one reckonings, save the phrase is a little 
variations. 

Goiv. I think Alexander the Great was horn in Mace- 
don : his father was called Philip of Macedon, as X take it. 

tiki, I think it is in Macedon where Alexander is porn. 
1 tell you, captain, if you look in the maps of the ’oriel, I 
warrant you shall find, m the comparisons between Maco- 
don and Monmouth, that the situations, look you, is both 
alike, There is a river in Macedon ; and there is also more- 
over a river at Monmouth : it is called Wye at Monmouth; 
but it is out of my prams what is the name oi the other 
river ; hut ’tis all one, f tis alike as my fingeis is to my fin- 
gers, and there is salmons in both. If you mark Alexander’s 
life well, Harry of Monmouth’s life is come after it indiffer- 
ent well ; for there is figures in nil things. Alexander (Got 
knows, and you know), in his rages, and his furies, and his 
wraths, mid his cholera, and liis moods, and his displeasures, 
and his indignations, and also being a little intoxicates in liis 
prams, did, in his ales and his angers, look you, kill his pest 
friend, Clytus. 
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Goto. Oui‘ lung is not like him in Unit: ho never killed 
any of his friends. 

Flu. It is not well done, mark you now, to lake the talcs 
out of my mouth, oro it is made and finished. I speak hut 
in the figures and comparisons of it: as Alexander killed 
liis friend (Jlytus, being in his ales and his caps ; so also 
Hurry Monmouth, being in his right wits and his gool judg- 
ments, turned away the fat knight with the great polly- 
dotiblet: he was full of jests, and gipes, and knaveries, and 
mocks j 1 have forgot his name. 

(tow. Sir John frilstafll 

Flu. That is he: — J’U tell you there is goat men porn 
at Monmouth. 

Gow. Hero conics his majesty. 


Alarum. Enter King llr.Nitv with a pari of the English forces ; 
AYaiwicjk, Glostbu, Exuikk, and others. 

K< lien, I was not angry since I came to lfranco 
Until tins instant. — Take a trumpet, herald ; 
ltidc thou unto the horsemen on yond hill : 

If they will fig’ll L with us, hid thorn come down, 

Or void the field ; they do ofi’end our sight : 

If they’ll do neither, we will come lo them, 

And make them skin’ away, as swift us stones 
Enforced from the old Assyrian slings : 

Besides, we’ll cut the throats of those we have; 

And noL a man of them that we shall take 
Shall taste our mercy : — go, and tell them so. 

Ha w. Here comes the herald of the french, my liege, 
Glo . Ilia eyes arc humbler than they us’d lo he. 


Enter MonwiOY. 

K, lien. How now! what means this, herald? know’sl 
thou uot 

That I have fin’d these hones of mine for ransom? 

Com’st thou again for ransom ? * 

Mont . Ho, great king: 

I come Lo thee for charitable license. 

That we may wander o’er this bloody field 
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To book (^ B ) our dead, and then to bury them ; 

To sort our nobles from our common men, — 

For many of our princes (woe the while !) 

Tie drown’d and soak’d in mercenary blood ; 

(&o do our vulgar drench their peasant limbs 
In blood of princes;) and tlicir wounded steeds 
]'VeL fetlock deep in gore, and with wild rage 
York out their armed heels at their dead masters, 

Killing ihem twice. 0, give us leave, great king, 

To view the field in safety, and dispose 
Of their dead bodies ! 

A. Hen, I Loll thee truly, herald, 

J know not if the day be ours or no ; 

For yet a many of your horsemen peer 
Ami gallop o’er the field. 

Mnnt, The day is yours. 

/(. Han, Praised ho God, and not our strength, for it! — 
What is this castle call’d that stands hard by 1 

■fl/owf. They call it Agin court. 

K, Hen. Then call we this the field of Agin court. 

Fought on tho day of Crispin Crispianus. 

Flu. Your grandfather of famous memory, an’t please 
your majesty, and your great-uncle Edward the Pluck Prince 
of Wales, ns I have read in the chronicles, fought a most 
prfiYo pattle here in France. 

Ji, lien. They did, Fluellen, 

Flu . Your majesty says very true: if your majesties is 
remembered of it, the Welshmen did goot service in a garden 
where leeks did grow, wearing leeks m their Monmouth 
caps ; which, your majesty know, to this hour is an honour- 
able padge of the service; and I do peliere your majesty 
takes no scorn to wear the leek upon Saint Tavy’s day. 

X. lien. I wear it for a memorable honour ; 

For I am Welsh, you know, good countryman. 

Flu, All the water in Wye cannot wash your majesty’s 
Welsh *plood out of your pody, I can tell you that: Got 
pless it, and preserve it, as long as it pleases his grace, and 
his majesty too ! 

IC lien. Thanks, good my countryman. 
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Flu. By Choshu, I am your majesty's countryman, I cure 
not who know it I will yon loss iL to all the 'oriel : ] need 
not to bo ashamed of your majesty, praised bo Got, so long 
as your majesty is an honest man, 

K. If an . God keep me so 1 — Our heralds go with him : 
Bring mo just notice of the numbers dead 
On both our parLs.— Call yonder fellow hither, 

[Points to Williams. lixounl ft fontjoy and others, 

lime. Soldier, you must conic to Llio Icing. 

K. lien. Soldier, why weurcst thou that glove in thy cap ? 

Will. An’t please your majesty, ’tis the gage of one that 
I should fight witlml, if lie be alive. 

K. lion. An Englishman ? 

Will. An’t please yuur majesty, a rascal that swaggered 
with mo last night ; who, if alive, C 10 ) and ever dure to challenge 
this glove, I have sworn to take him a box o' the ear : or if 1 
can see my glove in his cap (which ho swore, as ho was a sol- 
dier, ho would wear if alive), I will strike it out soundly. 

K. lien. What think you, Captain klnellen ? is it lit this 
soldier keep his oath 1 

Mu. lie is a craven and a villain else, an't please your 
majesty, in my conscience. 

K. lien , It may be his enemy is a gentleman of great 
sort, quite from the answer of Ins degree, 

Flu. Though he he as pool a gentleman as the l evil is, 
as Lucifer and Belzcbub himself, iL is necessary, look your 
grace, that lie keep his vow and bis oath : if ho he perjured, 
sec you now, his reputation is as arrant a villain and a Jack- 
sauce, us ever Ins plack shoe trod upon Gol\s ground and his 
earth, in my conscience, la. 

K . Hen. Then keep thy vow, sirrah, when thou modest 
the fellow. 

Will. So I will, my liege, aa J live. 

K. lien. Who servest Lliou under? 

Will. Under Captain Gower, my liege. 

Flu. Gower is a goot captain, and is goot knowledge and 
lileratured in the wars, 

K. lien. Call him hither to me, soldier. 

Will. I will, my liege. [Fxit, 
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1C Hen, Hove, Flucllcn j wear thou this favour for me, 
and stick it in Lhy cap : when Alenpou and myself were down 
together, J plucked this glove from his helm: if any man 
challenge this, lie is a friend to Alenpon, and an enemy to 
our person; if thou encounter any such, apprehend him, an 
thou dost mo love. 

Flu. Your grace does me ns great honours ns can ho do- 
sired in llio hearts of his subjects : 1 would fain see the man, 
that has hut two logs, that shall find himself aggriefed at this 
glove, that is all; lmt( 57 ) I would fain see it once, an please 
(Jot of his grace that I might see. 

1C Hen, KnowesL thou Glower? 

Fin, Ho is my dear friend, an please you. 

X. lien . Pray thee, go seek him, and bring him to my 
tent. 

Flu. I will fetch him. [Exit. 

1C ffen. My Lord of Warwick, and my brother Cxloster, 
Follow b’lu ell en closely at the heels : 

The glove which I have given him for a favour 
May haply purchase him a box o’ the ear ; 

It is the soldier's; I, by bargain, should 
Wear it myself. Follow, good cousin Warwick : 

If that the soldier strike him (as I judge, 

By Ids blunt bearing, he will keep his word), 

Some sudden mischief may arise of it; 

For I do know Fluellen valiant. 

Ami, touch'd \f All chokr, hot aa gunpowder, 

And quickly will return an injury : 

Follow, and see there he no harm between them.— 

do you with me, uncle of Exeter. [Exeunt, 


Scene VIII. Before King Henry’s pavilion. 

Enter Gower and Williams, 
ffilL I warrant it is to knight you, captain. 

Enter Fluellen. 

Fin. dot's will and his pleasure, captain, I peseecli you 
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now, come apace to the king : there is more goot toward you 
peradventure than is in your knowledge to dream oi. 

JFiU. Sir, know you tins glove ? 

Flu. Know the glove ! I know the glove is a glove. 

[Fill. 1 know this; and thus J challenge iL. \Flvtkeu him. 

Flu . ’Splood, an arrant traitor as tiny's in the univoisnl 
’orld, or in h’lance, or in 1 England ! 

Goto. Itow now, sir 1 you villain ! 

Will. l)o you think I’ll be forsworn ? 

Flu. Stand away, Captain Gower; 1 will give treason 
his payment into plows, I warrant you. 

/ Fill • I am no traitor. 

Flu. That’s a lie in thy throat. — l charge you in ins 
majesty’s name, apprehend him: he’s a iriond oi the Duke 
Alciifon’s. 

Muter Wauwioic and Gt.ohtkii. 


War. How now, how now ! what’s the matter? 

Mu. My Lord of "Warwick, hero is (praised be Got for 
it!) a most contagious treason come to light, look you, as 
you shall desire in a summer’s day.- — Here is his majesty , 


Fnter Ring Ujinhy and .Rxisruit. 

K. lien. IIow now ! what’s the matter ? 

Flu . My liege, hero is a villain and a traitor, thuL, look 
your grace, has stmek the glove which your majesty is take 
ouL of the helmet of Alent;on. 

Will. My liege, this was my glove ; here is the fellow of it; 
and he that I gave it to iu change promised to wear it in his 
cap : I promised to strike him, if ho did : 1 met this man wiLh 
my glove in his cap, and I have been as good as my uord. 

Flu. Your majesty hear now (saving your majesty's man- 
hood) what an arrant, rascally, beggarly, lousy knave it is: 
I hope your majesty is pear me testimony, and witness, and 
will avouehment, that this is the glove of Aleneon, that your 
majesty is give me, in your conscience, now. 

K. Hen. Give mo thy glove, soldier; look, here is (he 
fellow of it. 

’Twas I, indeed, thou pronusod'st to sluice ; 

And tliou hast given me most bitter terms. 
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Flu. An plcnso your majesty, let his neck answer for it, 
if there is iiny martial law in the ’oriel. 

X. Hen . How ennst thou make me satisfaction? 

Will. All o (fences, my liege, come from the heart; never 
camo any from mine that might offend your majesty. 

X. Han. It was ourself thou didst abuse. 

IV ill. Your majesty came not like yourself: you ap- 
peared to me but ns a common man ; witness the night, your 
garments, your lowliness ; and what your highness suffered 
under that shape, 1 beseech you take it for your own fault, 
and not mine : for had you been as I took you. for, I made 
no offence ; therefore, I beseech your highness, pardon me. 

X. Iltm. Here, uncle Exeter, fill this glove with crowns, 
And give it to this fellow.' — -Keep it, fellow , 

And wear it for an honour in Lhy cap 

Till J do challenge it. — Give him the crowns: — 

And, captain, you must needs be friends with him. 

Flu, By this day and tins light, the fellow has mettle 
enough in his pclly. — Hold, there is twelve pence for you; 
and I pray you to serve Got, and keep you out of prftwls, 
and prabbles, and quarrels, and dissensions, and, I warrant 
you, it is the potter for you. 

Will, I will none of your money, 

Flit . It is with a goot will ; I can tell you, it will serve 
you to mend your shoes : come, wherefoie should you he so 
pashful ? your shoes is not so goot: ’tis a goot silling, I war- 
rant you, or I will change it. 

Enter an English Herald. 

X. 11m, Now, herald, — are the dead number’d ? 

Iler. Here is the number of the slaughter’d French, 

[Deliver? a paper* 

](, Hen. What prisoners of good sort are taken, uncle? 

Fxe. Charles Duke of Orleans, nephew Lo the king ; 

John Duke of Bourbon, aud Lord JJouciqunlt : 

Of other lords aud barons, knights and squires, 

Full fifteen hundred, besides common men. 

X. lien. This note doth tell mo of ten thousand French 
That in the field lie slain : of princes, in this number. 
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And nobles bearing banners, there lie cloud 
One hundred twenty-six : added to those. 

Of knights, esquires, and gallant. gentlemen, 

Eight thousand and lour hundred; of the which, 

Five hundred were but yesterday dubb’d knights: 

So that, in these leu thousand they have Iovl, 

There are hut sixteen hundred mercenaries ; 

The rest arc princes, barons, lords, kniglits, squires, 

And gentlemen of blood and quality, 

The names of those their nobles that lie dead, — 

Charles De-la-brel, high-constable of France ; 

Jatjucs of Chatillon, admiral of France ; 

The master of the cross-bows, Lord llamburos ; 

Grcabmasler of France, the brave Sir Guisclmrd Dauphin ; 
John Duke of Aleuyon ; Antony Duke of Brabant, 

The brother to the Duke of Burgundy; 

And Edward Duke of Bar : of lusty earls, 

Gran clpro and Iloussi, Fauconberg and Foix, 

Beaumont and Marie, Yaudcmont and Lestralc. 

Hero was a royal fellowship of death ! — 

"Where is the number of our English dead ? 

[Jlcmld presents another paper. 
Edward the Duke of Yoik, the Earl of Suffolk, 

Sir Ilichard Kotly, Davy Gum, esquire : 

Hone else of name ; and of nil other men 

But five and twenty, — O God, tliy arm was here; 

And not to us, but to thy arm alone, 

Ascribe wo .ill! — When, without stratagem, 

But in plain shock and even play of battle. 

Was over known so great and little loss 
On one part and on tbo other? — Take it, God, 

For it is none but tlmio ! 

A', re. ’Tis wonderful { 

IC Hen . Come, go we in procession to the village: 

And be it death pioclaun&d through our host 
To boast of this, or take that praise from God 
Which is his only. 

Mu. Is it not lawful, an please your majesty, to toll how 
many is killed ? 
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K. If of.. Yes, enplain; hut with Ibis acknowledgment, 
That God fought for us. 

I'fu, Yes, my conscience, ho did us great goot. 

JC. fhm. Do wo till holy riles : 

Yet there be sung Non nobis: and Te J)eum; 

Tho dead with clmrily enclos’d in clay ; 

And then lo Calais ; and to England then ; 

Where ne'er from France arriv'd more happy men, [E&cunL 


Jinier Chorus. 

C/ior. Vouchsafe to those that have not read the story, 
'Chat 1 may prompt them : mid of( w ) such as have, 

I humbly pray them to admit the excuse 
Of time, of numb eis, and due course of things, 

Which cannot in their huge and proper life 
He here presented. Now we Lear the Icing 
Toward Calais ; grant him there; there seen, 
llcuvo him away upon your winged thoughts 
Athwart the sea. Behold, the English beach 
Pales in the Hood with men, with(° s) ) wives, and boys, 
Whose shouts and claps out-voicc the deep-mouth’ d sea, 
Which, like a mighty whifllcr ‘fore the king 
Seems to prepare liis way r so let him land ; 

And solemnly see him sol on to London, 

So swift tt pace hath thought, that eveu now 
You may imagine him upon Blackheath ; 

Where that his lords desire him to have borne 
His bruised helmet and his bonded sword 
Before him through the city : lie forbids it, 

Being free from vainness and self-glorious pride ; 

Giving fuil trophy, signal, and oslent, 

Quite from himself to God. But now behold, 

In the quick forge and working-house of thought, 

How London doth pour out her citiiiensl 
Tho mayor, and all his brethren, in best sort, — 

Like to the senators of the antique Rome, 



C34 


KINCr I1EN11Y V. 


[.ACT V. 


With tlic plebeians swarming at their heels,— 

Go forth, anti fetch their conquering Cmsur in : 

As, by a lower but by loving likelihood, 

Were now the general of our gracious empress 
(Asia good time be may) from Ireland coining, 

Bringing rebellion broachhd on his sword, 

How many would the peaceful city c[uiL, 

To welcome him l much more, and much more cause, 

Did they this Hairy. Now in London place him \{ m ) 

(As yet the lamentation of the "French 
Invites the King of England’s stay at home ; 

The emperor’s coming in behalf of Eunice, 

To order peace between them ;) and omit 
All the occurrences, whatever chanc'd, 

Till Harry's back-return again to France : 

There must wo bring him ; nml myself have play’d 
The interim, by remembering you Tis past. 

Then broolc abridgment; and your eyes advance, 

After your thoughts, string] it back again to Eunice. [RxiL 


ACT V. 

Scene I. Frame, An Fnffliuh court of yuan /. 

Fnter Elujxuen and (Jfownn. 

Gow. Nay, that’s right; but why wear you your lock to- 
day? Saint Davy’s day is past. 

Flu. There is occasions uud causes why and wherefore 
in all things; I will tell you, as my friend. Captain (jhnvor: — 
the rascally, scald, pcggarly, lousy, plugging knave, Pistol, 
— which you and yourself, and all the ’oild, know to be no 
petter than a fellow, look you now, of no merits, — lie is 
come to me, and prings me pread and sail, yesterday, look 
you, 'and pid me cat my leek ; it was in a place where 1 
could not preed no contention with him ; hut X will be m 
pold as to wear it in my cap till I see him once again, and 
then I will tell him a little piece of my desires. 
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(low. Why, bore ho comca, welling like a turkey-cock. 
Flu. ’Tin no mailer for his swellings nor his turkey-cocks. 


JUnter Pibtoji. 

(Jot pious you, Auneient Pistol! you scurvy, lousy knave, 

0 ol pleas you ! 

Plat. IIil ! art thou bedlam ? dost thou thirst, base Tro- 

M 

'To have mo fold up Ptirca’a fa la] wob ? 
lienee ! I am qualmish a l the smell of leek. 

Mu. J pcsocch you heartily, scurvy, lousy knave, at my 
desires, and my requests, and my petitions, to eat, look you, 
Lliis look : because, look you, you rlo not love it, nor your 
allections, and your uppeliles, and your digestions, does not 
agree with it, f would desire yon to eat it, 

Pist. Not for CacUvnUader and all his goats, 

Pin. There is one goat for you. [Strikes him.] Will you 
be so goot, scald knave, as oat it ? 

Pist. Base Trojan, thou dial t die. 

Mu. Tou say very true, scald knave, — whan Got's will is : 

1 will desire you to live in the mean time, and cat your vic- 
tuals ; come, thero is sauce for it, [Strikes him again,] You 
called me yesterday mountain-squire ; but I will make you 
.to-day a squire of low degree. I pray you, fall to: if you 
can mock a leek, you can cat a leek. 

Gow. Enough, captain : you have astonished him. 

Mu. J say, I will make him eat some part of my leek, or 
1 will peat his pate four days.— Pile, I pray you 5 it is goot 
for your green wound and your ploody coxcomb. 

Pist. Must I bite ? 

Flu. Yes, certainly, and out of doubt, and out of ques- 
tion too, and ambiguities. 

Pist. By this leek, 1 will most horribly revenge : 

I cat and oat,^ 1 )— I swear— 

Fin. En t, 1 pray you: will you have some more sauce to 
your leek? there is not enough look to swear by, 

Phi. Quiet thy cudgel 5 thou dosL see I cat. 

Flu. Much goot do you, scald knave, heartily. Nay , 
pray you, throw none away; the skin is goot for your 
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proken coxcomb* When you lake occasions to son looks 
hereafter, I pray you, mock at 'em ; that is all. 

1 hst. Good. 

Flit. Ay, leeks is goofc : — hold, you, Llioro is a groat to 
heal your pate. 

Fist. Me a groat 1 

Flu. Yes, verily and in truth, you shall take it j or L 
have another leek in my pocket, which you shall eat. 

Fist. I take thy groat in earnest of revenge. 

Flu. If I owe 3 r ou any thing, I will pay you in cudgels: 
you shall be a woodmongor, and buy no tiling of me but cud- 
gels. God b’ wi* you, and keep you, and heal your pale. 

\E.%U. 

Fist. All hell shall stir for this. 

(row. Go, go; you are a counterfeit cowardly knave. 
Will you mock aL an ancient tradition, — begun upon an 
honourable respect, and worn as a memorable trophy of pre- 
deceased valour, — and dare not avouch in your deeds any ol‘ 
your words? I have seen you glueking and galling at Litis 
gentleman twice or thrice. You thought, he cause he could 
not speak English in the native garb, lie could not therefore 
handle an English cudgel : you find it otherwise ; and hence- 
forth let a Welsh correction teach you a good English con- 
dition. Fare yo well. [Kcuil. 

Fist . Doth Fortune play the huswife with mo now? 

News have I, that my Nell( GJ ) is dead i' the apital 
Of malady of France ; 

And there my rendezvous is quito cut oil’. 

Old 1 do wax ; and from my weary limbs 
Honour is cudgcll’d. Well, bawd will I turn, 

And something lean to cutpurso of quick hand. 

To England will I steal, and there I’ll steal : 

And patches will I get unto these scars, (W) 

And swear I got them in the Gallia wars. 


[" Fa: it. 
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kscenk II. Tmtfi'n in Cfitintpaync. An apartment in the 
Vmieh King's palace. 

Muter, from quo A<h, Tung IIknuy, Bum-vum, Gt.osteu, tfxflTun, 
Waiwkuc, Wkhtoouiu.ahj), and other WiUj from ike other 
Ada, the I'Vuidi King, Quoon lsAimr., the Princess ICAVirAiiiNB, 
Lordn, Ladies, *fey,, the Duke of lknuujNUY, and fth train. 

1C flmu Peace to tills mooting, wherefore wo tue mot t 
UnLo our brother b'rance, and to our bister, 

Health mid fair Lime of day ; — joy and good wishes 
To our most fair mid princely cousin Katharine ; — ■ 

And (as a Immcli and member of this royalty. 

By whom Lids great assembly is contriv'd), 

We do salute you, Duke of Burgundy | — 

And, princes l'Ymich, and peers, licalLh to you all ! 

h'r. Kimj. Right joyous iirewe to hcholdymir face. 

Most worthy broLher England ; fairly mot : — 
iso arc you, princes English, every one. 

Q. ha. So happy he Lhe issue, brolher England, 

Of this good day and of this gracious mooting, 

As wo are now glad to behold your eyes ; 

Your eyes, which hitherto havo borne in them 
Against the branch, that met them in their bent, 

The fatal balls of murdering basilisks : 

The venom of such looks, we fairly hope, 

Havo ( Cl ) lost their quality ; and that this day 
Shall change all griefs aud quarrels into love. 

K. lien. To cry amen to that, thus we appear. 

Q , Isa. You English princes all, I do salute you. 

Bur. My duty to you both, on equal love, 

Great Kings of Prance and England I That I have labour’d, 
With all my wits, my pains, and strong endeavours, 

To bring your most imperial majesties 
Unto this bar and royal interview, 

Your mightiness on both parts best can witness, 

Since, then, my ollicc hath so far prevail’d, 

That, face to face and royal eye to eye, 
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You have cQiigrcctcd, let it not disgrace mo, 

If I demand, before this royal view, 

What rub or what impediment there is, 

"Why that tlio miked, poor, and mangled Peace, 

Dear nurse of arts, plenties, and joyful births, 

Should not, in this best garden of the world, 

Our fertile France, pul up her lovely visage ! 

Alas, she hath from France too long 1 been chas'd ! 

And all her husbandry doth lie on heaps, 

Corrupting in its own fertility. 

Her vino, the merry cheorcr of the heart, 

UnpruneA dies ; her hedges evcn-pleach'd, 

Like prisoners wildly overgrown vvilh hair, 

Put forth disorder’d twigs ; her fallow leas 
The darnel, hemlock, and rank fmuiLory, 

Doth root upon, while thaL the coulter rusts, 

That should deracinate such savagery ; 

The even mead, thaL erst brought sweetly forth 
The freckled cowslip, bumel, and green clover, 

Wanting the scythe, all ( os ) uncorrccLed, rank, 

Conceives by idleness, and nothing looms 
But hateful docks, rough thistles, kecksics, burs, 

Losing both beauty and utility. 

And as ( Ctt ) our vineyards, fallows, meads, and hedges, 
Defective in their natures, grow to wildness, 

Even so our houses, and ourselves ami ehildion, 

Have lost, or do not learn for want of Lime, 

The sciences that should become our country ; 

But grow, like savages, — as soldiers will, 

That nothing do but meditate on blood, — 

To swearing', and stern looks, diffus'd attire. 

And. every thing that seems unnatural. 

Which to reduce into our former favour, 

You are assembled : and my speech entreats 
Thai X may know the let, why gentle Peace 
Should not expel these inconveniences, 

And bless us with her former finalities. 

K t Hen. If, Duke of Burgundy, you would the peace, 
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Whoso want gives growth lo llio imperfections 
Which you have filoil, you must buy that peace 
Willi I’ijI] mvoriJ ionJJ ourjiLSt denuindaj 
Whose ten ours anti jmrli tjular effects 
You have, eiiselicdnl'd briefly, in your bauds. 

/iur. The king Imlh liomd Ilium ; lo the wliioli as yet 
There is no answer made. 

/{, lien. • Well, thou, (he peace, 

Which you before so urg’d, lies in lii» unswer. 

b'}\ Kitiff, I have hul with u enrsomry eyo 
O'crghiuc’d llm articles: plenselh your graco 
To appoint some of your council presently 
To Ml wiLh ivn on co more, with but tor heed 
To i e-survey (hem, we will suddenly 
Pass our accept, and peremptory answer. 

K. Hen, Brother, wo shall. — (10, uncle Kxoteiy- 
And brother tllnronce, — ami yon, brother (Hosier, — 
Warwick, —and Huntington,— -go with the Icing ; 

And take with yon free power to mlify, 

Augment, or alter, ns your wisdoms host 
Shall see advniilngeahlc for nuv dignity, 

Any thing in or out of our demands ; 

And wo’U consign Lhcreto, — Will you, fair sister, 

Go with the princes, or slay here with us ? 

Q. I sa . Our gracious brother, f will go with them* 
Haply a woman’s voice may do some good, 

When articles too nicely urg’d he stood on. 

K. lien . YoL leave our cousin Katharine here with us: 
She is our capital demand, compris’d 
Within the foie-rank of our articles. 

Q. Isa. She hath good leave. 

[K.vennt all except Henry, Katharine, and Aliev, 
K. Hon. Fair Katharine, and most fair ! 

Will you vouchsafe to leach a soldier terms 
Such as will enter at n lady's car, 

And plead hjs love-suit lo her gentles heart ? 

Kuih. Your majesty shall mock at mo 5 1 cannot speak 
your England. 

K. Hon. 0 fair Katharine, if you will love me soundly 
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(HO 

with your French heart, I will he glacl to hear you confers it 
brokenly with your English tongue. Do you like me, Kale? 

Kath. Kardonnez-moi , T cannot tell vat is like mo. 

K. Hen. An angel is like you, Kale, and you are like an 
angel, 

Kath. due dit-il? Qucjc aui.t sambhible u ha atigon? 

Alice. Only vraiment, saiif voire grace t nimi dit-il. 

K. lien, I said so, dear Katharine j'and J must not blush 
to a/Iivin it. 

Kath. O hon Dicu! les Lingua; des homines sent plaint's 
de imageries. 

K. lien, What says she, fair one? llmL (bo tongues of 
men aro lull of deceits? 

Alice. Only dat dc tongues of dc mans is be full of 
deceits, ■ — dat is do princess. 

K. lien . The princess is the better Englishwoman. J’ 
faith, Kate, my wooing is lit for thy understanding : J am 
glad thou canst speak no better English ; for, if thou couldst, 
thou wouldst had me such a plain king, that thou wouldst 
think I had sold my farm to buy my crown. 1 know no 
ways to mince it in love, but directly to say, 1 love you; 
then, if you urge mo further than to say, J)o you m faith? 
I wear out my suit. Give me your answer; i’ faith, do ; and 
so clap hands and a bargain : how say you, lady? 

Kath. Sauf voire honneur, me understand veil. 

K. lien. Marry, if you would put me to verses or to 
dance for your sake, ICate, why you undid mo ; for the; one, 1 
have neither words nor measure ; and for the other, I have no 
strength in measure, yet a reasonable measure in strength. If 
I could win a lady at leap-frog, or by vaulting into my saddle 
with my armour on my bade, under lire correction of brag- 
ging bo it spoken, I should quickly leap into a wife. Or if 1 
might bullet for my love, or bound my horse for her favours, 
I could lay on like a butcher, and sit like a jack-au-npos, 
never off. But, before God, Kate, 1 cannot look greenly, nor 
gasp out my eloquence, nor I have no cunning in protesta- 
tion ; only downrigliL oaths, which I never use till urged, nor 
never break for urging. If thou canst love a follow of this 
temper, Kate, whose face is not worth sun-bumiug, that never 
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looks in his ^Leikh for lovo of any tiling ho hues there, lot. 
thine eye bo thy aoolc^ l .spunk lo then plain woldier: if Lliou. 
canst Jo vo me for Hiitfj i/iko me; if Jmf, fn any to Ihee I Jut I ] 
shall die, is true, - -hot for thy lovo, by iho f ion!, do; yet I love 
thco [oo. And while lliou livesl, dear Rato, tnku a follow of 
plain and uncoined constancy 5 for lu* pedum* must do ihoo 
because lie hath not lliu gift to woo in other places:^) 
for those fellows of infinite! tongue, LluiL can rhyme thenuselvu.s 
into Indies' favours, they do always reason. Llum twelves out 
again, Wind ! a speaker is but a prater ; a rhyme is hut a 
ballad. A good leg will fall; a straight back will stoop; a 
black heard will turn white; a ended pate will glow buhl ; a 
fair face will wither; a full eye will wax hollow; but a good 
heart, Kate, is the sim mul the moon ; or, rather, the sun, 
and not the moon, — for it shines bright, and never changes, 
but keeps his course truly. If lliou would have such a one, 
lake me: and lake me, Lake a soldier ; Lake a soldier, take 
a king: and what sayest thou, then, to my love? speak, my 
fair, and fairly, 1 pray then. 

Kath, Is it possible dat I sould love cle enemy of 
France ? 

K, Iloiy No ; it is not possible you should lovo the 
enemy of France, Rato: but, in loving mo, you should love 
the friend of France ; for 1 lovo Fiance so well, that I will 
not pari with a village of .il ; I will have it all mine : and, 
Rate, when France is mine and l am yours, then yours is 
Franco and you are mine. 

Kath. I cannot toll vat is dat, 

K. lien. No, Rale ? 1 will tell theo in French ; which I 
am sure will hang upon my tongue like a new-married wife 
about her husband’s nock, hardly to be shook olf. Quandfai 
la possession de France, el quand vans tmiff la possession de 
mot , — let mo sec, what ihen? Saint Denis be my speed! — 
done volte cal France ct vans (Hen mienne. Jt is as easy for 
me, Kate, to cmupier the kingdom, as to speak so much more 
French : I shall never move tlioo in French, unless it be to 
laugh at me. 

Kath. Sauf voire limmcur, le Franqaia quo waits parley csl 
viatlleur quo I'sinylah Irquelje parlc. 

VOL. W. TT 
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1C Hen, No, faith, is’t not, Kcitc: hut thy speaking of my 
tongue, and T thine, most truly falsely, must needs he granted 
to ho much at one. But, Kate, dost thou understand thus 
much English, — Cans! thou love me? 

Kath. T cannot tell. 

1C Uon. Can any of your neighbours tell, Kate? I’ll ask 
them. Come, I know thou lovest me : and at nighL, when 
you come into your closet, you’ll question Ibis gentlewoman 
about me; and 1 know, Kale, yon will to her dispraise those 
parts in mo that you love with your heart: but, good Kate, 
mock me mercifully ; the rather, gentle princess, because I 
love thee cruelly. If ever thou bocal mine, Kate, — an 1 have 
a saving faith within me tells mo thou shall, — I get thee 
with scainhling, and thou must therefore needs prove a good 
soldicv-hrcedor : shall not them and I, between Saint Denis 
and Saint George, compound a hoy, half Drench, half Eng- 
lish, that shall go to Constantinople and take Iho Turk hy 
the heard? shall wo not? what say os t thou, my fair ilowur- 
de-lucc ? 

Kath. .1 do not know dal. 

JC. Ilcn. No; ’tis hereafter to know, but now to promise: 
do but now promise, Kate, you will endeavour lor your 
Drench part of such a hoy; and for my English moiety take 
the word oT a king and a bachelor. How answer you, la plus 
belle Katharine ila mondc, man Ires chore el divine deesso'i 

Kath. Your majesle ave faunae French enough Lo deceive 
dc most sage demoiselle flat is on France, 

K. lien. Now, fie upon my false Drench ! By mine hon- 
our, in true English, I love thee, Kale: hy which honour 
I dare not swear thou lovest me; yet my blood begins lo 
flatter me that thou dost, notwithstanding the poor and un- 
tempering efibet of my visage. Now, heshvew my father's 
ambition ! he was thinking of civil wars when he got me : 
therefore was I created with a stubborn outside, with an as- 
pect of iron, that, when I come to woe ladies, 1 fright them. 
But, in faith, Kate, the elder I wax, the better 1 shall appear: 
my comfort is, that old age, that ill layer-up of beauty, can 
do no more spoil upon my face: thou hast me, if thou hast 
me, at the worst; and thou shall wear me, if thou wear me, 
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bettor and bettor : — mid therefore toll me, most, fair Katha- 
rine, will you have me ? Put oil’ your maiden blushes; avouch 
the thoughts of your heart with the looks of ail empress; take 
me by the hand, and say, — llarry of England, lam thine : 
which word thou shall no sooner Ideas mine ear witlnd, hut 
I will toll thee aloud,— England is thine, Ireland is thine, 
Erance is tliiue, and llenry Phuitag'encLis thine; who, though 
I speak it before his face, if ho he not follow with the best 
king, thou shall Ibid the best king of good fellows. Come, 
your answer in broken music,— for thy voice is music, and thy 
English broken j therefore, queen of all, Katharine, break 
thy mind to me in broken English, — wilt thou have me ? 

Hath, Hat is as it sail please do roi mon pfoe. 

X. Tien* Nay, it will please him well, Kate, — it shall 
please him, Kale. 

Kath. Den it sail also content me. 

K. lien. Upon that T kiss your hand, and I call you my 
queen, 

Kath. Laisseu, mon seigneur, lai&sev, laissex : ma foi , je 
ne vents point que nous abaissex mire grandeur en haisant la 
main d y une voir o indig ne sermiear; excusea-moi, je nous sup- 
plie, r /non trfa puissant seigneur ♦ 

K. Han, Then 3 will kiss your lips, ICate. 

Kath. Les dames et demoiselles pour litre baisces devant 
leur twees, il n'est pas la continue do France. 

K. lien. Madam my interpreter, what says she ? 

Alice* Dai it is not bo do fashion pour ks ladies of Eunice, 
—I cannot tell vat is baker en Anglish. 

K. Hen , To kiss. 

Alice . Your majesty entendre betlre que moi. 

K. lien, it is not a fashion for tlie inaids in Erance to 
kiss before they are married, would she say ? 

Alice. Old, vrahnent. 

K. lien. 0 Kate, nice customs court’sy to great kings. 
Dear Kate, you and I cannot he confined within the weak 
lisL of a country’s fashion: we are the makers of manners, 
Kate; and the liberty that follows our places stops the 
mouth of all find-faults, — as I will do yours for upholding 
the nice fashion of your country in denying me a kiss : there- 



0<14 


KlM(i IIKNIIY V. 


[act V. 


fore, patiently and yielding. [Kissing Apr.] Yon have witch- 
craft in yonr lips, KaLe : there is more <'lo(|Uenco In a sngar- 
toucli of them than in the tongues of the French council ; 
and they should sooner persuade Ilavry of England than a 
general petition of monnrehs. — Hero comes your lather. 

lle-enler the I'Yench King and Queen, liimuuwiY, Ihcni'oun, 
(IjiO.srnn, Exet ini t Waiuvioic, Wjsstmouki/Ani), t l V. 

Bur. God save your majesty! my royal cousin, 

Teach you our princess English ! 

IC. lien. I would have her learn, my fair cousin, how 
perfectly I love her ; and that is good English, 

Bur, Is she not apt ? 

K. Hen. Our tongue is rough, co r /, 3 and my condition is 
not smooth ; so that, having neither the voice nor the heart 
of flattery about me, I cannot so conjure up tlm spirit of 
love in her, that he will appear in his true likeness. 

Bur. Pardon the frankness of my mirth, if 1 answer you 
for that. If you would conjure in her, you must make a 
circle j if conjure up love in her in his Into likeness, 1m must 
appear naked and blind. Can you blame her, then, being a 
maid yeL rosed-over with the virgin crimson of modesty, if 
she deny the appearance of a naked blind boy in her nuked 
seeing self? It were, my lord, u hard condition for a maid 
to consign to. 

K. JIan . Yet they do wink and yield, —as love jh blind 
and enforces. 

Bur. They are then, excused, my lord, when they see not 
what they do. 

K. Hen , Then, good my lord, teach your cousin to con- 
sent winking. 

Bur. I will wink on her to consent, my lord, if you will 
teach her to know my meaning: for maids, well summered 
and warm kept, are like flies uL Jhirtholumow-lido, Id hid, 
though they have their eyes; and then they will endure 
handling, which before would noL abide looking on. 

K. lien , Ibis moral tics me over to time and a hot sum- 
mer j and so I shall catch the Py, your cousin, in the latter 
end, and she must he blind too. 
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llnr. Ah love is, my lord, before it loves. 

K. Jlcn. It is so: and you may, noma of you, thank lovo 
for iny blindness, who cannot sue many a fail* French city 
for one fair French maid that stands in my way, 

Fr. King. Yes, my lord, you sou them perspoc lively, the 
cities lurnod into a maid; lor they urn all girdled wiLh maiden 
walls that war hath never ( m ) entered. 

K. lion, Shall Rate bo my wife ? 

Fr, King. So please you. 

K . lieu. 1 am content; so the maiden cities you talk of 
may wait on her: so the maid that stood in the way for my 
wish shall show mo the way to my will. 

IV. King, We have consented to all terms of reason. 

K. lion. IV l so, my lords of England ? 

IVesL Tho king hath granted every article : — 

Uis daughter lirsL; ?uul,( 0 ' ) ) in sequel, all, 

According to their Jinn proposed natures. 

Kxc. Only, ho hath not yet subscribed this : — 

Whore your majesty demands, that the Ring of franco, hav- 
ing any occasion to write for matter of grant, shall nmno your 
highness in this form and with this addition, in French, 
A l otre iri>s efter fils Ifenry, roi d- Angletcr re } Mr i tier do France,' 
and thus in Latin, V) ccclar issinuts ( 70 ) films nosier Henri ms t 
7 'ocq Anylia?) et lucres Francia;, 

Fr. King. Nor this f have not, brother, so denied, 

But your request shall make me let it pass. 

K, lien. I pray you, then, in love and dear alliance. 

Let that one article rank with the rest; 

And thereupon give me your daughter. 

Fr, King. Take her, fair son ; and from her blood raise up 
Issue to mo ; that the contending kingdoms 
Of France and England, whose very shores look palo 
With envy of each other’s happiness, 

May cease their hatred ; and this clear conjunction 
Plant neighbourhood and Christian-like accord 
In their sweet bosoms, that never war advance 
Ilis bleeding sword ’twixt England and fair France. 

All. Amonl 
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K. Jlcu. Now, welcome, Kate : — and beni' mo witness nil, 
That hero I Idas her us my sovereign queen. [flourish. 

Q. Isa. God, tlie host maker of all marriages, 

Combine your hearts in one, your realms in one 1 
As man and wife, being two, are one in love, 

So bo there ’twixt your kingdoms such a spousal. 

That never may ill oil ice, or loll jealousy, 

Which troubles oft the bed of blessed marriage, 

Thrust in between the paction of these kingdoms, 

To make divorce of their incorporate league ; 

That English may as brooch, branch Englishmen, 
lieeeive each other! — God apeak this Amen ! 

AIL Amen ! 

K. lien. Prepaio wo for our marriage : — on which day, 
My Lord of Burgundy, wo’ll take your oath. 

And all the peers’, for surety of our leagues*-" 

Then shall I swear to Rate, and you to me ; 

And may our oaths well kept and prosperous he ! 

[At 'nnet. Exeunt, 


Muter Chorus. 

Char. Thus far, with rough and all-unable pen, 

Our bending author hath pursu’d the story ; 

In little room confining mighty men, 

Mangling by starts the full course of their glory. 

Small lime, but, in that small, most greatly liv’d 
This star of England: Eortuue made his sword ; 

By which the world’s best garden he achiev’d, 

And of it left his soil imperial lord. 

Henry the Sixth, in infant hands crown’d king 
Of Trance and England, did this king succeed ; 

Whose stale so many had the managing, 

That they lost Trance, and made his England bleed : 

Which oft oui stage hath shown; and, for their sake, 

111 your fair minds let this acceptance lake. [ hiv'd. 
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1’. 3WJ, (•) " shid i other alwosr Itt hide than iit a tui 

Thun (imp!?/ lo imbar their ciuvhvil hllesf ftm. 

So the folio, — ' Tim -I Li is have " T(u n umpfif to tmijiur," iStt*. , mul “ Then imply 
to cmln'iiiio/’ &<i. -Ibm'i 1 , in bin lint i'<l , printed “ Thou amply to mulio ban 1 , 11 
Asr,, Imt in his Heir i’il. rosloml tlio muling of Uu* folio, uml TlU’ohiUd, ut 
Wurl union's Migip’slimi, guvr “ Thun amply to initial i k |‘i.c. lay luii'i’J,” &<*,, 
ii word of width, T lii’lino, mi example Iiiih Ih’OIi mliliiroil, — I nuiy udtl llml 
1 Jr, Richardson in Ids valuable Jlitilianury, sub “ fm-burf hits cited these linos 
wilh Urn 1’c‘utMn o (l f tliu folio, 11 hnlwmi," 

l 1 , S(|!l, (-) 11 j bur in the llook of fftuuhves is it writ,— 

When the man ilia , let the inheritance 
Desmitt ituto thr daughter” 

Jly tlio sci'mirl lino iv n lU’O lo uiiiloi'Ntiuul, — Whim Iho mini dies, and hits wo 
mih, lot ilu) inherit imi'i*, ft.ii, Tlio usual modern muling is Uml nf tlm <llun, 
“ the son no diesf but uduituioi' Juul Jkv<m tlio luiduji’ity of dm -itus 
(mul I boy pi event only a skeleton of tlio piny, though (Imii 1 usmsdimiu on 
hot iki ocoimiims in by no menus lo Ijo slighted), J should lmvti adopted, with 
Air. Knight mul Air, Collier, llm lending ol’Um folio, 'flu 1 passage in yVu/;»- 
hees uri cited by lloluishcd, in, "U7ir» a mini ilicllt without it simuo, lol tlio 
uihoL'iluiioo descend lo bis daughter" ((Hu'tni. ynl, bi, lid, oil. lHbft), and, us 
given in our common version, “ ffu mint die, mul Intvn nu unit, Hum yo .slmll 
omiNii bis inheritance lo pii»H onto bis daughter," (Jimp, Jixvii, B. There is 
not Jt wiml in Horlptiu'O about live contingency of the son dtjiiuj j ami tlio law 
was declared in oonscifiiouco of u olnini jnil in by ibo daughters of Zulopho- 
bitil, “ who lmtl no Hoiia” 

P, 505, ( J ) <H whom she dul send lo T'ltlmm 

To Jill King JCdward’s fume with primia kings, 

And make her dnomch ns rich with praise, 11 ft: li, 

Tlio folio linn “ To make Lbuiv chumiclv,” &e.,— ' 11 Uiuii'” bamg evidently n 
transcriber's or printer's iuw for "her," which nJoim suits the context {"her,” 
i.o. England's). — 'L'lm 4 ton lmvti 41 To mu he your chronicles,'* &c. 

P, 005, (') 11 To her unguarded nest Uie weasel Scat 

Comes s imiktiig, and so sne/ts her piincely ajysi 
Playing the mouse m absence of the cut, 

To tear and havoc more than she can calf 

Tlio folio 1ms “ To turnu and hauockf &c, — I adopt tlui reading of Itoivo in 
bis scci. Hi,, mill of Mr, (Jollier's Ms CniTOOlnr, — “ Nunn” being, in all proba- 
bility, a corruption of 11 tears , ” — Tlio 4 tea have “ To spoylo and hatiockef Sea, 
(which It owe gave in bin Jh’ht eel,), — Theobald printed “ To Inin l and havar.lt, " 
Sea,, oiisi’i’ving ((no suliLly, as any ono must porci'mi who oonsnlors tlio whole 
of the present passage) “ ’ tin not much tlm quniity of Iho iuouho to tear tho 
fuod it cynics at, but to run over and defile it.’ 1 
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I\ ftBG. ( il ) 11 Yvl that ii but a mush'd nieessiiyf &.c. 

So tho fulLi), — ii lending with which I must ooniisSH niyaol 1 fur Ivom sidisfiod, 
though Mr. Singer ( Nhuhes/icai e Vindicated, kv p. 12a) thinks (lint it ought 
not to lio cjUPsLionfiL- — Tlie 4l«w liivvu " a curst jjm'v.vi/y."— Kor Dm con- 

jectural oiucmliUions of tins lino, sen ilui Var. iS7i«//r.vpw/t'. 


Y. 5 6t>. ( G ) « The. net of n, <kr," &r. 

Against tho ultonitiou which hud been inudo limt, *' T/to urt of order," &e,, 
Mnlont) oifcos tho rending of Llio 4Lufa, — 

“ cmiluvos that by awe 

Ordauic mi act of order to u pi 1 op led kingdome.” 


I 1 . ( 7 ) n As many uriuws, loosed scmirul ways, 

Come to olio mark ; an many ways inert in one town ; 

As vnmy fresh sir rams m ret in one .salt sea," &e. 

In the bceonil lino Mr. Collier’ll Mu, Corrector mnkoH a slashing emcndiitinu ; 
“but," nays Mr. Collier, "jlI limy still ho a question, whether SliiiUi’iipenro 
might not wish horn to vary tho leguhuity of his lines l»y interposing one of 
twelve J-iylliilil^s.*' On which Mr. Kinder irniuvlis, “ Unquoslumufdy. Tho 
port 1ms frequently lima vunrd his metre.” Wtafiespcinc I 'hit heated, Hu., 
p 12th To ino, htnvovei^ the pnssago nppenvh iiinrc tlnm Hiispleiinib. - 1 prinL 
it as it btiiiuls in tlio folio. Jt id usually givun with a lc.\L pul'lly lhlldo lip 
fioin lliu -It ok, 

1\ 51.8 ( H ) 

11 lie like a hint/, anil show my sail of tjrailncssf &is, 

Mr. Collier’s Ms, Corrector substitutes" my Mini of <ji cat ness f &e., — to 

which Mr, Singer (Mfiu/ioprnrfl I'lndn'idid, Etc. p. Vdb) says “tlnne is Ihlle 
objection.” but may uni the liLctnpliniieid uso nf “.Mid" iri (lie proseiiL line bn 
del'ondcil by Lhu fdloiving pus;, ago concerning imutlior myul poiMmugo m 
Henry VI. I'art Thhd, aoL in. no. il i* — 

" now Miuguret 

Must strike her sail, and Icurn uwhdo to serve, 

Whum kings eomnuiud.” 


Ik BOD, ( n ) “ That way until 1 castntuble swiftness add 

Mute feathers to our wiuijs,'’ 

Mr. Collier's Ms, Corrector rends “ with .scjihimahlo swiftness," iso,,—n 

change which, though men tinned by Mr, , Singer with n sm-L nl'npprolmtitm 
(S/ui/icspearf Tnnbciifcif, Etc. p. 12»), Is tinduiiblrilly wrong; compum Tndlw, 
and C> cast da, not d, fell. ‘2, 

“ Wlio inui’v ola then, when llrloiuis buliohl.s 
A Grecian mid his sword, il‘he do set 
Tho very wimjs of reason to Ills heels,” &e. 
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1*. m. ( U, J M f>irtyer ymr patience on} tiutl well ditjeM 

Tho ttftuse ofdistmwc, while we Jhree tt jditg." 

Till) folio 


“ — itntl wcii’I tfiffi'ht 

Th' uf/nw of distance! fin ec a piny,'' 

I ftivn Pnpe’H i uncling; vhldi in itli least iih good us that of Mr, CoIHw’h AIs, 
Ummitor, ™ ifawi', mu] mi Juice a />/«//,”—• T/iwo Iwu dims m-oih 
stmngoly mil, nfpliu’o; mid pi'i-hups Air, Ivnifvlit in ri^liL in supposing Hint 
limy "wiiri! intended to ho erased from the author's copy," — TJio Chorus in 
licit, iu the 'Hod, 


L\ r>7 1. ( ll ) " then shall he smiles.” 

lfavimr would nllei* " smiles' ‘ to smiles j” mid no Ml 1 , Collier's Ms, Cov- 
rector, 


1 *. Oil. ( ,J J " lludcss.” 

llcro tlu' old copies Imui “ Qiili lily hut throughout tlio scene they picfix 
“ Host” tuul “ IlostiMc” tii hov spot olios, — ns they do m net ii sc. 3, wlieiu also 
Limy doseiihn her, on her outrun < so, us " Uo>U \se ." — 1 II io ] utter appellation is, 
of enurso, tlu> proper ojio, — " the quondam Quickly” having now buconm 
IMsIoI'h spouse. 


I', Cu l 2, ( ,;i ) ■* 0 wcll-a-day, Lady, \fhe 6a not drawn l now we shall see 

wilful udtdteiy” Sen, 

Tho folio hua “ if he la not howno." — When, in my Hermr/ts on Mr. 

Collier's and Mr. Knitjhi's cds\ of Shahespmie, p 117, I substituted 11 < baton” 
for •' Jumne,” I wua not unni'u that Iheobuld had anticipated mo.— Conipftio 
JUnneo am/ Zulu. I, net i, sc 1, — 

“ Wlmt 1 ui't ilwu diuwt union# tlieso heartless hinds P” 
and Hcmiinont tmd Me Ichor 'a 1 'identinian, net iv. .sc, 4, — 

“ lie's drawn i 
liy heaven, I dmo not do it*"— 

Tho <ltos have, u O Lord, liopro’s coipornil Him, now skill m hmiu wilfuU 
adultery," See. 


L 1 , S 72 . ( ld J 

“Hurd, Good lieutenant ,■ — goad carpoitif,— o(]h nothing here." 

Mulono very Lustily mnde this a portion of tho pi seeding speech, printing, 
“ Good Lieutenant Jlardolph »■ — good corporal, offer nothing;” — and X have 
now to i egret ihut in my lteiiunhs on Mi. Collier's and Mr. Knight's eds. 
of Shaltespcarc, p. 117, 1 found iilult with Air. Collier for adhering to tho 
old text,— Clio inconsistency of which may perhaps, after nil, be attributed 
to tho author himself, for ho has other pnysngoa which exhibit the like 
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in comas toney. Hero, of com 1 -*', llio diflicully 1 ios m tho ■\vuvd " heutouml," 
—for which Steovens proposed, to mid, mu I Ciipcll printed, “ivnowul!" hut 
it scorns to have chofipcil the notice of nil the editors that u similur impm- 
pi'idty occurs m tho Hec. Vart of Henry IV., towards the close of which 
(p fill) Fill stuff says, “ Como, Lieutenant Pistol, 1 ' though cm Her in tluit pltiy 
Pistol is his “niuiienl ” Again, hi Llio picseut play riaidnlph’s liability title 
is unaccountably ^anedi rit thu commencement of this scene Ifyin rails him 
“ Lieutenant,” but in net lii. so. 1 (p. .187), addresses lum ns “corporal” (which 
“ iHirporaV’ is mtamly not to l>« explained away on thu suppmilian of Mv, 
Knight, or rathoi*, of Zachary Jncksmi, that “ Nym, m his fright, forgets Ids 
own rank und llardnLpli’.s also”). Since, therefore, there is it probability that 
those inconsistencies may have arisen from aomo inattention on the part of 
Shakespeare ldmsclf, I doubt if im editor he justified in doing more than 
pointing them out to tho reader, 

J*. 673. ( lrj ) “Boy, Mine host Pistol, you viuxl com to w iy ma&tn, — amt 
yon , hostess.” 

The folio has “ und your Hostessed ' — Tho <ltos have “ Pay. Hu.sLch, 

you must conus sUftighti to my maiatev, mul you host l’uiUill.” 

T. 674. ( Ifl ) 

11 Host. As ever you cam of toomcn, cornc in quickly &c, 

Tho folio has “ oomo of women," & o. — Tho -It os luivo "Hosfes. As rucr 

you uiLino of men, come in,” &o. — I should not have noticed this, had not 
Mr, Itniglit mid Mr. Collier replaced in tho toxt (lie reading of Lho folio. 


1\ 670, C 7 ) 11 Cum. I one, my lord • 

Your hujhtms bade me. ash for it to-day. 

Scroop >S T o (lit! you me, my lieqe. 

Cray, And me, my i oynl som'eiyn." 

Tlui last of those speeches stands in tho folio — “ tl/tty. Anil I my Utiyull Soue- 
ruiync ,” in tho 4 ton u (hcy. And me my lord," Tho muling of tho folio 
(which Mr. Knight and Mr. Collier Imvo lestoml) is n very improbable one, 
and hardly to bo defended dither oil Elm plea that thorn is an ellipsis, “And X 
am one, my loyal sovereign," or (lint “X” was formally iiomolniirs used imm- 
curatoly for 11 me,” When Hhnkospoaro hud mice matin Scroop any, “So did 
you me" &o., it was altogether unlikely that Im alio aid fuil to write in tho 
next speech, '* And me," &e. 


P. 578, ( ia ) “ Qatmsft’d and deck'd in modest compliment," 

&eo note (°) on Ikmc’s Jjit&oitr’s ioit, yol. 51 p. ltti. 

Ik 578, ( 1S ) " To mark lha full-fi etvght man,” &o. 

Tho folio has " To make time full fruiujht mini f &o. Theobald substituted 
“ maik" for make. — This is not ia the 4toa. 
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r. -wo. («) 

"for his Jifj.vd was as sharp as a pen, and 'a babbled of green fields," 

Tim folio him “ h.v a Pen, and a Tublo n f ijrocne fields" (tho correspond- 

ing pnssngo in tlio <U«y is merely "His jkiac whs as sharps as a pen "), — I 
adopt (is n mutter of fuiuvu 1 , Tluiobnhl’tf ihO obrn to rl {'ineudillio}), which Jwis now 
bocdiiwi a puitioii of tho ostnhlishrd ti'\i of Bhukcupoiiroj and since tliero is no 
ptobnhllily llial. its pin oo will over ho usurped l»y the reading of Mr, Collicir’a 

Mh. Corrector, ** its a pen on a table oj yreen ii iuzn," I refrain from 

stilling llnj objections In which I conceive Lbe latter vni mtioii is liable, Lot- 
mo only observe, that, while Theobald docs no morn than change “ inblo” to 
" ftnblw/,” tho Ms- Corrector, with eoinpm alive license, substitutes “on” for 
“itiid," ami “ fiawa" for "fields,” 


i\ saji. (“*) 

l * Whiles (hat his mountain sire,— on mountain stiindii ii/,” &e. 

“Tim repetition of the word wiKutom, 1 ’ says Malone, “ is much in our author’s 
nniiiuer, and Lboreforu I believe the old copy is right” If or examples of 
similar reputations by various early writers, see my Pew Notes, $c. p, 12Q, 


P, .183, (--) " As sclf-neglccliuff, 

Ho'OiUer fords, with Exeter atnl train, 

J?r. King, Emit our brother England E 

Hui’o tho folio lias 11 * From our Pint her of England /’■ — as it bas again in tho 
next piigu,— 

“ Back to our Brother of England. 

Volph. 1'or tho Dolphin,’ 1 &o, 

Ju both pusanges I have omitted “of" with the dto 1600}— and I ha-ic done 
su, because the folio uftei wauls, act v. sc, 2 (p. 037), has , — 

“ Ynla ouv brother France, and to our Sister," &c. 

P i . * ■ * * 

•‘Most k orthy Irether JSitgkttfl." 

11 Si> happy he the Issue, brother Ireland (sic),” &c. 


p, 584 , (29) ♦< Thei cfui c m fm ce tempest is ha coming," &c. 

This lnm is usually given as amended by Eowo, “And ihcujoic in fierce 
tempest," &u.~TUo ltov. J. Mitford {Gent Magazine for Nov. 1844, p, 450) 
would read “ The) afore in iieicest tempest," &c. 


I 5 , (" J ) “ To whom expressly I huuj gieetm^ loo," 

Tire folio bas 11 To whom greeting to,"— which, if the line bo taken with- 

out consideration of the context, is right enough according to a phraseology 

not unfrequo.it in Shakespeare’s t mo. But Bxotor has abondy delivered 



[ csa ] 

Iloury'a gi’eoting Lo llm King — “thus lie greets your majesty,” p. -583 5 uiul 
ho now iiiq,uiros for tho Dauphin, lo whom I11) brings 11 grueling toe/" (no the 
lfcoa). 

r. 28 , 1 . ( M ) “ at Hampton pictf &c, 

'flic folio 1ms “at Donor Peer," &o— The Chums is not in the Ibis 

r. 287. (- n ) 14 summon up the hhint," &o. 

llowe's correction.— Tim folio 1ms " commune vpf &<v -This is not in llm 
4tos. 


r. 1)87. ( 2< ") 11 On, on, pan noble English, 1 ' &ti. 

Tho folio lias “ Noldish English, " &c., —a mistake nmuiioiiud by tliu 

lonmnntion of lha second woril having caught tho compositor' n eye, — Tim 

oditor of Ilia second folio substituted “ noblest English," &c.~Mr, Knight 

prints, most preposterously, “ On, on, you unbless English," &o.— -Tim expivs- 
siun 14 noble English” is quite strung enough ivt opposed to “good yramni 
(In King John, act v. so. 4, Melon says to tliu revolted huh oj England, “ Ply, 
Moifc Engieshy you aro bought and sold. 11 ) — This is not in the -I Los. 


P, G87. ( ai ) “Nym. P/wj then, cot pond,*' &«. 
fcico note ( 5I ). 

P. 288. ( 2l> ) 14 Enochs go and come" &u, 

Of the {ragniu ids of ballads quo led hmu by Pistol and the liny, Mr. Collier's 
Ms. Corrector 1ms given, as might he on peeled, n complete riiUeinmiiln, - 
which 1 do not think it nocseHHiury to tvnnsei iliu. — Onn of the editois I illicit of 
“Pistol's soutj but, though Pistol quotes the wolds of a bulled, lie is too 
dignified to snug thorn. 


P. 5B8. (®°) 11 Phi. Up to the ]» each," &11, 

This bring tho first, appearance of Pluellen, I nmy observe that tho old copies 
nvo quito inconsistent in marking lus Walsh pronunciation} Unit I Im modern 
cdilor.s could not with any propriety allow him to suy “bridge" and “ pridgc” 
almost in tho samo breath, — M \voiltV in one seeno mid " ’iiffd" m another; 
and, — not to mention other changes of loiters, — that tlieii mibsliluling 
throughout his speeches “ GW” ami “ good’ for “Coil” ami “good” is war- 
ranted by tile dialcot of Sir Hugh Evans in The Merry \ Vices of Wiiahm, 


1', 801, ( 3l ) “Mac. Of my nett ion t What 1 sh my nation ? what, nth wy 
nation 9 Who talks of my nation ish a villain, and a h an tod, and a knave, and 
il j , «sert/. 1 ’ 

Tho folio has, — 
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" Irtish, Of my Nation V What Mi my Nation ? Ish a 
Vi 1 1 aim*, (Mid a Uuvtord, unit a kimim, nail a Hawaii. What 
h)i my Nalinn ? Who tallies of my Nation ?’* 

Hurt* I follow Mr. Knight in tin) transposition which Im nuulo at the suggcs- 
lion «f it fnoml. " This,” lie observes, "is widen! ly one of iho mistake* llint 
oftnn occur in punling, Thu .suciond and third lines ohmigod places, ami tlio 
* Tsli a’ of thn first ]iiu> should liavo been at the oml of what is printed ns tlio 
third, whilst 1 Wlmt* of the leennd lino should luvvo gone at tlio end of the 
first,” — -Thoro is nothing of this in tho 4los. 

I*. 592, ( ;t ’) " Of heady murder, spoil, mid vilfony," 

Ho tho second folio. — Tho first folio has "Of hcadly muulcr," &c. — Malono 
pi'i'fiti's reading “ (if dually murder” tkc . — 'Tins is not in the 4tos. 

r. 502. («) 

•I To tithe .vo great a siege. Therefore , great king," &c. 

Horn most of tho editors, disliking tho ropotiLiflu of the word “grout," give, 

with tho 4lns, “ droml hint)," &o. Hut in net iv. sc. 7 (pp, (i2(5, (127), 

J Ti'iivy is twice addressed as “ ijmtl king;" and In act v. bo, 2 (p, 037), we find 
" {treat Kings of Krone o and England." — That our early writers am far from 
iiwrso to tho repetition of a word, 1 luvvo already observed more than once. 

L\ 5!M. ( ni ) "Alice, Be neck," Sc o, 

It is hardly worth mentioning tlmt hero Ilia old copy (the folio) has "Alice. 
De Nick," &c ( * hut Alice evidently was not intended to blunder in the word; 
she nays "neck” and "chin," — tho Princess “mck" and "sui," 

1\ 596. ( ,1i ) " Charles Defa-lretf &n. 

Ought properly to lie "Chillies D’AlbroE:" but, ns Malone observes, "Shako- 
spenvo followed Ilolmshcil's Chronicle, in which tlio Constable is called Bda- 
breth, as ho is here ill tlio folio.” — This is not in tlio 4tas. 

1> ftDfi. ( 50 ) "lords, and knights," &o, 

Theobald’s correction. — The folio has "Lords, and Kings," &c. This is not 
in the •Itos, 

P. 507, (f) “ There, is o?i auncicnt there at the pridge," See. 

Tho folio lius " Thera is an aunchhnt Lieutenant there,” &o,‘ but both titles 
cannot stand. Seo noto ( |J ). — Tho 4tos kayo " Thera is an cnaigno t/ieie,” &c. 


P. 598 ( 3S ) "and fico for Ihg friendship!" 

Here the Folio has "and Eigo for," Sta \ while the 4tos have " and Pi go, for," 
&c , "mid a lig/or,” &c, But compare The Merry IFi'ccs of Windsor, ftet i. 
ho. tl, whciG Pistol exclaims, " u Jico for tlio plirnso !” 
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“ new- tuned oaths." 


p. m , ( a() ) 

Though tho more recent cdiloiu, Malone, Sea , testify no dislike to this read- 
ing, X think it n. very doubtful owe— Pope pi in Letl “ new- twrnwl with*” — Mr. 
Collier's Mo. Corrector substitutes “imc-coined outh\." (In The 'Two Gentle- 
men of Veramt, net iv, so. 4, wo luivo “new-found oaths.”) 

r. 005. («) 

“And the third hour of drowsy morning's nam'd* &e. 

Tho folio lias “ Morning nam'd ” — I have adopted Hunmcr’H eoiTeetion, 

— That of Tyrwluil, “ morning unmo," is usually preferred. —The Chorus 
is not m tliu 4to.s. 

V. GOO. (") 

“ Win tiling coW fear, Then, mean find gentle aU t " &«. 

So Theobald, who, it is probable, Ims restored tho right muling nod punctua- 
tion, and who most assuiedly wun wui ran led in applying the. terms “per 
ploxeil and nonsensical” to tho reading of tin: folio,— 

“ Tkaxumj cold fare, that manic and gentle all," &c , 
yet Mr, Kniglit and Mr. Collier reject Theobald's emendation, and .suppose 
that “ mean and gentle all " refers to tho army, — not, us it oviduhLly tines, to 
tho audience (whom the Chorus has before addressed as “i/mdcs alt," p. D'17). 

T. Gli, ( t3 ) 

“ 0 (lod of ha tiles 1 a ted my soldiers' hearts; 

Possr.i.t l/ir»i >iot auhi/Nfv ; tahefiam f/o’iji wnu 
The sense of ict'ftoninif, if the uppvsHd n umbers 
Pinch their hearts fi out them!" 

In the third lino I adopt tlici slight alleiaLion pinpnseil by Tyrwliiltj for, 
point the passage us wo will, how can. the muling of tho folio, — - 

“ The HiiKOH op jdjcknino fi/’tli’ opposed numbers, ”■ — 
bo otherwise Lima wrong i 1 (The 4 Los have; 

“ 0 Goti (i dfmttoH siceio my aoiififiev.s fuiris, 

Take from them now the sense of reckoning, 

That tho apposed multitudes which stand before them, 

Huy not appall then* courage ”) 

Mason objected to Tynvliitt’s alteration, (hut “if die opposed numbers did 
actually pluck thoii hearts from thorn, it. was of no eonhOipiencc whether ilioy 
had or lmd not the homo of reulconuig.” lint, us Steevens observes, Mason 
forgot that “ if the sense of reckoning, m eonseipieuec of tho king’s pallium, 
was taken from them, the numbers opposed to them would ho no longer 
forimclablo * when they could no more count their enemies, they could no 
longer four them.” 

P. GIG, ( n ) " varlet," 

The modern editors substitute “\alet,” forgetting that "cadet" in “nom 
synonyiuo do colm do page, dans las temps do notro unciouno ehevidevie ” 
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r.oi .5 (") 

"ylfbioif f/n'Hi, (tiul nui/tf incision m their hull's, 

That their hot blood may spin w JCui/lhh oyr*, 

And limit them with snpcifitous rouragr, hut" 

Jh'i'r 1 Jim Mm Jiaiv Am /.pel ling " ihmlit them.," S.t\ : - " u Indi, "flays Mr, Collier, 
uil /., " taken in L]|i> h«'tiso til' inn king f hum ilnulfi, or uliunung thorn for |1 uj 
issue, is ijulLo as uuelligihln ns dout or tin nut, t< rtmijuidi,” &e, But “ JingUsk 
I'VhH” would hardly In' "ulimncd hir (hi) ihime, 1 ’ iuid that by 11 them" wo mo to 
umtovidund “ Knghsk ri/imf the context shows ns dmlhiody oh language onn 
aluw.- - Mr, Knight, ((hi, in (ha pvnhcnt pusmigo rations " doubt”—-" equivalent 
to tore yet in Hamlet, m i iv, so, 7, where again the folio has (ha same 
spoiling, "doubts,” Jm jut misisUmtly pi'inls,-— 

c< X Imvu a spmili of Arc that fain would blow, 

But dull tills folly duuts it."— 

Thin is not in tlui linn. 


P. 010. ( lri ) “ The Inchct-mmivc," &<>. 

Tim folio has 11 The Tnekel S(>iiuaiK , i», 1> &o., — n misprint, it would scorn, either 

for “ >S oiuninor," or for — — Sonnnnre" (so, oai'Jior in this play, ]). filAI, 

tho folio Ims “ Tor when ho ad lit i ami (Jnuiltio piny for a Kingttujno," &c.), 
Wo find 11 mutiirc'' and "muzanco" in one old writers, but never, I believe, 
“aomutnuo’ 1 — This is not in tho -itoa. 


V. (II (J. (») 

" Oon. I stag hut for my guidon : — tn the fold t— 

I will tho banner J) om a tjumpcl take. 

And im it for my hade'' 

Tho folio luifi,— 

“Const, Islay hit fat my Quart}: on 
To the fin'd, I wdif &e. 

This passage is not in tho dtos, — The muling now adopted wag, I believe, 
originally suggested by the Into Dr. Thackeray, Provost of King’s College, 
Cambridge • it was first introduced into the text by Mr. Knight; and (ns Mr, 
W. N Lot Isom informs mo) it hud the full approbation of the Into Mr. Sydney 
Walker.— The woid " guidon" (which Uotgravn pxphuna " a standard, ensigno, 
or banner, , . also, he that heaves it”) is frequently used by r our old 
writers t mid the passage of Ilolinshed, which Shakespeare certainly had in 
Ins thoughts, runs thus; "They thought themsehies so sure of victoria, that 
diuovso of the noble men made such hast towards tho hattoll, that they loft 
manic of their sera ants and men of warns behind them, and some of them 
would not ouco date for (heir standards ; as nmongst other the thilcc of 
Brabant, when his standard was not como, caused a betner to he taken fern a 
trumpet and fastened to n spoare, tho which he commanded to be borna before 
him in bleed of his standard." Chron. vol. iii 80, ed. 1803. 'Die old leading', 
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therefore, is only to bo iloPomlctl ami, I think, very weakly,— on tho suppo- 
sition that “ guard” may moan, " the gmtL'd Unit, attended with tha ConHlabhAs 
alsmiliud " 

Ik 617. oo 

41 Bod. Fmevicll, yotid Suhidntryi andijood luck yo with fin'd 
Lxe. Farewell, him! loul ; ft if lit valiantly tn-doy i 
And yet I do then wi otii/ to mind then of it, 

For thou art J) (lin'd of the firm truth of vulomf 
Tho folio Ims,— 

“ lledf, Ji'nnvoll good Salisbury, & good luck go with thee: 

And yot 1 doe then wrong, to mind Iheo of it, 

For thou uvL fram’d of tho drum truth of valour. 

Etc, lfavwoll kind Lord fight uiihuiLly to day ” 

Tho transposition was inado by Tluvlby ; and tho corresponding pasHiige ol 
tho 4toa confirms it. 


P. CIS, ( ls ) 

He that outlive* this day, ftml comes safe home, 

■ • t i « • * 

lie that shall live this dm/, and see old uyef &o. 

Tho second of those lines nhuulu in tlio folio Unis, — 

“ He that shall secs this dm/, mid lino old mjr' 1 &,<• 

Pope nnulo the transpowlion.— Tho 4 1 os, linvo "ITo tlmt outlines this day, mid 
floes olile tigo," &«. 


r. r>i8. ("') 

s ‘ Then will he strip his sleeve mid show his scars, 

And say, These wounds I had an t'i (spin’s duyf Jva 

Tho second lino is not in tlio l'olio. — Mr. Collier thinks 41 it is tpiile iiiineees- 
flary to tlm completeness of tho sense, the defectiveness of which could form 
the only excuse for such an nisei lion.” Ilut tho piismigo is no nbuipt with- 
out it, tlmt, ill all probability, it wan omitted in the folio by mistake,- ]\L 
K nimbi's statement lhaL “ tho lino is found in tlio ipuii'to enUiely in a dillerent 
place, Arum 4 shall gentle his condition,’ " is incorrect. III the 4 Los it Imme- 
diately follows "Then shall liu strip Ids hlcouos, mid shew his skarw; 1 ’ und, 
what is more, hi the qiunlos these two lines arc accidentally shuffled cut af their 
jjj oper place ; — 

"Wo few, wo hnppio fowe, we hood of brothers, 

For he to day that abends his blond by mine, 
frhn.ll he my brother: be he nere so base, 

T’hls day shall gentlo his condition. 

Then shall he striji Ins sleeves, uud shew his shirs, 

And say, these wounds I hud on C/ispincv day 
And Gentlemen in Knglmui now a hrd, 

Shall tli Hike themscliiea nccuist," &c. 
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r. oies. (M) 

" Old won foiyctt yit (til shall he forgot, 

Jlul he'll rmmhrr with udutnfttyes 

MVhui fiats he did that day : (hen shall our man i, 

Familiar in their mouths as household worth , — 

Jinny the hint/, llct{fn d and Jixefcr, k 
Wanvtch and Talbot, Salishiay and ( Hosier, ~ 

Jh mi thrir, flming cups fleshly remember'd" 

In tho third lino tho folio lm^ “Familiar in Ids inbuth &o — I adopt, with 

Mali uin, Mr, Colllor, &e,, tho fiu* worn natiind reading of tho 4 toy. Mr. 
Knight prefers that of tho folia: Sliulcespetue, lie say a, “ altered 'their months’ 
of tlio quarto to 1 lies mouth.' ITmv beautifully ho preserves tho continuity of 
tlio picture of the one old man miKuiihomig his fonts, noil Jiiv gjunt com- 
panions in arms, hy Oils slight ohnngo I Jlin mouth minim ‘Harry tho king' 
us a household wuidj though in their cups tho immii ahull ho ficslily raticm- 
liurod” For iny own jmit, T believe Llint Shakespeare did not mnlio tho 
alteration t but that It must ho attributed to tho transcriber nr printer,— tho 
text of this play in tho folio being by no moans imnincnlnlo. For cun I 
login <1 Mr. Knight's orilioism on tho pus Hugo us any tiling else limn moro 
sophistry: tho havus nt least of tlio olncf warriors who fought at Agineourt 
must have beuii quite ns familiar to tho veteran's “neighbours” ua to himself, 
►Since tlio preceding nolo was Written, Mr, John Fora tor has remarked lu 
mu 11 Llmt the familial altera nee ami the flesh imcmbranco of tha names cou- 
ntituto one and tho sumo act, nml that it is manifestly wrong to assign tho 
former to a single person and tho latter to many.” 


P, (iSO, (■ >1 ) 

41 Hon. I feat thou wilt once wore come ay am foi tansom " 

Tlio folio lias 11 for a Jlansome f* — which is given by Mr. Collier and Mr, 

Knight: but compare the words of Henry u little above, 44 Como thou no moro 
for ransom" &o.; and nt p G2G, "Coin'st thou again for tansom f " — This is 
not in tlio 4tos. (Here, ns frequently elsewhere, "thou will" is to bo read as 
“ tJiou’It.") 


p.021, ( ss ) " I will have foily mays; 

Or J will fetch thy tbn out at thy (hi oat,” &c. 

The folio bns “For I mil fetch," &a,— «Thu second of those lines is not in tho 
4tos. 


P. 023. ( 5J ) 

"ict hs die in honour : once mare hack again" &o, 


Tho folio 1 1 ns "Let ns dye in once mate buche againef &o, — I adopt tho read- 
ing of Mr. Knight, which is probably llie true om>j sinuo tho woids "Lets 
die with honour" occur in tho corresponding scone of tho quai tos, , j 
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P, G2-1. ( M ) " In which army, have whiten, (loth he lie, 

funding the plain” 

Need I observe that the alteration mutbi boro by Mr. Collier's Ms. CorroeUn, 
"Loading the plain,’* is utterly wrong, unci Hint “Larding 1 * menus, 113 Mi. 
tJuigm explains it (Shahnspearc Vindicated, 3m. p 132]), "tmriohing, manur- 
ing tlio plain with ins blood — (In The Tempest) net L sc. 2, tho Mh. Cor' 
rector, with cqunl iinpiopnoty, change 1 ) “lie being thus hided” 3m. to " lie 
being thus loaded," &c.) 


P. 027. ( M ) “ That we may wander o’er this bloody Jicld 

To book wr (lead, and then to bury them. 1 ’ 

Ilcro Mr Collier’s Ms. Corrector substitutes " To look our dead" and, with- 
out moaning to advocate tho insertion of that 1 ending in the text, I must sny 
that it is a very plausible one,— ilia more so, as tho Herald subjoins, 

11 0, give 11 s leitvo, grout Icing, 

To view tbo Jleld in safety," &o. 

(Mr. Singer ^Shakespeare Vindicated, &o. p, 13!V) l'emm’hs that, “Ymle.-ia 
Blinkuspen.ro meant to make Montjoy hero speak lnokon English, to look 
our dead would bo indeed a stmngo phrnso." But so fur horn being slrungo, 
tlic phinsc was common enough, In The Merry IFrncs of TKinifaw, net iv, 
sc, 2, wo have, " Mistress Pngo and I will huh some linen for your head,’’ 
Anti compare Beaumont ntul PJotcherj 

" wliy dost them poop so ? 

Short. I am lot thing birds' nests.” 

Wit without Money, not ii, sc, I," 

“Whom is tlm body of my girl ? 

IV drill. 1 know not; 

I uni no conjuror ; you mny foo/t the body." 

The Night- WaUwt , net ill. sc, 1.) 


r. cm. ( fin ) 

M wlto, if alive, and tea dare . . . ho would term f aline,” Sm. 

1 , 0 . wlio, if alivo and he over, Sea, The morn reconi editms alter tlm lirst 
" alive" to "'alive," — how nnpiopovly, the repetition of the word might have 
shown them. 


P, 020. (*4) " I would fain see (he man, , . that is all} hut I would 

fain see it once, an please Got of his grace that J might sec." 

It is not sttfo to meddle with the language of Bluellon Iml qy. " that 

is all; I would fain but sen it once'’ Sea,? Tho coriospomting passage In tho 
4los is,— 

"I would sen that man now tlinl wold challenge this glum; 

And it please God of his grnco l would but sea him, 

That is all." 
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l*. ( f,u ) “ and of such as have," tV. 

Thu "of" has Li'uu nl loved to " to” ami to "for.” 


1*. fiS.1, ( u9 ) "with wives," &e, 

The "with" was added in tlio second folio. 


I 1 , tm. ( t,,J ) "Now tn London place him ; 

{As pet the liumailulwn of the French 
■Invites the Kitaj o \f England's stay at home } 
The empi’t or's commy," &o. 

A ptmugo ovidunlly corrupt,— piobnbly mutilated, 


L\ 035. ( f>l ) "I cat and eat, — I swear — !> 

r L’lns civil luudly bo right, though Mr. (Jollici passes it over without n note, 
and Jilr. Knight is at no loss foi mi explanation, — It has been altered to “/ 
e«t and swear ,J and (not unhappily) to “ I cat, and dee 1 swear ” 


1*. G3fi. (“) "Nell," Sco, 

Thu old copies luvvo "Doll,” — an odd mistake; nor is Mr. Collier’s defence of 
it loss odd, Sco my Ilmtxrfa on Mr, Collier’s and Mr, Knight's eds. of Shihe- 
speare, p. 120, 

l’. 030. (° 3 ) “and from my weary limbs 

Honour is cudgel? d .... 

■ •«*«»»» 

And patches will I get unto these scars, 

And sweat 1 got them in the Gallia wars." 

So tlio couplet stands in the 4tos, — Tlio folio has, 

“And patches will I gel onto these oudgold reams" &c,, — 

a reading which had been long discarded when Mr. Knight and Mr. Collier 
brought it back. "Tho editors,” says Mr. Knight, "leave cudtjelt’d out, with- 
out any apology for deviating from tha text. True, the word is not in the 
quarto: but tlio whole srene lias been lcmodclled." Now, if Henry the Fflh 
had come down to ua only in the folio, I should not have thought myself at 
liberty to reject the word " oudgoH'cl,” — I should liavo been content with 
elating in a note that I believed it to bo an interpolation: but bmcg that word 
is omitted in the quartos, — and since the quartos, imperfect ns Lliey are, 
oimblo us d sow her a in this play to concct some decided errors of tlio folio, — 
I have no hesitation in being indebted to them here. (Earlier m tlio present 
speech, tlio folio lias "Of a malady of France j” yet Mr. Knight and Mr. 
Collier silently omit “ a” with the quartos ) 
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P, 637. ( 0I ) w The venom of such foohi, wo fairly hope, 

H(toc lost their quality.” 

Soo noto on Love's Labour's lost, vol. h. p. 1 69. 

P. 638, ( w ) “ all meorreated" Sec. 

Tho folio Jins "withuff uncor reeled" Sec. — This is not in the 4los. 

P. G38. ( fl0 ) “And as our vmcyai du," Sco. 

Tho folio hna "And all our Vineyards," &o. — This is not in tho 4toa. 

P. 641. (•») 

"because he hath not the gift to woo in other places'." 

It 1ms been suggested to mo that tlio right lending is " in other piu'oa:'' 

hut tlm old text is quite right, 

P. 645, ( OT ) “ that war hath never entered." 

Iloro tlio word “never,” which is nrocssiU'y for tJio sense, wns inserted by 
llowo. (" Modoi n editors” any a Mr. Collier, "Imvo inunruiM/ inserted 
' rkovor,* but the Ivuo wonl was probably not, lun'iuiao tho old [Ms,] Cor- 
rector plneos it in tho margin — if Mr, Collier hud loohail into Cupoll's 
edition, ho would have found 11 not,”) 

P. G45. ( ftS ) "Jlis daughter first } and, in sequel, all,” Sun 
Tho second folio gives “ ornri then, in scq\\el, alt,” &o. 

P. 645, (™) “ ProwdiLrissiinus Alius,” &o. 

Should, of course, bo *' l’ruca rissimvs Alius,” &«.: but Shnitespenro copied tho 
mistiiko from Iloliushcd. 


END OP VOL. Ill, 


IDNilOH! 

rnuTMUY uosaoii, iBVftr, Ann iuanki.yn, 
Great New Stieclaud Fciltci Lnne, 




